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"0  DEEM  not,  midst  this  worldly  strife, 
An  idle  art  the  poet  brings: 
Let  high  philosophy  control, 
And  sages  calm  the  stream  of  life  : 
'Tis  HE  reflnes  its  fountain-springs — 
The  nobler  passions  of  the  souV— Campbell. 
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THIS    EDITION    OF 


THE    LIFE    AND   POETICAL   WORKS 


THE    NATIONAL    BARD    OF    SCOTLAND 

ALTHOUGH 

EXPEESSLY  DESIGNED  FOR  POPULAR  CIRCULATION, 

IS,  NEVERTHELESS, 

BT    SPECIAL    AUTHORITY    OF 

Eht   l^'flblfmcn   nnir   ^fntkmcn   of  t^e   Cakboman   ljunt, 

RESPECTFULLY  DEDICATED  BY  THE  PUBLISHER  TO  THEM. 
AS   WOUTIIY   SUCCESSORS   OF 

THE    EARLY    PATRONS    OF   BURNS  ; 

IN    IRIPLICIT   CONFIDENCE 
THAT  THEY,  LIKE  THEIR  PREDECESSORS  OF  1787, 

■'BEAR    THE   BOXORS,    A.XD    IXHERIT    THE    VIRTUES    OF    THEIR 
AXCESTORS." 


P  E  E  F  A  C  E. 


"  A  true  Poet— a  man  in  whose  heart  resides  some  effluence  of  Wisdom, 
some  tone  of  the  'Eternal  Melodies,'  is  the  most  precious  gift  that  can  ho 
bestowed  on  a  generation:  his  life  is  a  rich  lesson  to  us;  and  wo  mourn  his 
death  as  that  of  a  benefactor  who  loved  and  taught  us."— Oablyle- 


In  these  days  when  new  editions  of  Burns  are  "  as  plentiful 
as  blackberries  in  autumn,"  a  few  words  by  way  of 
preface  may  naturally  be  expected  here,  to  account  for  the 
appearance  of  these  volumes. 

It  is  now  more  than  twenty  years  since  the  present 
editor  felt  that  he  might  opportunely  say  and  do  somethmg 
regarding  Burns,  whose  biography  and  writings  had  long 
been  the  favourite  recreation  and  study  of  his  leisure  hours. 
Contented  as  he  was  to  read  and  admu-e,  in  common  with  the 
rest  of  the  world,  the  memoirs  of  the  Bard,  with  relative  words 
of  wisdom  and  enthusiasm  from  the  pens  of  Currie,  Walker, 
Lockhart,  Carlyle,  Cunningham,  and  Wilson,  he  neverthe- 
less, could  not  help  being  dissatisfied  with  the  looseness, 
and  abounding  inaccuracies  as  to  dates,  facts,  and  details, 
uniformly  exhibited  by  the  Poet's  editors,  in  treating  of 
notable  events  in  his  Jn-ief  career.  The  increasing  interest 
everywhere  felt  concerning  Burns,  had  created  a  strong /?o-or 
for  hunting  up  and  recording  petty  anecdotes  regarding  him, 
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•  and  accumulating  his  impromptu  versieles  and  fragmentary 
effusions.  A  host  of  peripatetic  annotators  fed  the  press 
from  time  to  time  with  their  gatherings,  but  no  one  seemed 
to  set  himself  earnestly  to  the  task  of  investigating 
important  facts  in  the  Poet's  history,  hitherto  misrep- 
resented or  embellished  with  fiction,  and  of  correcting 
palpable  errors  of  date,  as  well  in  the  details  of  his  Life, 
as  in  the  arrangement  of  his  Correspondence. 

In  the  course  of  preparing — for  his  own  use — a  chrono- 
logical table  of  the  principal  events  of  the  Poet's  life  and 
the  productions  of  his  Muse,  it  fell  to  the  lot  of  the  editor 
to  make  some  remarkable  discoveries  in  reference  to  what 
had  hitherto  been  a  very  obscure  and  mysterious  passage 
in  the  history  of  Burns — namely,  that  of  his  brief  but 
tender  intercourse  with  the  "  Highland  Mary "  of  his 
most  impassioned  and  affecting  lyrics.  These  revelations 
were  announced  to  the  world  through  the  medium  (first) 
of  Dr.  Daniel  Wilson,  now  of  Toronto,  and  (secondly)  of 
Dr.  Robert  Chambers,  of  Edinburgh.  The  result  of  his 
researches  caused  considerable  commotion  at  the  time  in 
literary  circles,  and  awakened  the  interest  (among  other 
magnates  of  the  press)  of  Professor  Wilson  and  J.  G. 
Lockhart.  Some  lasting  public  benefit  has  accrued  from 
the  humble  labours  referred  to  ;  inasmuch  as  the  new 
discoveries  formed  the  main  inducement  for  Chambers  to 
edit  and  pubhsh,  in  1851-52,  his  admirable  Chronological 
Edition  of  Burns,  in  four  volumes. 

So  very  satisfactory,  as  a  whole,  is  the  edition  l)y 
Chambers,  just  referred  to,  that  the  present  writer  wouUl 
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have  felt  it  unecessary  to  come  before  the  public  as  an 
editor  of  Burns,  had  not  the   "chapter  of   accidents" 
dragged  him  forward,  by  making  him  acquainted  with  Mr. 
M'Kie,  publisher  of  the  finely  executed  facsimile  of  the 
Poet's  rare  Kilmarnock  Edition,  178G,  (here  reproduced 
verbatim  et  literatim,  although  our  facsimile  extends  only 
to  the  title-page.)     It  was  the  desire  of  Mr.  M'Kie,  that 
the  present  editor  should  assist  him  in  bringing  out,  for 
popular  circulation,  a  more  complete  and  accurate  Edition 
of  the  Poems  and  Songs  of  Burns  than  has  hitherto  been 
presented  to  the  pubUc.      For  the  plan  of  these  twin- 
volumes, — the  one  shewing,  in  successive  groups,  all  the 
Poems  and  Songs  which  the  Author  lived  to  see  in  print ; 
and  the   other,  containing  his   posthumous   publications 
similarly  arranged;  thus  telUng  of  life  in  the  one,  death  in 
the  other,  and  immortality  in  both, — the  editor  is  alone 
responsible.      For  the  annotations  throughout  the  work 
and  the  Chronological  Memou-  prefixed  to  this  volume, 
both  together  comprising  more  letterpress  than  is  contained 
in  the  Author's  text,  the  editor  is  also  responsible. 

That  refined  portion  of  the  Poet's  admirers  who  can 
relish  his  inspiration  only  after  it  has  been  distilled  and 
filtered  into  a  "well  undefiled,"  in  the  form  of  a  "Family 
Edition,"  need  not  expect  to  find  here  much  sympathy 
with  their  peculiar  tastes ;  for  no  castration,  suppression, 
or  vitiation  of  the  Author's  text  has  been  resorted  to,  nor 
has  a  single  known  production  of  his  Muse  been  excluded, 
that  can  really  bear  the  light  of  print. 
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The  editor's  grateful  acknowledgments  are  dne  to  several 
warm  appreciators  of  his  efforts,  who  kindly  aided  him  with 
their  contributions  during  the  progress  of  the  work;  but 
to  no  source  of  assistance  is  he  more  indebted,  than  to  the 
ample  stores  of  Burns-literature  which  were  readily  supphed 
to  him  from  the  private  library  of  the  publisher. 

During  the  interval  of  four  years  since  the  date  of  our 
former  edition,  several  original  poems  by  Bm*ns  have  been 
brought  to  light.  The  Ode  to  Washington,  hitherto  known 
to  the  public  only  in  the  form  of  a  "  Fragment  of 
Liberty,"  has  made  its  appearance  from  America  in  a 
complete  shape,  and  the  "  Glenriddel  Manuscripts,"  which 
for  seventy  years  had  been  hid  from  pubUc  inspection, 
were  ushered  into  dayhght  in  1874.  It  thus  became 
necessary  that  our  "  Kilmarnock  Edition "  should  be 
made  complete  by  every  new  accession.  This,  together 
with  the  consideration  that  our  publisher's  shelves  are 
entirely  cleared  of  the  former  edition  of  2,000  copies  is 
the  best  apology  for  re-appearing  thus  early  before  the 
world  of  the  Poet's  admirers.  Advantage  of  this  oppor- 
tunity has  been  taken  to  overhaul  and  remedy  errors  in 
both  volumes,  and  om-  friendly  reviewers  will  perceive 
tliat  faults  formerly  pointed  out  in  course  of  criticism, 
have  been  candidly  corrected. 

Edinburgh,  June,  1S76. 
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CHRONOLOGICAL    SUMMARY 


LIFE  AND  WRITINGS  OF  ROBERT  BURNS. 


"  Far  more  interesting  than  any  of  the  written  works  of  Burns,  as  it  appears 
to  us,  are  his  acted  ones — the  life  he  willed,  and  was  fated  to  lead  among  his 
fellow-men.  These  Poems  are  hut  little  rhymed  fragments  scattei-ed  here  and 
there  in  the  grand  un-rhymed  Romance  of  his  earthly  existence  ;  and  it  is  only 
when  intercalated  in  this,  at  their  proper  places,  that  they  attain  their  full 
measure  of  significance." — Carlyle. 


INTRODUCTORY    NOTE. 


While  Dr.  Ccrrie,  under  the  sanction,  and  with  the  assistance  of  the  Poet's 
literary  executors,  was  preparing  his  noble  biography  and  edition  of  Burns, 
Robert  Heron  anticipated  him  by  producing,  in  1797,  not  only  a  "  respectable," 
but  a  very  admirable  little  memoir  of  the  Bard,  concise  certainly,  but  remark- 
ably accurate  in  its  details,  considering  the  scarcity  of  the  materials  placed  in 
his  hands.  In  his  estimate  of  the  Poet's  genius,  he  falls  little  short  of  the 
highest  praise  and  veneration  that  the  greatest  eulogists  of  Burns  have,  since 
then,  vied  with  each  other  in  giving  utterance  to;  and  in  his  delineation 
of  the  Bard's  character,  the  main  features  are  excellently  drawn,  although 
unfortunately,  a  little  biased  by  the  credence  given  to  uninvestigated  rumoui-s 
which  then  floated  about  to  the  Poet's  prejudice,  concerning  his  convivial 
excesses  and  errors  of  moral  conduct.  Dr.  Currie,  in  his  observations  on  the 
Bard's  failings,  said  much  to  confirm,  and  little  to  remove,  the  impressions 
which  Heron  has  been  unjustly  blamed  for  originating.  The  Scots  Magazine, 
for  January,  1797,  has  an  "  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Robert  Burns," 
which  adopts  much  the  same  view  as  Heron  has  done  of  the  Poet's  infirmities 
OrOmek,  iu  1808  and  1810,  although  overflowing  with  veneration  for  the  genius 
of  Burns,  touches  very  slightly  on  his  character ;  and  what  little  he  has  been 
induced  to  say  on  the  subject  of  the  poet's  "blasphemy  and  ribaldry,"  our 
readers  will  find  recorded  at  page  292,  Vol.  IL,  of  the  present  Work.  Oromek's 
Reliques  of  Burns,  however,  gave  rise  to  undying  articles  from  the  pens  of 
Jeffrey  and  Sir  Walter  Scott. 
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In  1811,  Dr.  Peebles— the  "Peebles  frao  the  Water-flt"  of  the  Ilohj  Fair 
"  meek  and  mimly  "  published  what  he  called,  "Burnomania:  "  a  discourse 
on  "  the  Celebrity  of  Robert  Burns,  addressed  to  all  real  Christians,"  which  a 
brother  of  the  same  cloth  (now  living)  has  characterised  as  "curious  for  its 
illiberality  and  misjudgment"  In  the  same  year  JosiAH  Walker,  a  University 
Professor,  who  had  been  personally  acquainted  with  the  Poet,  published  an 
"  Account  of  the  Life  and  Character  of  Robert  Burns,"  containing  many 
judicious  and  valuable  remarks  on  his  writings ;  but  recording,  at  same  time 
observations  aud  statements  more  damaging  to  the  Poet's  character — flowing 
as  they  seemed  to  do  through  so  much  apparent  candour  and  Pharisaical 
sympathy — than  the  foulest  aspersions  that  hitherto  had  assailed  it.  Another 
University  Professor,  some  thirty  years  thereafter,  by  name  Joun  Wilson, 
threw  dirt  in  Josiah  Walker's  face  for  all  this. 

After  this  period  (ISll),  by  apparent  universal  consent,  a  demand  for  Justice 
TO  Burns  seemed  to  set  in  like  a  return  tide,  with  reaction  slow  but  sure. 
Alexander  Peteekin,  in  1814,  published  a  "  Review  of  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  Robert  Bums,  and  of  various  Criticisms  on  his  Character  and  Writings,"  in 
which  the  current  mis-statements  and  slanders  against  the  Poet  were  generously 
repelled.  In  1816,  William  Wordsworth,  in  a  letter  to  James  Gray,  the  early 
preceptor  of  the  Poet's  children,  kiudly  took  up  the  theme ;  aud  in  1819,  the 
Rev.  Hamilton  Paul,  in  a  Life  of  Burns,  prefixed  to  an  edition  of  his  poetical 
works,  threw  down  the  gauntlet  to  all  the  Poet's  detractors,  ecclesiastical  and 
laic,  and  vigorously  vindicated  his  character.  In  1820,  appeared  what  ia 
termed  "  Gilbert  Burns'  Edition  of  Dr.  Currie's  Life  and  Works  of  Burns,"  con- 
taining eloquent  letters  from  Jambs  Grat,  and  from  Alexander  Findlatbr 
(the  Poet's  immediate  superior  ofQcer  in  the  Excise),  defending  the  bard  from 
the  effect  of  Currie's  exaggerations  and  mis-statements ;  and  also  containing 
retractions  and  apologies  by  Gilbert,  in  respect  of  his  own  share  in  misleading 
Dr.  Currie.  Hev?  Ainslie,  a  true  poet  himself,  (and  still  alive  in  1871,  pro- 
ducing poetry  in  America!)  published  his  Pilgrimage  to  the  Land  of  Burns,  which 
shall  not  soon  be  forgotten  by  the  Poet's  countrymen  here. 

In  1828,  was  published— a  gem  in  Biography—"  The  Life  of  Robert 
Burns,"  by  J.  G.  Lockhart,  LL.B.,  the  son-in-law,  and  future  Biographer 
of  Sir  Walter  Scott;  and  this  brought  forth  the  noblest  tribute  to  Burns 
that  ever  was  penned — namely,  a  "Critique  on  Lockhart's  Life  of  Burns," 
in  the  Edinhurgh  Review,  December,  1828,  by  Thomas  Carlyle. 

In  1830,  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  a  blunt  and  straight-forward  Englishman 
produced  a  "  Memoir  of  Burns  " — a  reactionary  performance,  intended  to 
throw  cold  water  on  the  "hero-worship  "  which  was  now  surrounding  the  Poet 
on  every  side,  and  consequently  somewhat  depreciatory  in  tone.     It  abounds 
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in  errors  of  fact,  and  therefore,  fallacies  in  argument ;  but,  notwithetanding 
these  defects,  we  respect  the  honesty  and  manliness  of  the  writer.  "We  do  not 
approve  of  any  "  labouring  to  exalt  our  National  Poet — of  extenuating  his 
faults,  and  denjang  his  vices,"  and  feel  botmd  to  agree  with  him  in  saying 
that  "  the  merits  of  even  the  most  valuable  Lives  of  Burns  are  lessened  by  the 
panegjTical  tone  that  is  everywhere  conspicuous."  After  naming  these  we  can 
afford  to  be  very  brief.  In  1834  and  183.5,  Biographies  by  Allan  Cunningham 
and  by  James  Hooa  were  produced — the  former  especially  warm  and  poetical 
in  character,  but  very  deficient  in  grip — the  latter,  a  motley  performance,  and 
literally  worthless,  excepting  where  inverted  commas  mark  the  paragraphs. 
Need  we,  after  this,  refer  to  Professor  Wilson's  Essay  on  Burns,  1840?— to 
the  Eev.  p.  Hately  Waddell's  "Eulogy  on  the  Genius  and  Morality  of  Robert 
Bums,"  1859? — or  to  his  "Life  of  Burns:  a  Spiritual  Biography,"  18G7?  Such 
seem,  to  common  admirers  of  Burns  like  ourselves,  unreliable  flights  of 
enthusiasm  on  the  one  hand,  and  mystical  raptures  of  over-fed  rhetoric  on  the 
other.  The  even-minded  Egbert  Chambers,  in  1851-52,  winds  up  his  sensible 
memoirs  of  the  Poet,  with  the  following  apt  motto,  taken  from  Hare's  Life  of 
Sterling,  with  which  also  we  bring  this  note  to  a  close : — 

"  A  bent  tree  is  not  to  be  drawn  as  a  straight  one ;  or  the  truth  of  history 
vanishes,  and  likewise  its  use  as  a  discipline  of  knowledge  and  of  wisdom — 
hence  the  representation  of  my  friend's  life  is  unsatisfactory.  By  the  omission 
of  certain  portions,  it  might  easily  have  been  made  to  appear  more  satisfactory ; 
but  then,  it  would  have  been  a  lie :  and  every  lie — 0  that  people  would  believe 
it! — is  at  best  but  a  whited  sepulchre!  " 
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"  The  following  Memoir  of  the  Life  of  one  who  was  a  GREAT  MAN,  solely 
of  GOD  AIiMIGHTY'S  making  such,  has  been  composed  on  the  principle  that 
it  is  the  proper  business  of  the  biographer  to  trace  the  gradual 
developement  of  the  character  and  talents  op  his  hero,  with  all 
the  changes  which  these  undergo  from  the  influence  of  external 
circumstances,  between  the  cradle  and  the  grave;  and  at  same  time, 
to  record  all  the  eminent  effects  which  the  display  of  that 
Character  and  the  exercise  of  those  Talents  have  produced  on 
Human  Society,  in  the  sphere  within  which  they  were  exhibited 
AND  EMPLOYED"— Jiobert  Heron,  1797. 


PATERNAL  ANCESTRY  OF  BURNS. 

Ev'n  I  irfio  sing  in  rustic  lore, 

Haply  my  Siros  have  left  their  shed, 
And/ac'd  grim  Danger's  hudest  roar. 

Bold-following  where  your  Fathers  led! — (P.  182,  Vol.  I.) 

"  My  father  was  of  the  north  of  Scotland,  the  son  of  a 
farmer  [who,  hke  his  ancestors,  liad  rented  hinds  of  the 
noble  Keiths  of  Marisehal,  and  had  the  honor  of  sharing 
their  fate.  I  do  not  use  the  word  honor  with  any  reference 
to  pohtieal  principles :  loyal  and  disloi/al  I  take  to  be 
merely  relative  terms  in  that  ancient  and  formidaljle  court, 
known  in  this  country  by  the  name  of  Club-law,  where 
right  is  always  with  the  strongest.  ]>ut  those  who  dare 
welcome  ruin,  and  shake  hands  with  infamy,  for  what  they 
sincerely  believe  to  l)e  the  cause  of  God,  or  their  King, 
arc — as  Mark  Anthony  says  of  13rutus  and  Cassius — 
'  honorable  men.'  I  mention  this  circumstance,  because  it 
threw  my  father  on  the  world  at  large],  where,  after  many 
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years'  wanderiuj^s  and  sojournings,  he  picked  up  a  pretty 
large  quantity  of  observation  and  experience,  to  which  I 
am  indebted  "for  most  of  my  little  pretensions  to  wisdom." 


-A  utohiography. 


[That  part  of  the  foregoing  passaRe  which  we  have  placed  within  brackets, 
was  omitted  by  Dr.  Gurrle  at  the  request  of  Gilbert  Burns,  who  had  the  timidity 
to  deny  that  liis  ancestors  had  been  Jacobites;  and  with  a  view  to  disprove 
that  fact,  referred  to  the  terms  of  a  parish  certificate  found  among  his  fathers 
papers,  testifying  that  "  the  bearer  had  no  concern  in  the  lale  wicked  rchelhmi. 
Of  course,  William  Burness  had  not,  for  he  was  not  alivo  in  1715,  and  although 
twenty-four  years  old,  and  capable  of  bearing  arms  in  1745,  it  is  known  that 
when  only  nineteen  years  of  age,  he  left  his  native  district,  and  worked  as  a 
gardener,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Edinburgh. 

In  laiigujigo  very  similar  to  that  quoted  in  the  text,  the  poet  thus  wrote  to 
Lady  W.  M.  Constable,  in  178!) :— "  Though  my  fathers  had  not  illustrious 
honors  and  vast  properties  to  hazard  in  that  contest  «('/ie/-e  even  to  be  unfortunate 
teas  glorious,— though  they  left  their  humble  cottages  only  to  add  so  many  units 
more  to  the  unnoted  crowd  that  followed  their  leaders,— yet  what  they  could 
they  did,  and  what  they  had  thev  lost :  with  unshaken  firmness,  and  unconcealed 
political  attachments,  they  shook  hands  with  ruin,  for  what  they  esteemed  the 
cause  of  their  king  and  country." 

"  My  fathers  that  name  have  rever'd  on  a  throne ; 

My  fathers  have  fallen  to  right  it ; 
Those  fathers  would  spurn  their  degenerate  son, 

That  name  should  ho  scoffiagly  slight  it."— (P.  138,  Vol.  II.) 
See  also,  Stralhallan's  Lament,  page  211,  Vol.  L] 


THE  POET'S  PEDIGBEE. 

"  I  HAVE  not  the  most  distant  pretensions  to  assume  that 
character  which  the  pye-coated  guardians  of  escutcheons 
call  a  gentleman.  When  at  Edinburgh,  last  winter,  I  got 
acquainted  in  the  Herald's  Office,  and  looking  through 
that  granary  of  honors,  I  there  found  almost  every  name 
in  the  kingdom ;  but  as  for  me — 

My  ancient,  but  ignoble  blood 
Has  crept  through  scoundrels  ever  since  the  flood." — Autob. 

[In  18-37,  however,  a  search  made  in  the  same  quarter  by  Dr.  James  Burness 
of  Montrose,  a  grandson  of  the  poet's  cousin  and  correspondent,  was  more 
successful.  Tradition  had  assigned  as  the  root  of  the  Burness  famUy-trce 
planted  in  Kincardineshire,  a  certain  Walter  Cam2)bcU,  from  Argyleshire,  who 
had  in  the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth  century,  for  political  or  prudential 
reasons,  abandoned  his  native  district,  dropping  his  proper  surname,  and 
assuming  that  of  Burnhouse  or  Burness,  and  settled  in  the  parish  of  Glenbervie, 
in  the  Mearns.  The  public  registers  consulted  by  Dr.  Burness,  shewed  that 
this  Walter  of  Burshouse  had  descendents,  as  follow:— 
(1.)_Walter  Burness,  who  possessed  the  farm  of  Bogjoran,  in  the  same 
parish :  he  had  four  sons,  one  of  whom  we  shall  follow. 

(2.)— James  Burness,  born  in  165G,  became  tenant  of  the  farm  of  Brawlinmuir 
in  Glenbervie.  He  died  in  174.3,  aged  eighty-seven.  Of  several  sons  of 
his,  we  need  follow  only  one,  who  ranks  as  number  three. 
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(3.)— Robert  Burxess  (grandfather  of  the  poet,)  who  rented  the  farm  of 
Clockenhill,  on  the  lauds  of  Duunotar,  the  estate  of  the  Earl  Marischal — 
attainted  in  171(i,  for  his  coneerii  in  the  rebellion.  Eubortljeeatue  .someAow 
involved  in  the  ruin  which  overtook  the  Keiths:  he  had  three  sons  and 
four  daughters.  The  eldest  son,  James,  bom  in  1717,  afterwards  settled 
in  Montrose,  and  attained  a  position  of  influence  there:  ho  became  the 
head  of  that  branch  of  the  15uriiess  family  which  produced  the  late  Sir 
Alex.  Burnes,  the  Eastern  traveller,  who,  along  with  his  brother  Charles, 
was  killed  at  Cabool  in  November,  1841;  and  also  Dr.  James  Burnes, 
physician-general  of  the  Bombay  army — likewise  distinguished  as  a 
diplomatist  in  connection  with  the  Government  in  India.  The  third  son 
of  Eobert  Burness  was  named  Robert:  family  misfortunes  at  Clockenhill 
compelled  him,  while  a  mere  lad,  to  leave  home  along  with  the  poet's 
father,  and  seek  labouring  work  in  the  south  country.  Poor  "  Uncle 
Eobert"  died  in  the  poet's  house  at  Ellisland,  in  178y. 

(4.)— William  Borness,  second  son  of  Eobert  Burness,  was  bom  in  1721,  left 
the  Mearns  about  the  year  1740,  and  Anally  settled  in  Ayrshire,  where, 
on  25th  January,  1769,  he  became  the  father  of 

(5.)— KOBEET  BUBNS,  THE  Poet  of  Scotland.] 


THE  PABENTS  OF  BUENS:    THEIE  OHARACTEE  AND 
PHYSIOAIi  CONTOUE. 

[A.D.  1757.] 

William  Burness,  born  at  Clockenhill,  in  The  Mearns^ 
11th  November,  1721,  and  Agnes  Brown,  born  in  the 
Carrick  district  of  Ayrshire,  17th  March,  1732,  were — 
according  to  the  record  in  their  Family  Bible,  now  in 
possession  of  Gilbert  Burns,  nephew  of  the  poet,  presently 
resident  in  DubUn — 

"married  together,   IStH  DECEMBER,   1757." 

"  I  have  met  with  few  who  understood  '  men,  their 
manners,  and  their  ways,'  equal  to  him ;  but  stubborn, 
ungainly  integrity,  and  headlong,  ungovernable  irascibility, 
are  disqualifying  circumstances ;  consequently,  I  was  born 
a  very  poor  man's  son." — Axitohiograpluj. 

"  This  worthy  woman,  Agnes  Brown,  had  the  most  thorough  esteem  for  her 
husband  of  any  woman  I  ever  knew.  At  all  times,  and  in  all  companies,  she 
listened  to  him  with  a  more  marked  attention  than  to  any  body  else,  and  I  can 
by  no  means  wonder  that  she  highly  esteemed  him;  for  I  myself  have  always 
considered  William  Burness  as  by  far  the  best  of  the  human  race  that  ever  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  being  acquainted  with — and  many  a  worthy  character  I 
have  known.  I  can  clieerfully  join  with  Eobert  in  the  last  lino  of  his  epitaph 
— borrowed  from  Goldsmith — And  even  his  failings  leaned  to  Virtue's  side." — 
John  Murdoch's  Narrative. 
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"According  to  Mrs.  Begg,  her  mother  was  about  the  ordinary  height;— a  well- 
made,  sonsy  figure,  with  a  beautiful  red  and  white  complexion— a  skin  the  most 
transparent  Mrs.  Begg  ever  saw — rod  hair,  dark  eyes  and  eyebrows,  with  a  fine 
square  forehead.  With  all  her  good  qualities— and  they  were  many— her 
temper,  at  times,  was  irascible.  "William  Burness,  the  father  of  the  poet,  was  a 
thin,  sinewy  figure,  about  five  feet  eight  or  nine  inches  in  height,  somewhat  bent 
with  toil;  his  haffet-locks  thin  and  bare,  with  a  dark,  swarthy  complexion. 
From  this  it  will  bo  seen  that  Burns  inherited  his  swarthy  complexion  from  his 
father— not  from  his  mother,  as  stated  by  Cunningham:  men  who  rise  to 
celebrity  in  the  world,  are  generally  supposed  to  inherit  their  genius  from  the 
maternal  side.  If  it  shall  be  said  that  Burns  inherited  his  love  of  ballad-lore 
from  his  mother,  we  may  presume  that  he  derived  his  strong  manly  sense  from 
his  father: — as  to  his  genius — '  the  light  that  led  astray  was  light  from  heaven.' 
It  may  be  traced  in  most  of  his  poems,  and  flashes  out  in  his  lyrics,  like  sheet- 
lightning  in  a  summer's  eve,  when  sung  to  the  simple  and  pathetic  melodies  of 
his  native  \a,nd."— Captain  Chas.  Gray,  in  Wood's  Songs  OF  Scotland,  1848. 


THE  CLAY  BIGGIN. 

With  secret  throes  I  marked  that  earth, 

That  COTTASB  witness  of  my  birth. — (P.  159,  Vol  I.) 

"  William  Burness  had  been  settled  in  Ayrshire  ten  or  twelve  years  before  1 
knew  him  in  1765,  and  had  been  in  the  service  of  Mr.  Crawford  of  Doonside. 
He  was  afterwards  employed,  as  a  gardener  and  overseer,  by  Provost  Ferguson 
of  Doonholm,  in  the  parish  of  Alloway,  which  is  now  united  with  that  of  Ayr. 
In  this  parish,  on  the  road-side,  a  Scots  mile  and  a  half  from  the  town 
of  Ayr,  and  half  a  mile  from  the  (old)  bridge  of  Doon,  William  Burness 
took  a  piece  of  land,  consisting  of  about  seven  acres,  part  of  which 
he  laid  out  in  garden  ground,  and  part  of  which  he  kept  to  graze 
a  cow,  &c.,  still  continuing  in  the  employment  of  Provost  Ferguson.  Upon 
this  little  farm  was  erected  a  humble  dwelling,  of  which  William  Burness  was 
the  architect.  It  was,  with  the  exception  of  a  little  straw,  literally  a  tabernacle 
of  clay.  In  this  mean  cottage,  of  which  I  myself  was  at  times  an  inhabitant,  I 
really  believe  there  dwelt  a  larger  portion  of  content  than  in  any  palace  in 
Europe.  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night  wall  give  some  idea  of  the  temper  and 
manners  that  prevailed  there." — John  Murdoch's  Narrative. 


THE  POET'S  BIETH. 
[1769.] 

That  night,  a  child  might  understand 

The  Deil  had  business  on  his  hand. — (P.  352,  'Vol.  I.) 

"  Robert  Burns,  lawful  son  of  William  Burns,  in  Alloway, 
and  Agnes  Brown,  his  spouse,  was  born  January  25,  1759: 
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baptised  by  Mr.  William  Dalrymple.  Witnesses — John 
Teunant  aud  James  Young." — Extract  from  the  Session- 
Books  of  Ayr  Parish. 

"  Ono  very  stormy  morning,  when  my  brother  was  nine  or  ten  days  old,  a  little 
before  daylight,  a  part  of  the  gable  of  the  cottage  fell  out,  and  the  rest  appeared 
so  shattered,  that  my  mother,  with  the  young  poet,  had  to  be  carried  through 
the  storm  to  a  neighbour's  house,  where  they  remained  a  week,  till  their  own 
dwelling  was  adjusted."— (?jV6e/-<  Burns'  Narrative. 

[See  Song,  There  was  a  lad  was  horn  in  Kyle,  page  260,  Vol.  II.  See  Sonnet 
composed  on  the  Author's  Birthday,  page  157,  Vol.  II.  See  also,  Tlie  Vision,  where 
Colla  says  to  the  bard, 

"  I  mark'd  thy  embryo-tuneful  flame— Wiy  natal  hom:"—'P&SQ  49,  Vol.  I.] 


EAKLY  EDUCATION. 
[1765.— AGE  6.] 

My  talents  they  were  not  the  tcorsf, 

A'or  yet  my  education. — (P.  257,  Vol.  IL) 

"  In  the  month  of  May,  1765,  I  was  engaged  by  Mr.  Burness  and  four  of  his 
neighbours,  to  teach  the  little  school  at  Alloway.  My  pupil  EOBEnT  Burns, 
was  between  six  and  seven  years  of  age,  his  preceptor  about  eighteen.  Robert 
and  his  brother,  Gilbert,  had  been  grounded  a  little  in  English  before  they  were 
put  under  my  care.  They  both  made  a  rapid  progress  in  reading,  and  a 
tolerable  progress  in  writing,  and  were  generally  at  the  head  of  the  class,  when 
ranged  with  boys  far  their  seniors.  Robert's  countenance  was  generally  grave, 
and  expressive  of  a  serious,  contemplative,  and  thoughtful  mind.  Gilbert's 
face  said,  Afirth,  irith  thee  J  mean  to  live;  and  certainl}-,  if  any  person  who  knew 
the  two  boys  had  been  asked  which  of  them  was  the  most  likely  to  court  the 
Muses,  ho  would  surely  never  have  guessed  that  Robert  had  a  propensity  of 
that  kind." — Jo/in  Murdoch's  Narrative. 


MOUNT  OLIPHANT. 
[1766.— AGE  7.] 

"  For  the  first  six  or  seven  years  of  my  life,  my  father 
■\vas  gardener  to  a  worthy  gentleman  of  small  estate,  in 
the  neighbourhood  of  Ayr.  Had  he  continued  in  that 
station,  I  must  have  been  inarched  off  to  ))e  one  of  the 
little  underlings  of  a  farm-house;  but  it  was  his  dearest 
wish  and  prayer  to  have  it  in  his  power  to  keep  his  children 
under  his  own  eye  till  they  should  discern  between  good 
and  evil.  So,  with  the  assistance  of  his  generous  master, 
my  father  ventured  on  a  small  farm  on  his  estate." — A  utoh. 
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"  In  the  year  17CG,  Mr.  Burncss  quitted  his  mud  edifice,  and  took  possession 
of  a  farm  of  his  own  improving.  The  farm  being  a  conBidcrablo  distance  from 
the  school,  the  boys  could  not  attend  regularly,  and  some  changes  taking  place 
among  the  other  supporters  of  the  school,  I  left  it,  having  continued  to  conduct 
it  for  nearly  two  years  and  a  half." — Murdoch's  Narrative. 

"  The  farm  of  Mount  Oliphant  was  upwards  of  seventy  acres :  the  rent  was 
£40  annually,  for  the  first  sis  years  [Martinmas  iTfiS  to  Martinmas  1771,]  and 
afterwards  [1771  to  1777]  £4.5.  My  father  endeavoured  to  sell  his  leasehold 
property*  for  the  purpose  of  stocking  this  farm,  but  at  that  time  was  unable, 
and  Mr.  Ferguson  lent  him  £100  for  that  purpose."— GiVdcri'i  Narrative. 


EABLY  TRAINING  CONTINUED. 
[17G8.— AGE  9.] 

An'  buirdhj  clueh  and  cUver  hizzies. 

Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. — (P.  3,  VoL  I.) 

"  At  those  years,  I  was  by  no  means  a  favorite  with 
anybody.  I  was  a  good  deal  noted  for  a  retentive 
memory — a  stubborn,  sturdy  something  in  my  disposition, 
and  an  enthusiastic  idiot-piety.  I  say  zJ/oi-piety,  because 
I  was  then  but  a  child.  Though  it  cost  the  schoolmaster 
some  thrashings,  I  made  an  excellent  English  scholar,  and 
by  the  time  I  was  ten  or  eleven  years  of  age,  I  was  a  critic 
in  substantives,  verbs,  and  particles. 

'•  In  my  infant  and  boyish  days,  I  owed  much  to  an  old 
woman  who  resided  in  the  family  [Betty  Davidson,  a  rela- 
tion by  the  mother's  side,]  remarkable  for  her  ignorance, 
credulity,  and  superstition.  She  had,  I  suppose,  the 
largest  collection  in  the  country  of  tales  and  songs  con- 
cerning devils,  ghosts,  fairies,  brownies,  witches,  warlocks, 
spunkies,  kelpies,  elf-candles,  dead-lights,  wraiths,  appari- 
tions, cantraips,  giants,  enchanted  towers,  dragons,  and  other 
trumpery.     This  cultivated  the  latent  seeds  of  poetry. 

"  The  two  first  books  I  ever  read  in  private,  and  which 
gave  me  more  pleasure  than  any  two  books  I  ever  read 

*  When  the  poet's  father,  in  1777,  removed  to  Lochlea,  he  sold  the  leasehold 
right  to  the  clay  biggin  and  land  adjoining,  to  the  Corporation  of  Shoemakers 
of  AjT,  who  are  still  its  proud  owners.  The  Cottage  has  long  been  a  country 
ale-house,  and  one  of  the  apartments  is  converted  into  a  sale-shop  for 
"relics  of  Burns."  A  considerable  addition  was,  some  years  ago,  built  to 
it,  in  the  form  of  a  fine  large  Hall  to  the  back,  in  which  the  Burns  Anniversary 
is  regularly  celebrated. 
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since,  were  The  lAfe  of  Hannibal  [leut  by  Murdoch]  and 
The  Iliston/  of  Sir  William  Wallace  [leut  by  the  village 
blacksmith.]  Hannibal  gave  my  young  ideas  such  a  turn, 
that  I  used  to  strut  in  raptures  up  and  down  after  the 
recruiting  drum  and  bagpipe,  and  wish  myself  tall  enough 
to  be  a  soldier;  while  the  story  of  Wallace  poured  a  tide 
of  Scottish  prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will  boil  along 
there  till  the  floodgates  of  life  are  shut  in  eternal  rest." — 
Autohiorjraphi/. 

"  It  was  then  that  Murdoch,  our  tutor  and  friend,  left  this  part  of  the  country ; 
and  there  being  no  school  near  us,  and  our  little  services  being  useful  on  the 
farm,  my  father  undertook  to  teach  us  arithmetic  in  the  winter  evenings  by 
candle-light;  and  in  this  way  my  two  eldest  sisters  got  all  the  education  they 
received." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 


"BONIE  BATBNTIME."— THE  CLOSED  EECOED. 
I177L— AGE  12.] 

When  skirlin  weanies  see  the  light. — (P.  10,  Vol.  I.) 

William  Burness  and  Agnes  Biio"s\rN  were  "Married 
together,  15th  December,  1757: — 

"Had  a  son, Robert, 25th  Jan.,  1759 

Had  a  son, Gilbert, 28th  Sep.,  1760 

Had  a  daughter,. ..Agnes, 30th  Sep.,  1762 

Had  a  daughter,. ..Anabella,.... 14th  Nov.,  1764 

Had  a  son, William, 30th  July,  1767 

Had  a  son, John, 10th  July,  1769 

Had  a  daughter,... Isabel, 27th  June,  1771." 

— Family  Bible  Record. 

[While  we  are  transcribing  the  foregoing  record,  the  reflection  is  forced  upon 
us  that  Mrs.  Bogg,  the  last  named  in  that  list  of  seven  brothers  and  sisters, 
would  have  been  precisely  100  years  old,  had  she  survived  to  this  time.  Twenty- 
one  years  ago,  wo  had  some  corrospondenco  with  her,  and  she  was  pleased  to 
favour  us  with  a  few  notes  in  reference  to  this  i'lironological  Tabic  now  pa.ssing 
through  the  press,  a  draught  of  which  hud  been  transmitted  to  hor  for  ex- 
amination and  correction.  Those  notes  of  information  will  be  incorporated  at 
their  proper  places.    Mrs.  Bogg  died  in  1858.] 

"Nothing  could  be  more  retired  than  our  general  manner  of  living  at  Mount 
Oliphant,  where  we  rarely  saw  anybody  but  the  members  of  our  own  family." 
— Qilberl's  Narrative. 
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[lu  tho  Ttca  Dogs,  the  picture  of  the  fireside  at  Mount  Oliphant  is  faithrully 
painted  in  theso  lines,  put  into  tho  mouth  of  luath: — 
"The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives, 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives; 
The  prattling  thinRs  are  just  their  pride 
That  sweetens  a'  their  Arc  side. 

The  cantio  auld  folks,  crackin'  crouse, 
The  young  anos  rantin'  through  the  house — 
My  heart  has  hoen  sac  fain  to  sec  them. 
That  I  for  joy  hao  barkct  wi'  them."] 


FAETHEB  TBAINING  AT  MOUNT  OLIPHANT. 
[1773.— AGE  14.] 

"  In  the  year  1772, 1  was  appointed  to  teach  the  English  school  at  Ajt;  and 
in  1773,  Kohert  Bums  came  to  board  and  lodge  with  me  for  the  purpose  of 
revising  EngUsh  grammar,  &c.,  that  he  might  be  better  qualified  to  instruct  his 
brothers  and  sisters  at  home.  At  the  end  of  one  week  I  told  him  I  should  like 
to  teach  him  something  of  French.  He  took  such  pleasure  in  learning  and  I  in 
teaching,  that  it  was  difficult  to  say  which  was  most  zealous  in  the  basiness ; 
and  about  the  end  of  our  second  week  of  the  study  of  French,  he  began  to  read 
the  Adventures  of  Telemachus,  in  Fenelon's  own  words. 

"But  now  the  plains  of  Mount  Oliphant  began  to  whiten,  and  Eobert  was 
summoned  to  signalize  himself  in  the  fields  of  Ceres— and  so  he  did ;  for  although 
under  fifteen,  I  was  told  that  he  performed  the  work  of  a  man.  Thus  was  I 
deprived  of  my  very  apt  pupil,  and  consequently  agreeable  companion,  at  the 
end  of  three  weeks." — Murdoch's  Xarrative. 

'•  Mount  Oliphant  is  almost  the  very  poorest  soil  I  know  of  in  a  state  of  culti- 
vation. My  father  in  consequence  of  this,  soon  fell  into  difficulties,  which  were 
increased  by  the  loss  of  several  of  his  cattle  by  accident  and  disease.  To  the 
buffetings  of  misfortune,  vre  could  only  oppose  hard  labour  and  the  most  rigid 
economy.  We  lived  very  sparingly,  and  for  several  years  butcher's  meat  was 
a  stranger  in  the  house ;  while  all  the  members  of  the  family  exerted  them- 
selves to  the  utmost  of  their  strength- and  rather  beyond  it— in  the  labours  of 
the  farm.  My  brother,  at  the  age  of  thirteen,  assisted  in  threshing  the  crop  of 
corn,  and  at  fifteen,  was  the  principal  labourer  on  the  farm — for  we  had  no 
hired  servant,  male  or  female.  I  doubt  not,  but  that  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow 
of  this  period  of  his  life  was,  in  a  great  measure,  the  cause  of  that  depression 
of  spirits  with  which  Eobert  was  so  often  afflicted  through  his  whole  life  after- 
wards. At  this  time,  he  was  almost  constantly  afflicted  in  the  evenings  with  a 
dull  headache,  which,  at  a  subsequent  period  of  his  life,  was  exchanged  for  a 
palpitation  of  the  heart,  and  a  threatening  of  fainting  and  suffocation  in  the 
night-time." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 


FIEST  LOVE  AND  FIEST  SONG. 

[177a— AGE  14.] 

SONG :  0  once  I  loved  a  bonie  lass.— (P.  '235,  Vol.  II. ;  references  at  p.  135,  Vol.  II.) 
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"  This  kind  of  life — the  cheerless  gloom  of  a  hermit,  with 
the  unceasing  moil  of  a  galley-slave,  brought  me  to  my 
sixteenth  year,  a  little  before  which  period  I  first  committed 
the  sin  of  rhyme." — See  fine  passage  in  Auiobiogirtplii/,  in 
reference  to  this  incident. 

"  Many  a  solitary  hour  have  I  stole  out,  after  the  laborious  vocations  of  the 
day,  to  shed  a  tear  over  the  glorious,  but  unfortunate  story  of  "Wallace.  Iq 
those  boyish  days  I  remember,  in  particular,  being  struck  with  that  part  of  his 
story  ■where  these  lines  occur : — 

'  Syne  to  the  Legion  Wood,  when  it  was  late, 
To  make  a  silent  and  a  safe  retreat' 

I  chose  a  fine  summer  Sunday,  the  only  day  my  time  of  life  allowed,  and  walked 
half-a-dozen  of  miles  to  pay  my  respects  to  the  Leglen  Wood,  with  as  much 
devout  enthusiasm  as  over  pilgrim  did  to  Loretto;  and  as  I  explored  every  den 
and  doll  where  I  could  suppose  my  heroic  countrjonan  to  have  lodged,  I  recollect 
— for  even  then  I  was  a  rhymer— that  my  heart  glowed  with  a  wish  to  be  able 
to  make  a  song  on  him,  in  some  measure  equal  to  his  merits." — Burns  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop,  October,  17S6. 


FABTHEE  STEUGGLES,  AND  TRAINING  IN  POESY. 
[1775.— AGE  IG.] 

"  Mt  father's  generous  master  died ;  the  farm  proved  a 
ruinous  bargain  ;  and  to  clench  the  misfortune,  we  fell  into 
the  hands  of  a  factor  who  sat  for  the  picture  I  have  drawn 
of  one  in  my  tale  of  The  Twa  Dogs.  There  was  a  freedom 
from  his  lease  in  two  years  more,  and  to  weather  these  two 
years,  we  retrenched  our  expenses  and  lived  very  poorly. 
A  novel-writer  might  perhaps  have  viewed  these  scenes 
with  satisfaction ;  but  so  did  not  I.  My  indignation  yet 
boils  at  the  recollection  of  the  scoundrel  factor's  insolent, 
threatening  letters  which  used  to  set  us  all  in  tears. 

"  A  collection  of  English  songs  was  my  vade  mecitm. 
I  pored  over  them  driving  my  cart,  or  walking  to  labour 
— song  by  song — verse  by  verse;  carefully  noting  the  true, 
tender,  or  subhme,  from  affectation  and  fustian  ;  and  I  am 
convinced  I  owe  to  this  practice  much  of  my  critic-craft, 
such  as  it  is." — Autohiographj. 

[Mrs.  Begghas  noted  that  her  brother  posseRsed  Ramsay's  Tea-Table  Miscellany 
at  an  early  period,  and  also  a  collection  of  songs  called  The  Lark.] 

"  The  mother  of  Dr.  Patorson,  now  physician  in  Ayr,  and  widow  of  one  of  the 
estoblishcd  teachers  there,  frequently  invited  my  father  and  mother  to  her 


(     xxix     ) 

house  on  Sundays,  when  she  met  them  at  church.  When  she  came  to  know 
my  brother's  passion  for  books,  she  kindly  offered  us  the  use  of  her  late 
husband's  library,  and  from  her  we  got  the  Spectator,  Pope's  translation  of 
Homer,  and  several  other  books  that  were  of  use  to  ua."— Gilbert's  Narrative. 


EABLY  LYRICAL  ATTEMPTS. 
[177G.— AGE  17.] 

"  My  father  struggled  on  till  he  reached  the  freedom  in 
his  lease,  when  he  entered  on  a  larger  farm,  about  ten 
miles  farther  in  the  country." — Autohiogra2)f'>/' 

Song  :  /  dream'd  I  lay  ichere  flowers  tcere  springing. — (Page  216,  Vol.  I.) — "  These 
two  stanzas  I  composed  at  the  age  of  seventeen,  and  are  among  the  oldest 
of  my  printed  pieces." — Reliques. 

Fragment:  Though  fickle  Fortune  has  deceiv'd  me. — (Page  2.'31,  Vol.  II.) 

Song  :  0  raging  Fortune's  withering  blast. — (Page  250,  Vol.  II.) 

Prayer  :  0  thou  great  Being!— (P&ge  176,  Vol.  I.) 

Song  :  The  Ruined  Fanner.— (Page  395,  VoL  IL) 

Winter:  a  Dirge.— (P.  86,  Vol.  L)—"  Eldest  of  my  printed  pieces."— (1787.) 

Tragic  Fragment:  All  devil  as  lam,  a  damned  wretch. — (Page  252,  Vol.  II.) 

"  I  was,  I  think,  about  eighteen  or  nineteen,  when  I  sketched  the  outlines  of 
a  Tragedy,  forsooth !  but  the  bursting  of  a  cloud  of  family  misfortunes,  which 
had  for  some  time  threatened  us,  prevented  my  farther  progress." — Reliques. 


BEMOVAL  TO  LOCHLEA. 
[1777.— AGE  18.] 

SONG :  0  Tibbie,  J  hae  seen  the  daij.— (P&ge  235,  Vol.  I.) 
SONG:  The  Tai-bolton Lasses.— (Page  396,  Vol.  IL) 

"  It  is  during  the  time  that  we  lived  on  this  farm,  that  my 
little  story  is  most  eventful.  I  was,  at  the  beginning  of 
this  period,  perhaps  the  most  ungainly,  awkward  boy  in 
the  parish,  and  no  solitaire  was  less  acquainted  with  the 
ways  of  the  world.  To  give  my  manners  a  brush,  I  went 
to  a  country  dancing  school. 

"  I  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I  visited ;  and 
where  two  or  three  were  gathered  together,  there  was  I 
among  them.      Polemical   divinity  about  this  time  was 


(       XXX       ) 

putting  tlio  country  half-mad  ;  and  I,  ambitious  of  shininp: 
in  conversation  parties  on  Sundays,  between  sermons,  at 
funerals,  &c.,  used,  a  few  years  afterwards,  to  puzzle 
Calvinism  with  so  much  heat  and  indiscretion,  that  I 
raised  a  hue  and  cry  of  heresy  against  me  which  has  not 
ceased  to  this  hour." — Autohiogmph/. 

"  My  father  took  the  farm  of  Lochlea,  of  130  acres,  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton, 

of  Mr. ,  then  a  merchant  in  Ayr,  and  now  [1707]  a  merchant  in  Liverpool. 

He  removed  to  this  farm  at  Whitsunday,  1777,  and  possessed  it  only  seven 
years.  No  writing  had  ever  been  made  out  of  the  conditions  of  the  lease;  a 
misunderstanding  took  place  respecting  them ;  the  subjects  in  dispute  were 
submitted  to  arbitration,  and  the  decision  involved  my  father  in  ruin." — Gilbert's 
Narrative. 


SUMMEK  AT  KIEKOSWALD. 

[1777.— AGE  18.] 

If  anything  on  earth  d-eserves  the  name  of  rapture  or  transport,  it  is  the  feelings  of 
green  eighteen  in  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when  she  repays  him  with  an 
equal  return  of  affection. — (Common-place  Book,  April,  178o.) 

"  A  ciRCTJiMSTANCE  in  my  Hfe  which  made  some  alteration 
in  my  mind  and  manners  was,  that  I  spent  my  nineteenth 
summer  on  a  smugghng  coast,  a  good  distance  from  home, 
at  a  noted  school,  to  learn  mensuration,  surveying,  dialing, 
&c.,  in  which  I  made  a  pretty  good  progress  ;  but  I  made 
a  greater  progress  in  the  knowledge  of  mankind.  The 
contraband  trade  was  at  this  time  very  successful,  and  it 
sometimes  happened  to  me  to  fall  in  with  those  who  carried 
it  on.  Scenes  of  swaggering  riot  and  roaring  dissipation 
were,  till  this  time,  quite  new  to  me ;  but  I  was  no  enemy 
(o  social  life.  Jlere,  though  I  learnt  to  fill  ray  glass,  and 
to  mix  without  fear  in  a  drunken  squabble,  yet  I  went  on 
with  a  high  hand  with  my  geometry,  till  the  sun  entered 
Virgo — a  month  which  is  always  a  carnival  in  my  bosom, 
when  a  charming///^«c,  w^ho  lived  next  door  to  the  school, 
overset  my  trigonometry,  and  set  me  off  at  a  tangent  from 
the  spheres  of  my  studies.  I,  however,  struggled  on  with 
my  sines  and  co-sines  for  a  few  days  more ;  but  stepping 
into  the  garden  one  charming  noon,  to  take  the  sun's  alti- 
tude, there  I  met  my  angel — 

'  Likn  Proserpine  gathering  flowers — 
Herself  a  fairer  flower.' 
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It  was  in  vain  to  think  of  doing  any  more  good  at  school. 
The  remaining  week  I  stayed  I  did  nothing  but  craze  the 
faculties  of  my  soul  about  her,  or  steal  out  to  meet  her  ; 
and  the  two  last  nights  of  my  stay  in  the  country,  had  sleep 
been  a  mortal  sin,  the  image  of  this  modest  and  innocent 
girl  had  kept  me  guiltless." — Autobiography. 

[The  young  poet  was  then  in  the  district  where  his  mother's  relatives  resided, 
and  hero  he  is  said  to  have  llrst  piclied  up  the  story  which  furnished  the 
materials  for  his  future  Tarn  o'  Shanler.  Here  also,  it  is  supposed,  the  first  idea 
was  formed  of  his  ultimate  vocation  of  Escise-offlcer,  for  undertaking  the 
technical  duties  of  which  post,  he  was  then  unconsciously  being  trained. 

The  name  of  the  "  charming  fllletto  "  who  interrupted  his  studies,  was  Peggy 
Thomson,  and,  according  to  Mrs.  Begg,  he  renewed  acquaintance  with  her  at  a 
later  period  of  life,  when  his  "  Song  composed  in  August "  received  a  brushing 
up  into  its  published  shape.] 

SONQ  :  iVow  westlin  wiiuls  and  slaught'ring  guns. — (Page  124,  Vol.  I.) 

"  Song  second  [of  Edinburgh  edition],  was  the  ebulli- 
tion of  that  passion  which  ended  the  forementioned  school 
business. " — A  utohiography. 


LIFE  AT  LOCHLEA  AND  TAEBOLTON. 

[1778-79.— AQK  19-20.] 

"  I  RETURNED  homc  [from  Kirkoswald]  very  considerably 
improved.  My  reading  was  enlarged  with  the  very 
important  addition  of  Thomson's  and  Shenstone's  works. 
I  had  seen  human  nature  in  a  new  phasis  ;  and  I  engaged 
several  of  my  schoolfellows  to  keep  up  a  literary  corres- 
pondence with  me.  This  improved  me  in  composition.  I 
had  met  with  a  collection  of  letters,  by  the  wits  of  Queen 
Anne's  reign,  and  I  pored  over  them  most  devoutly.  I 
kept  copies  of  any  of  my  own  letters  that  pleased  me,  and 
a  comparison  between  them  and  the  compositions  of  most 
of  my  correspondents,  flattered  my  vanity. 

"  The  great  misfortune  of  my  life  was  to  want  an  aim. 
I  had  early  felt  some  stirrings  of  ambition,  but  they  were 
the  blind  gropings  of  Homer's  Cyclops  round  the  walls  of 
his  cave.  With  a  strong  appetite  for  sociability,  a^  well 
from  native  hilarity,  as  from  a  pride  of  observation  and 
remark ;  a  constitutional  melancholy  or  hypochondriacism 
that  made  me  fly  from  solitude;  and  to  these  incentives  to 
/  c 
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social  life,  add  my  reputation  for  bookish  knowledge,  a 
certain  wild  logical  talent,  a  strength  of  thought,  something 
like  the  rudiments  of  good  sense ;  and  it  will  not  seem 
surprising  that  I  was  generally  a  welcome  guest  where  I 
visited." — Autohiography. 

"  The  seven  years  that  we  lived  in  Tarbolton  parish  were  not  marked  by  much 
literary  improvement;  but,  during  this  time,  the  foundation  was  laid  of  certain 
habits  in  my  brother's  character,  which  afterwards  became  but  too  prominent, 
and  which  malice  and  on  vy  ha  vo  taken  del  igh  1 1  o  enlarge  upon.  He  was  constantly 
the  victim  of  some  fair  enslaver.  The  symptoms  of  his  passion  were  often 
such  as  nearly  to  equal  those  of  the  celebrated  Sappho.  I  never,  indeed,  knew 
that  he  '  fainted,  sunk,  and  died  away ; '  but  the  agitations  of  his  mind  and 
body  exceeded  anything  of  the  kind  I  ever  knew  in  real  life.  lie  had  always  a 
particular  jealousy  of  people  who  were  richer  than  himself,  or  who  had  mora 
consequence  in  life.  His  love,  therefore,  rarely  ever  settled  on  persons  of  this 
description.  When  ho  selected  any  one  out  of  the  sovereignty  of  his  good 
pleasure  to  whom  ho  should  pay  his  particular  attention,  she  was  instantly 
invested  with  a  sufficient  stock  of  charms  out  of  the  plentiful  stores  of  his  own 
imagination ;  and  there  was  often  a  great  disparity  between  his  fair  captivator 
and  her  attributes.    One  generally  reigned  paramount  in  his  affections ;  but 

as  Yorick's  affections  flowed  out  towards  Madame  de  L at  the  remise-door, 

while  the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were  upon  him,  so  Eobert  was  frequently 
encountering  other  attractions,  which  formed  so  many  underplots  in  the  drama 
of  his  love." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 

SONQ:  The  Ronalds  of  the  Bcnna!s.—(Pas^  397,  Vol.  II.) 


LOVE  ENTANGLEMENTSw 
[1779.— AGE  20.] 

"  Were  I  a  baron  protid  and  hiph. 

And  horse  aiid  servants  waiting  ready ; 
Then  a'  'tirad  ijie  o'  joy  to  me, — 
The  sharin'l  with  Monttjomcrie's  Peggy. — (P.  254,  Vol.  II.) 

"  Far  beyond  all  other  impulses  of  my  heart  was  un 
penchant  a  Vadorahh  moitie  du  genre  humcdn.  My  heart 
was  completely  tinder,  and  was  eternally  lighted  up  by 
some  goddess  or  other ;  and,  as  in  every  other  warfare  in 
the  world,  my  fortune  was  various :  sometimes  I  was 
received  with  favour,  and  sometimes  I  was  mortified  with 
a  repulse.  At  the  i)longh,  scythe,  or  reap-hook,  I  feared 
no  competitor,  and  thus  I  set  absolute  want  at  defiance ; 
and  as  I  never  cared  farther  for  my  labours  than  while  I 
was  in  actual  exercise,  1  si)eut  the  evenings  in  the  way 
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after  my  own  heart.  A  country  lad  t^eldom  carries  on  a 
love  adventure  without  an  assisting  confidant.  I  possessed 
a  curiosity,  zeal,  and  intrepid  dexterity,  that  recommended 
me  as  a  proi)er  second  on  these  occasions ;  and  I  daresay 
1  felt  as  much  pleasure  in  being  in  the  secret  of  half  the 
loves  of  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  as  ever  did  statesman  in 
knowing  the  intrigues  of  half  the  courts  of  Europe.  The 
grave  sons  of  science,  ambition,  or  avarice,  baptize  these 
things  by  the  name  of  follies  ;  but  to  the  sons  and  daugh- 
ters of  labour  and  poverty,  they  are  matters  of  the  most 
serious  nature :  to  them  the  ardent  hope,  the  stolen  inter- 
view, the  tender  farewell,  are  the  greatest  and  most 
delicious  parts  of  their  enjoyments." — Autobiography. 

"  My  '  Montgomerie's  Peggy '  was  my  deity  for  six  or  eight  months.  She 
had  been  bred  in  a  style  of  lifo  rather  elegant,  but  (as  Vauburgh  says  in  one  of 
his  plays)  my  '  damned  star  found  me  out '  there  too ;  for  although  I  began 
the  affair  merely  in  a  (jaiete  de  coour,  it  will  scarcely  bo  believed  that  a  vanity  of 
showing  my  parts  in  courtship,  particularly  my  abilities  at  a  billet-doux  (which 
I  always  piqued  myself  upon),  made  mo  lay  seige  to  her.  When — as  I  always 
do  in  my  foolish  gallantries — I  had  battered  myself  into  a  very  warm  affection 
for  her,  she  one  day  told  mo,  in  a  flag  of  truce,  that  her  fortress  had  been  for 
some  time  before,  the  rightful  property  of  another.  I  found  out  afterwards, 
that  what  she  told  me  of  a  pre-engagement  was  really  true ;  but  it  cost  me  some 
heart-aches  to  get  rid  of  the  affair." — Common-place  Book,  1785. 

[In  consequence  of  the  circumstances  in  this  attachment  agreeing  pretty 
closely  with  what  the  poet  himself  tells  us  of  the  result  of  his  passion  for  "My 
dear  E — ,"  to  whom  he  addressed  four  love-letters  in  17S0;  and  more  particularly 
from  Cromek's  foot-note  to  the  above  quotation:  "  TIds  passage  explains  thelove- 
letters  to  Peggy" — the  editor  had  concluded  that  the  "  jilt"  who  caused  his  melan- 
choly at  Irvine,  and  his  "  Montgomerie"s  Peggy,"  must  have  been  one  and  the 
same  person.  Mrs.  Begg  corrected  this  error  by  causing  her  daughter  to  note 
thus: — "How  Mr.  D.  runs  into  the  mistake  of  saying  that  Mrs.  Begg,  in  her 
account  of  Ellison  Begbie,  represented  her  as  the  same  with  '  Montgomerie's 
Peggy,'  is  to  mo  iucompreliensible.  She  has  ever  said  the  very  reverse ;  for  they 
were  as  distinct  as  two  women  with  two  souls  can  be.  '  Montgomerie's  Peggy  ' 
was  housekeeper  at  Coilsfleld,  not  to  Colonel  Montgomery,  but  to  his  father, 
A.  Montgomery,  Esq.  The  poet  and  she  had  met  frequently  at  Tarboth 
Mill  (The  'Willie's  Mill'  of  Dr.  Hornbook):  they  sat  in  the  same  church,  and 
had  had  a  good  deal  of  intercourse ;  but  she  was  engaged  to  another  before 
ever  they  met;  so,  on  her  part,  it  was  nothing  but  amusement,  and  on  Burns' 
part,  Uttle  else,  from  the  way  he  speaks  of  it."] 


THE  BAOHELOKS"  CLUB  AT  TABBOLTON. 
[1780.— AGE  21.] 

'  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man,  whafe'er  he  be, 

'Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan,  and  none  but  he.' — (P.  112,  Vol.1.) 

"Rule  X. — Every  man,  proper  for  a  Member   of  this 
Society,  must  have  a  frank,  honest,  open  heart,  above  any- 
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thing  dirty  or  mean,  and  must  be  a  professed  lover  of  one 
or  more  of  the  female  sex.  No  haughty,  self-conceited 
person,  who  looks  upon  himself  as  superior  to  the  rest  of 
the  club  ;  aud  especially,  no  mean-spirited,  worldly  mortal, 
whose  only  will  is  to  heap  up  money,  shall,  upon  any  pre- 
tence whatever,  be  admitted." — Regulations  of  the  Bachelors* 
Club. 

"  We,  the  following  lads  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,  namely— Hugh  Eeid, 

EOBEET  BURNESS,  GILBERT  BURNESS,  ALEXANDER  BROWN,  WALTER  MITCHELL, 

Thomas  Wright,  and  William  M'Gavin,  Resolved,  for  our  mutual  entertain- 
ment, to  unite  ourselves  into  a  Club,  or  Society,  under  such  Kules  and  Eegulations 
that,  while  we  should  forget  our  cares  and  labours  in  Mirth  and  Diversion,  we 
might  not  transgress  the  bounds  of  Innocence  and  Decorum ;  and  after  agreeing 
on  these  and  other  Eegulations,  we  held  our  first  meeting  at  Tarbolton,  in  the 
house  of  John  Eichard,  upon  the  evening  of  the  11th  November,  1780,  commonly 
called  HaUoiceen,  and  after  choosing  EOBEET  BUENESS  president  for  the 
night,  we  proceeded  to  debate  on  this  question : — 

"  '  Suppose  a  young  man,  bred  a  farmer,  but  without  any  fortune,  has  it  in  his  power 
to  marry  either  of  two  women,  the  one  a  girl  of  large  fortune,  but  neither  hand- 
some in  person  nor  agreeable  in  conversation,  yet  who  can  manage  the  household 
affairs  of  a  farm  well  enough  ;  the  other  of  them,  a  girl  every  way  agreeable  in 
person,  conversation,  and  behaviour,  but  without  any  fortune:  Which  of  them 
shall  he  choose  f  ' 
"Finding  ourselves  very  happy  in  our  Society,  we  resolved  to  contimie  to  meet 
once  a  month,  in  the  same  house,  in  the  way  and  manner  proposed. 

"  Shortly  thereafter,  we  chose  Egbert  Eitchie  for  another  member.  In 
May,  1781,  we  brought  in  David  Sillar,  and,  in  June,  Adam  Jamieson  as 
members.  About  the  beginning  of  the  year  1782,  we  admitted  Matthew 
Patterson  and  John  Orr,  and  in  June  following  we  chose  James  Patterson, 
all  as  proper  Brothers  for  such  a  Society.  The  Club  being  thus  increased,  we 
resolved  to  meet  at  Tarbolton,  on  the  Hace  night,  in  July  following,  each  with 
his  partner,  and  have  a  dance  in  honor  of  our  Society.* 

[FARTHER  SAMPLE  OF  THE  QUESTIONS  DEBATED.] 

" '  Whether  is  a  young  man  of  the  lower  ranks  of  life  likeliest  to  be  happy,  who  has  got 
a  good  ediu-ation,  and  his  mind  icell-informed;  or  he  who  has  just  (he  education 
and  information  of  those  around  him  t ' 

"  '  ]Vhet}ie7-  do  we  derive  more  happiness  from  Love  or  Friendship  t ' 

"  '  Wliether  is  the  savage  man,  or  the  peasant  of  a  civilized  country,  in  the  most  happy 
situation  t ' 

*  "Mrs.  Begg  had  the  pleasure  of  dancing  on  that  same  night  with  that  same 
Club.  She  was  attending  the  sewing  school  at  Tarbolton,  and  when  going  home, 
she  met  with  her  sister  Annie,  who  took  her  back  with  her,  because  a  swain, 
by  name  Matthew  Patterson,  had  lost  his  sweethearts  and  was  in  despair  for 
a  partner:  so  a  girl  of  eleven  years  old  supplied  her  place  for  one  iiigbt " — 
Remarks  by  Mrs.  begg. 
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Whether,  between  friends  who  have  no  reason  to  douht  each  other's  friendship,  tliere 
should  be  any  reserve t'  "—Hecoiltis  of  the  Tarbolton  Bachelors'  Club. 

"  Ay  free,  aff  ban',  your  story  tell,  when  wi'  a  bosom  crony; 
But  Btill  keep  something  to  yourscl  ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony." — P.  92,  Vol.  I. 


A  SEKIOUS  COUETSUIP 
[1780-81.— AGE  21-22.] 

Tho'  this  teas/air,  and  that  toas  bi-aw, 

And  yon  the  toast  of  a'  the  totcn, 
I  sigh'd,  and  said  amang  them  a', 

'  re  are  na  Peggy  Ellison !  '—(P.  88,  Vol.  II.) 

"  All  these  charming  qualities,  heightened  by  an  education 
much  beyond  anything  I  have  ever  met  in  any  woman 
I  ever  dared  to  approach,  have  made  an  impression  on  my 
heart  that  I  do  not  think  the  world  can  ever  efface." — 
Lettei^  to  E.  J5.,  1780. 

"As  my  brother's  love  connections  were  governed  by  the  strictest  rules  of 
virtue  and  modesty,  from  which  he  never  deviated  till  he  reached  his  twenty- 
third  year,  he  became  anxious  to  be  in  a  situation  to  marrj'.  This  was  not  likely 
to  be  soon  the  case  while  he  remained  a  farmer,  as  the  stocking  of  a  farm 
required  a  sum  of  money  he  had  no  probability  of  being  master  of  for  a  great 
while.  He  began,  therefore,  to  think  of  trying  some  other  line  of  life.  He  and 
I  had  for  several  years,  taken  land  of  my  father,  for  the  purpose  of  raising  flax 
on  our  own  account,  and  in  the  course  of  selling  it,  Robert  began  to  think  of 
turning  flax-dresser,  both  as  being  suitable  to  his  grand  view  of  settling  in  life, 
and  as  subservient  to  the  flax  raising." — Oilberl's  Ifarrative. 

SONG  :  The  Lass  of  Cessnock  Banks.— (P&gQ  254,  Vol.  II.) 
SONQ :  Mary  Uorison.— (Page  87,  Vol.  XL) 
SONG:  Peggy  Alison.— (Page  232,  Vol.  I.) 
Song:  My  Nanie,  0.— (Page  188,  Vol.  I.) 

[Mrs.  Begg,  in  her  notes,  inclines  to  think  that  this  song,  "My  Nanie,  0," 
was  inspired  by  Pt'g(7j/  Thomson,  of  Kirkoswald,  the  heroine  of  "Now  westlin 
winds  and  slaught'ring  guns."  This  idea  has  arisen  (1)  from  the  undoubted 
purity  of  the  passion,  and  (2)  from  a  misreading  of  the  opening  verso  of  the 
song,  which  refers  to  the  wintry  sun  closing  the  day  behind  the  Carrick  hills, 
where  flows  the  river  Stinsiar,  in  the  direction  of  Kirkoswald.  Chambers  has 
been  blamed  for  assigning  its  heroiueship  to  a  certain  Agnes  Fleming,  a  servant 
girl  near  Lochlea,  "to  whom,"  according  to  Gilbert,  "the  poet  paid  some  of 
that  roving  attention  which  he  was  continually  devoting  to  some  one.  and  whose 
charms,"  he  adds,  "  were  indeed  mediocre :  and  what  she  had  were  sexual,  which 
was,  indeed,  the  characteristic  of  the  greater  part  of  the  poet's  mistresses;  for 
he  was  no  Platonic  lover,  whatever  he  might  pretend  or  suppose  of  himself." — 
Unpublished  correspondence  be/ween  Gilbert  Burns  and  George  Thomson.  1820. 

The  editor  is  iuclinod  to  think  that  the  "Lass  of  Cessnock  Banks"  was  the 
inspirer  of  "My  Nanie  O,"  as  well  as  of  "Mary  Morison"  and  "  Peggy  Alison." 
In  the  notes  attached  to  these  lyrics,  he  has  given  his  reasons  for  euch  con- 
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jectures.  Mrs.  Begg,  who,  about  the  year  1848,  communicated  to  the  poet's 
annotators  the  history  of  her  brother's  courtship  of  The  lass  of  Cessnock  banks, 
has  romarlcecl  as  follows  regarding  that  matter: — "The  helle-filte  who  caused 
his  mclaucholy  at  Irvine,  was  the  aforesaid  Ellison  Begbio,  one,  for  whom  he 
evidently  had  a  most  sincere  respect,  but  who  declined  a  nearer  connection  than 
friendship  with  him,  for  reasons  known  only  to  themselves ;  but  where  the  fair 
one  was  amiable  and  prudent,  the  reasons  may  easily  be  imagined. — She  married 
Boon  after.  The  idea  regarding  '  Peggy  Ellison'  being  a  euphonious  rendering 
of  Ellison  ncghie  is  fanciful,  but  very  like  truth.  '  O  Peggy  at  thy  window  be ' — 
very  sensibly  arranged  by  Mr.  D.  Mrs.  Begg  never  heard  of  any  girl  in  the 
neighbourhood  called  'Mary  Morison.'"] 

Four  letters  to  "  E,"  dated  "  about  1780,"  printed  in 
Currie's  first  edition. 


THE  POET'S  ENTRY  AS  A  FBEE-MASON. 

[1781.— AGE  22.] 

May  Secrecy  round  be  t!w  Mystical  Sound, 

And  Brotherly  Love  be  the  Centre!— {V.  364,  Vol.  IL) 

"On  25th  June,  1781,  the  aS'^.  Jamei  Tarholton  Lodge, 
No.  178,  united  with  the  St.  David's  Tarholton  Lodge,  No. 
174.  It  was  agreed  that  this  united  Lodge  should  bear 
the  name  of  St.  David's.  Burns  was  admitted  an  apprentice 
thereof,  on  4th  July,  1781,  and  passed  and  raised  on  1st 
October  thereafter." — Excerpt  from  Lodge  Records,  by 
Chambers. 

[At  the  latter  date.  Burns  was  resident  in  Irvine,  whence  he  must  have 
travelled  to  Tarholton  to  attend  the  Lodge  meeting  where  he  was  afBliated.  A 
disrujition  of  this  united  Lodge  took  place  in  June,  1782,  and  the  separating 
body,  with  Burns  of  their  number,  then  re-oonstituted  themselves  under  the  old 
charter  from  Mother  Kilwiniiing  (dated  1771),  as  St.  James  Tarholton  Lodge. 
Thenceforward,  the  name  of  Burns  is  found  only  in  the  books  of  the  distinct 
St.  James'  Lodge.] 

"In  Irvine,  Robert  had  contracted  some  acquaintances  of  a  freer  manner  of 
thinking  and  living  than  he  had  been  used  to,  whoso  society  prepared  him  for 
overleaping  the  bounds  of  rigid  virtue  which  had  hitherto  restrained  him. 
During  this  period,  also,  he  became  a  Free-mason,  which  was  his  llrst  introduc- 
tion to  the  life  of  a  boon-companion.  Yet,  notwithstanding  these  circumstances, 
I  do  not  recollect,  during  the  seven  years  we  were  at  Lochlea,  nor  till  towards 
the  end  of  his  commencing  Author — when  his  growing  celebrity  occasioned  his 
being  often  in  company — to  have  over  seen  him  intoxicated ;  nor  was  he  at  all 
given  to  drinking." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 


BURNS  A  FLAX  DRESSER  AT  IRVINE. 
[1781-82.— XOE  22-23.] 

"  My   twenty-third  year  was   to  me   an  important  era. 
Partly  through  whim,  and  partly  that  I  wished  to  set  about 
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tloiug  sometliing  in  life,  I  joined  a  flax-dresser  iu  a  neipch- 
bouring  town,  to  learn  bis  trade.  This  was  an  unlucky 
affair.  My  [Aere,  in  the  original  passage^  suppressed  hy  Currie^ 
the  poet  charges  his  partner  with  having  swindled  hini\^  and 
to  tinisb  the  wliole,  as  we  were  giving  a  welcome  carousal 
to  the  new  year,  the  shop  took  fire  and  burnt  to  ashes,  and 
I  was  left  like  a  true  poet,  not  worth  a  sixpence. 

["O  why  the  douce  should  I  repine,  and  be  an  ill-forboder? 
I'm  tweuty-thrce,  and  flve-feot-niue, — I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger!  " — P.  1  IS,  Vol.  II.J 

"  From  this  adventure  I  learned  something  of  a  town  life; 
but  the  principal  thing  that  gave  my  mind  a  turn,  was  a 
friendship  I  formed  with  a  young  fellow— a  noble  character. 
His  mind  was  fraught  with  independence,  magnanimity, 
and  every  manly  virtue.  I  loved  and  admired  him  to  a 
degree  of  enthusiasm,  and  of  course  strove  to  imitate  him. 
In  some  measure  I  succeeded  :  I  had  pride  before,  but  be 
taught  it  to  flow  in  proper  channels.  His  knowledge  of 
the  world  was  vastly  superior  to  mine,  and  I  was  all 
attention  to  learn.  He  was  the  only  man  I  ever  saw  who 
was  a  greater  fool  than  myself  where  Woman  was  the 
presiding  star ;  but  be  spoke  of  illicit  love  with  the  levity  of 
a  sailor,  which  hitherto  I  bad  regarded  with  horror. 

"I  was  obliged  to  give  up  this  [flax-dressing]  scheme:  the 
clouds  of  misfortune  were  gathering  thick  round  my  father's 
head;  and,  what  was  worst  of  all,  be  was  visibly  far  gone 
in  a  consumption  ;  and  to  crown  my  distresses,  a  helle-fille 
whom  I  adored  [reference  here,  according  to  Mrs.  Begg^ 
to  Ellison  Begbie'],  and  who  had  pledged  her  soul  to  meet 
me  in  the  field  of  matrimony,  jilted  me  with  peculiar 
circumstances  of  mortification.  The  finishing  evil  that 
brought  up  the  rear  of  this  infernal  file,  was  my  con- 
stitutional melancholy  being  increased  to  such  a  degree 
that,  for  three  months,  I  was  in  a  state  of  mind  scarcely  to 
be  envied  by  the  hapless  wretches  who  have  got  their 
mittimus — '  Depart  from  me,  ye  cursed.' " — Autobiography. 

"  Do  you  recollect  a  Sunday  we  spent  together  in  Eglinton  Woods  ?  You  told 
me,  on  my  repeating  some  verses  to  you,  that  you  wondered  I  could  resist  the 
temptation  of  sending  verses  of  such  merit  to  a  magazine.  It  was  from  this 
remark  I  derived  that  idea  of  my  own  power  which  encouraged  me  to  endeavour 
at  the  character  of  a  poet." — Letter  to  liidiard  Brown,  December  30,  1787. 
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Prayer  in  the  Prospect  0/ Death.— (Page  87,  Vol  I.) 
Stanzas  on  the  same  occasion. — (Page  172,  Vol.  I.) 
Paraphrase  0/ First  Psalm. — (Page  175,  Vol.  I.) 
Paraphrase  of  Nintieth  Psalm. — (Page  177,  Vol.  L) 


THE  PLOUGH  AND  THE  LTEE  RESUMED. 
[1782.— AGE  23.] 

"  My  reading  only  increased  while  in  this  town,  [Irvine]  by 
two  stray  volumes  of  Pamela^  and  one  of  Ferdinand  Count 
Fathom^  which  gave  me  some  idea  of  novels.  Rhyme, 
except  some  rehgious  pieces  that  are  in  print,  I  had  given 
up ;  but  meeting  with  Fergusson's  Scottish  Foems,  I  strung 
anew  my  wildly-sounding  lyre  with  emulating  vigour. 
The  addition  of  two  more  authors  to  my  library  gave  me 
great  pleasure ;  Sterne  and  Mackenzie — Tristram  Shandy 
and  the  Man  of  Feeling,  were  my  bosom  favorites.  Poesy 
was  still  a  darhng  walk  for  my  mind,  but  it  was  only  in- 
dulged in,  according  to  the  humour  of  the  hour.  I  bad 
usually  half-a-dozen  or  more  pieces  on  hand ;  taking  up 
one  or  other  as  it  suited  the  momentary  tone  of  my  mind, 
and  dismissing  the  work  as  it  bordered  on  fatigue.  My 
passions,  when  once  hghted  up,  raged  like  so  many  devils, 
till  they  got  vent  in  rhyme  ;  and  then  the  conning  over  my 
verses,  like  a  spell,  soothed  all  into  quiet.  None  of  the 
rhymes  of  those  days  are  in  print,  except  Winter,  a  Dirge, 
the  eldest  of  my  printed  pieces ;  The  death  of  poor  Mailie ; 
John  Barleycorn,  and  Songs  I.  ii.  and  iii."  [in  Edinburgh 
edition.] — Autobiography. 

The  death  and  dying  words  of  poor  Mailie. — (Page  30,  Vol.  I.) 

Ballad  :  John  Barleycorn. — (Page  183,  Vol.  I.) 

SONQ :  It  was  upon  a  Lammas  Night. — (Page  123,  Vol  I.) 

SONQ :  No  Churchman  am  Ifor  to  rail  and  to  write.— (Pa.gB  194,  Vol.  L) 

"  I  seem  to  be  sent  into  the  world  to  eoe  and  observe  ;  and  I  very  easily  com- 
pound with  the  knave  who  tricks  me  out  of  my  money,  if  there  bo  anything 
original  about  him.  Even  the  last,  worst  shift  of  the  unfortunate  and  the 
wretched  does  not  much  terrify  me.  I  know  that  even  then,  my  talent  for  what 
country  folks  call  'a  sensible  crack,'  when  once  it  is  sanctifled  by  a  hoary  head, 
would  procure  me  so  much  esteem— that  oven  then  I  would  learn  to  bo  happy. 
My  favourite  authors  are  of  the  eontimontal   kind,— Shenstone,  Thomson, 
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M'K«nzIe,  Sterue,  Osslan,  Ac.  Those  are  the  glorious  models  after  which  I 
endeavour  to  form  my  conduct;  and  'tis  incongruous — 'tis  absurd  to  suppose 
that  the  man  whose  mind  glows  with  sentiments  lighted  at  their  sacred  Uamo 
— the  man  whose  heart  distends  with  benevolence  to  all  the  human  race — he 
who  can  soar  above  this  little  scene  of  things, — can  he  descend  to  mind  the 
paltry  concerns  about  which  the  terrac-fllial  race  fret,  and  fume,  and  vex  them- 
selves? O  how  the  glorious  triumph  swells  my  heart!  I  forget  that  I  am  a 
poor,  insigniflcant  devil,  unnoticed  and  unknown,  stalking  up  and  down  fairs 
and  markets,  when  I  happen  to  be  there  reading  a  page  or  two  of  mankind, 
while  the  men  of  pleasure  jostle  mo  on  every  side,  as  an  idle  encumbrance  in 
their  way  1  "—Letter  to  Murdoch,  \2lh  January,  1783. 


THE  LAST  OF  LOCHLEA. 
[1783.— AGE  24.] 

First  Common-place  Book. — "  Observations,  &c.,  by 
Robert  Burness,  a  man  who  bad  little  art  in  making 
money,  and  still  less  in  keeping  it ;  but  was,  however,  a 
man  of  some  sense,  a  great  deal  of  honesty,  and  unbounded 
good-will  to  every  creature,  rational  and  irrational." 

"April,  1783.— Notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  said  against  Love,  respect- 
ing the  folly  and  weakness  it  leads  a  young,  inexperienced  mind  into,  still  I 
think  it  in  a  great  measure  deserves  the  highest  encomiums  that  can  be  passed 
upon  it.  If  anything  on  earth  deserves  the  name  of  rapture  or  transport,  it  is 
the  feelings  of  green  eighteen  in  the  company  of  the  mistress  of  his  heart,  when 
she  repays  him  with  an  equal  return  of  affection. 

"August,  1783.— I  never  had  the  least  thought  or  inclination  of  turning  poet 
till  once  I  got  heartily  in  love,  and  then  rhyme  and  song  were,  in  a  manner,  the 
spontaneous  language  of  my  heart.  The  first  of  my  performances  [Handsome 
Nell,  page  235,  Vol.  XL]  was  done  at  an  early  period  of  life,  when  my  heart 
glowed  with  honest,  warm  simplicity;  unacquainted  and  uncorrupted  with  the 
ways  of  a  wicked  world.  The  performance  is,  indeed,  very  puerile  and  silly; 
but  I  am  always  pleased  with  it,  as  it  recalls  to  my  mind  those  happy  days 
when  my  heart  was  yet  honest,  and  my  tongue  was  sincere." — Common-place  Book. 

"  For  four  years  we  Hved  comfortably  on  this  farm ; 
but  a  difference  commencing  between  him  and  his  land- 
lord as  to  terms,  after  three  years  tossing  and  whirling  in 
the  vortex  of  litigation,  my  father  was  just  saved  from  the 
horrors  of  a  jail,  by  a  consumption,  which,  after  two  years' 
promises,  kindly  stepped  in,  and  carried  him  away  to  '  where 
the  wicked  cease  from  troubUng,  and  where  the  weary  are 
at  rest ! '  " — Autobiography. 
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"  When  my  father's  affairs  drew  near  a  crisiB.  Eobert  and  I  took  the  farm  of 
Mossgiel,  consiBtiiig  of  118  acres,  at  the  rent  of  £\)n  per  annum,  from  Mr.  Gavin 
Hamilton,  as  an  asyhim  for  the  family  in  case  of  the  worst.  It  was  stocked  by 
the  property  and  individual  savings  of  the  whole  family,  and  was  a  joint-concern 
among  us.  Every  member  of  the  family  was  allowed  ordinary  wages  for  the 
labour  ho  performed  on  the  farm.  My  brother's  allowance  and  mine  was  £7 
per  annum,  each." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 


DEATH  OF  WILLIAM  BUENESS. 
[1784.— AGE  25] 

0  Death!  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend,  the  kindest  and  the  best! 
Welcome  the  hour  my  aged  limbs  are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  Great,  the  Wealth!/  fear  thy  blow,  from  pomp  and  pleasure  torn; 
But,  oh!  a  blest  relief  for  those  that  weary-laden  TJioum! — (P.  85,  Vol.  I.) 

"  LocHLEA,  17th  Febi'ua?'}/,  1784. — Dear  Cousin — On  the 
]  otli  current,  I  lost  the  best  of  fathers.  Though,  to  be 
sure,  we  have  had  long  warning  of  the  impending  stroke, 
still  the  feelings  of  nature  claim  their  part ;  and  I  cannot 
recollect  the  tender  endearments  and  parental  lessons  of 
the  best  of  friends  and  ablest  of  instructors,  without  feeling 
what  perhaps  the  calmer  dictates  of  reason  would  partly 
condemn." — Letter  to  Mr.  James  Bwness,  Montrose. 

Epitaph  f(yr  the  Author's  Father.— (Page  130,  Vol.  I.) 

"  Whatever  comes  from  you  always  wakens  up  the  better  blood  about  my 
heart.  'Tis  there  that  man  is  blest!  'Tis  there,  my  friend,  Man  feels  a 
consciousness  of  something  within  him  above  the  trodden  clod !  The  grateful 
reverence  he  feels  for  the  hoary-headed  author  of  his  being — the  burning  glow 
when  he  clasps  the  woman  of  his  soul  to  his  bosom — the  tender  j'earnings  of 
heart  for  the  little  angels  to  whom  he  has  given  existence — these  Nature  has 
povired  in  milky  streams  about  the  human  heart,  and  the  man  who  never  rouses 
them  to  action  by  the  inspiring  influences  of  their  proper  objects,  loses  by  far 
the  most  pleasurable  part  of  his  existence." — Letter  to  his  cousin,  James  Bumcss, 
Montrose,  September  26W,  178G. 

"  If  there  is  another  world,  it  must  only  be  for  the  just,  the  benevolent,  the 
amiable,  and  the  humane;  what  a  flattering  idea,  then,  is  a  world  to  come! 
Would  to  God  I  as  firmly  believed  it  as  I  ardently  wish  it!  There  I  should 
meet  an  aged  parent,  now  at  rest  from  the  many  buffetings  of  an  evil  world, 
against  which  ho  so  long  and  so  bravely  struggled." — Letta-  to  Mrs.  Dunlop- 
Dccembei-  13lh,  1789. 


MOSSaiEL  AND  MAUCHLINR 
[1784.— AQE  25.] 


"  1  ENTERED  OH  this  fariu  with  a  full  resolution — Come,  go 
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to,  I  will  he  wise!  I  read  farming  books— I  calculated  crops 
— I  attended  markets — and,  in  short,  in  spite  of  'the  devil, 
and  the  world,  and  the  flesh,'  I  believe  I  should  have  been 
a  wise  man  ;  but  the  first  year,  from  unfortunately  buying 
bad  seed,  and  the  second,  "from  a  late  harvest,  we  lost  half 
our  crops.  This  overset  all  my  wisdom,  and  I  returned 
'  like  the  dog  to  his  vomit,  and  the  sow  that  was  washed, 
to  her  wallowing  in  the  mire ! '  My  brother  wanted  my 
hair-brained  imagination,  as  well  as  my  social  and  amorous 
madness  ;  but  in  good  sense,  and  every  sober  qualification, 
he  was  far  my  superior." — AntohiograpJnj. 

Fragment:  The  Mauchline  Ladn.— (Page  2">9,  Vol.  II.) 

SONG:   0  leave  novels,  ye  MauchUne  Belles.— (P.  237,  Vol.  11.— Kote,  p.  IIG,  Vol.  IL) 

JnLY  27,  1784.— Elected  Depute-master  of  St,  James"  Lodge,  Tarbolton. 
Verses  to  IIankine  -.lama  keeper  of  the  law. — (Page  188,  Vol.  II.) 
Song  :  The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o'«.— (Page  260,  Vol.  I.) 
The  Poet's  welcome  to  his  illegitimate  child.— (Pa.ge  188,  Vol.  II.) 
Epistle  to  J.  Rankine.—(P.  120,  Vol.  I.)     Green  groio  the  rashes,  0.—(P.  190,  Vol.  I.) 

"  September,  1784. — Bemoree  is  the  most  painful  sentiment  that  can  embitter 
the  human  bosom.  Any  ordinary  pitch  of  fortitude  may  bear  up  tolerably  well 
under  calamities  which  we  ourselves  have  had  no  hand  in  procuring;  but  when 
our  own  follies,  or  crimes,  have  made  us  miserable  and  wretched,  to  bear  up 
with  manly  firmness,  and  at  same  time  have  a  proper  penitential  sens9  of  our 
misconduct,  Is  a  glorious  effort  of  self-command." — Common-place  Book. 

Remorse:  a  Fragment. — (Page  126,  Vol.  11.) 

"  I  now  began  to  be  known  in  the  neighbourhood  as  a 
maker  of  rhymes.  The  first  of  my  poetic  offspring  that 
saw  the  light  was  a  burlesque  lamentation  on  a  quarrel 
between  two  reverend  Calv.inists,,both  of  them  dramatis 
perso7ire  in  my  Holy  Fair.  "With  "a  certain  description  of 
the  clergy,  as  well  as  the  laity,  it  met  with  a  roar  of 
applause." — Autohiograploj. 

The  Twa  He/rds,  w  the  Holy  Tuhie..—(Pa,ge  190,  Vol.  II.) 
The  Belles  of  Maiichline.—(Pa,ge  116,  Vol.  II.) 

[The  last  of  those  "  six  proper  young  belles  " — she  whom  the  poet  dis- 
tinguishes from  the  others  as  possessing  "wit,"  namely.  Miss  Smith,  died  on 
20th  January,  18-54,  aged  Sfi.  Her  remains  lie  in  the  Old  Calton  Necropolis  of 
Edinburgh,  in  a  rocky  bed  behind  the  City  Bridewell.  The  tablet  there  to  her 
memory  and  that  of  her  husband,  James  Candlish,  A.M.,  Lecturer  on  Medicine 
(who  died  in  1806),  was  erected  by  her  gifted  son,  the  Eev.  Dr.  Candlish,  of 
Edinburgh.] 
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ROB    MOSSGIEL. 
[1785.— AQB  26.] 

For  me,  Tm  on  Parnassus'  brink, 
Eivin  the  words  to  gar  them  clink ; 
'W/iyles  daez't  wi'  love,  whyles  daez't  tei'  drink, 

Wi'  jauds  or  masons; 
An'  whyles,  but  aye  owre  late,  I  think 

Braw  sober  lessons.— (P.  127,  Vol.  II.) 

January  1st,  1785.— Epistle  to  Davie,  a  brother  Poef.— (Page  73,  Vol.  L) 

Epistle  to  John  Ooudie,  Kilmarnock.— (PSigo  193,  VoL  11.) 

Holy  Willie's  Prayer,  and  Epitaph  on  Do.— (Page  195  and  198,  Vol.  II.) 

Death  and  Doctor  Hornbook.— (Pa.ge  137,  Vol.  I.) 

April  1st,  1785.— Epistle  to  J.  Lapraik:—(Pa,ge  104,  Vol.  I.) 

„     21st,  1785.— Second  Epistle  to  J.  Lapraik.—(PB.g&  109,  Vol.  I.) 

May,  1785.— song  :  Rantin',  rovin'  Robin.— (Page  2C0,  Vol.  II.) 
„     1785.— Song  :  Though  cruel  Fate.— (Page  210,  Vol.  I.) 
„     1785.— Epitaph  on  Robert  Ruisseaux.—(Psige  261,  Vol.  II.) 
„     178S.—Epistle  to  William  Simpson,  Ochiltree.— (Page  113,  Vol.  I.) 

August,  1785.— The  Holy  Fair.— (Page  19,  Vol.  I.) 

September  13th,  1785.— Third  Epistle  to  J.  Lapraik.— (Page  262,  Vol.  II.) 
17TH,  1785.— Epistle  to  Rev.  John  iP Math.— (P&ge  264,  Vol.  IL) 

SONG:  Young  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass. — (Page  199,  Vol.  I.) 

Man  was  made  to  mourn :  a  Dirge. — (Pago  83,  Vol.  I.) 

November,  1785.— TV  a  Mouse.— (Page  71,  Vol.  I.) 

Second  Epistle  to  Davia.— (Page  127,  Vol.  II.) 

SONG:  The  Braes  o'  Balloch/nyle.— (Pago  259,  Vol.  I.) 

CANTATA:  The  Jolly  Beggars.— (Page  17C,  Vol.  IL) 

"  St.  James'  Lodge,  Tarbolton. — The  poet's  attend- 
ances as  Depute-master,  were — in  1785 — June  29,  July 
20,  Aug.  2  &  18,  Sep.  7  &  15,  Oct.  26,  Nov.  10,  Dec.  1, 
Dec.  7  ;  in  1786,  Jan.  7,  March  1  : — At  this  meeting, 
Gilbert  Burns  was  'passed  and  raised,'" — A'^otes  from 
Lodcje  Records. 

THE  AYRSHIRE  BARD.— THE  GRIEF  BEHIND  THE  GLORY. 

[1786 — JANUARY  1   TO   APRIL  3.— AGE  27.] 

nmo  o'er  all  my  wide  domains  thy  fame  extends. 

And  some,  the  pride  of  CoWo-'s  plains,  become  thy  friends.— (P-  50  Vol.  I.) 

The  auld  Farmer'*  New-Year-mitming  »aftt<atto«.--(Pago  61,  Vol.  I.) 


(     xllii     ) 

A  Winter  Night.— (P.  169,  Vol.  I.)      The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night.— (P.  65,  Vol.  1.) 
The  Tica  Dogs.— (Page  1,  Vol.  I.)        The  Ordinalion.— (Page  151,  Vol.  I.) 
Address  to  the  Dei!.— (P.  26,  Vol.  I.)    Address  to  a  Louse.— (Page  102,  Vol.  I.) 
Scotch  Drint.— (Pago  8,  Vol.  I.)  The  Author's  earnest  Cr>j.—(Page  12,  Vol.  I.) 

The  Vision. — (Page  14,  also  page  157,  Vol.  I.) 

"The  farm  of  Mossgiel  lies  very  high,  and  mostly  on  a  cold  wet  bottom. 
The  first  years  that  we  were  on  the  farm  were  very  frosty,  and  the  Spring  was 
very  lato.  Onr  crops,  in  consequence,  were  very  unprofitable;  and,  notwith- 
standing our  utmost  diligence  and  economy,  we  found  ourselves  obliged  to  give 
up  our  bargain,  with  the  loss  of  a  considerable  part  of  our  stock.  It  was  during 
these  years  that  Eobert  formed  his  connexion  with  Jean  Armour ;  afterwards, 
Mrs.  Burns.  This  connexion  could  no  longer  be  concealed,  about  the  time  we  came 
to  a  final  determination  to  quit  the  farm.  Bobert  durst  not  engage  with  a  family 
in  his  poor,  unsettled  state ;  but  was  anxious  to  shield  his  partner  by  every 
means  In  his  power,  from  the  consequences  of  their  imprudence.  It  was  agi-eed, 
therefore,  between  them,  that  they  should  make  a  legal  acknowledgment  of  their 
marriage, — that  he  should  go  to  Jamaica  to  push  his  fortune  ;  and  that  she  should 
remain  with  her  father,  till  it  might  please  Providence  to  put  the  means  of 
supporting  a  family  in  his  power. 

"  Mrs.  Burns  was  a  great  favorite  of  her  father's.  The  intimation  of  a  marriage 
was  the  first  suggestion  he  received  of  her  real  situation.  He  was  in  the  greatest 
distress,  and  fainted  awaj\  A  husband  in  Jamaica,  appeared  to  him  and  his 
wife  little  better  than  none,  and  an  effectual  bar  to  any  other  prospects  of  a 
settlement  in  life  that  their  daughter  might  have.  They,  therefore,  expressed 
a  wish  to  her,  that  the  written  papers  respecting  the  marriage  should  be  cancelled, 
and  the  marriage  thus  rendered  void.  Jean,  in  her  melancholy  state,  felt  the 
deepest  remorse  at  having  brought  such  heavy  affliction  on  parents  that  loved 
her  so  tenderly,  and  submitted  to  their  entreaties.  Humble  as  Miss  Armour's 
station  was,  and  great  though  her  imprudence  had  been,  she  still,  in  the  eyes 
of  her  partial  parents,  might  look  to  a  better  connection  than  that  with  my 
friendless  and  unhappy  brother." — Gilbert's  Narrative. 

"This  is  the  unfortunate  story  that  gave  rise  to  my 
printed  poem,  The  Lament.  This  was  a  most  melancholy 
affair,  which  I  cannot  yet  bear  to  reflect  on.  I  gave  up  my 
part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother  (in  truth,  it  was  only 
nominally  mine),  and  made  what  httle  preparation  was  in 
my  power  for  Jamaica.  But  before  leaving  my  native 
country  for  ever,  I  resolved  to  publish  my  poems.  I  was 
pretty  confident  that  they  would  meet  with  some  applause; 
but,  at  the  worst,  the  roar  of  the  Atlantic  would  deafen 
the  voice  of  censure,  and  the  novelty  of  West  Indian 
scenes  would  make  me  forget  neglect." — Autobiography. 

"  MosssiEL,  February  17th,  178G.— I  have  some  very  important  news  with 
respect  to  myself,  not  the  most  agreeable, — news  that  I  am  sure  you  cannot 
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gnesB;  but  I  shall  give  you  the  particulars  another  time.  I  am  extremely 
happy  with  my  friend  Smith:  he  is  the  only  fricntl  I  have  now  in  Mauchline." 
— Burns  to  John  Richmond. 

MOSSGIEL,  Febt.  22.— r/ie  Inventory,  addressed  to  Mr.  Aiken.— (P.  128,  Vol.  II.) 
Ilallotcecn :  a  Poem. — (Page  52,  Vol.  L) 

Lament,  occasioned  by  the  unfortunate  issue  o/a  friend's  amour. — (Page  78,  Vol  L) 

Despondenaj:  an  Ode.— (Page  81,  Vol.  I.)  To  Ruin.— {Page  90,  Vol.  L) 

SONQ:  Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees. — (Page  191,  Vol.  L) 

"  April  Shd,  1786. — My  proposals  for  publisliing  I  am 
just  going  to  send  to  the  press.  I  am  ever,  dear  sir,  yours, 
Robert  Burness." — Letter  to  Mr.  Aiken. 

[This  appears  to  be  the  last  known  instance  of  Burns  spelling  his  name  with 
two  syllables.  Chambers  notes  tliat,  in  the  reeords  of  the  St.  .Tames'  Tarbolton 
Lodge,  he  thus  signs  the  minutes,  as  Deputy-master,  from  27th  July,  1784  to 
Ist  March,  17SG,  after  wiiich  date,  the  name  appears  contracted  into  the  form 
in  which  it  is  known  all  over  the  world.  However,  in  writing  to  his  relations 
in  Montrose,  he  continued  the  old  spelling  for  some  months  longer.] 


THE  PEINTINa  PRESS— CROSS  AFFECTIONS— AMOROUS  MADNES& 

[178G— APRIL  3  TO  MAY  14.— AGE  27.] 

The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine,  poor,  thoughtless  devils!  yet  may  shine 
In  glorious  light. — (Page  112,  VoL  I.) 

"April  14tii,  1786. — Proposals  for  Publishing,  by  Sub- 
scription, Scottish  Poems,  by  Robert  Burns.  One  A^ol. 
8vo.    Price  (stitched)  Three  Shillings." — See  p.  417,  Vol.  ii. 

[J.  B.  Greenshiolds,  Esq.,  Korse.Lesnialmgow,  possessor  of  the  only  known  copy 
of  this  Prospectus,  is  cjf  opinion  that  the  Siibscriliors  wliose  names  are  appended 
to  the  paper,  belonged  to  the  Cumuoek  ami  Auchiiilcck  district.  Tlio  "block- 
head who  refused  "  to  take  the  book  he  had  subscribed  for — by  name,  William 
Lorrimer,  little  dreamed  that  a  copy  of  the  precious  volume  would  bring  at  a 
public  sale,  in  May,  1871,  the  sum  of  Seventeen  Pounds  sterling!] 

"April  15th,  1786, — My  proposals  came  to  hand  last 
night.  I  enclose  you  half  a  sheet  of  them.  I  must  con- 
sult you,  first  opportunity,  on  the  propriety  of  sending  ray 
quondam  friend,  Mr.  Aiken,  a  copy.  If  he  is  now  reconciled 
to  my  character  as  an  honest  man,  I  would  do  it  with  all  my 
soul ;  but  I  would  not  be  beholden  to  the  noblest  being  ever 
God  created,  if  he  imagined  me  to  be  a  rascal.  Apropos, 
old  Mr.  Armour  prevailed  with  him  to  mutilate  that  un- 
lucky paper  yesterday.  Would  you  believe  it? — though 
I  had  not  a  hope,  nor  even  a  wish  to  make  her  mine  after 
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her  conduct,  yet,  when  he  told  me  the  names  were  all  out 
of  the  paper,  my  heart  died  within  me,  and  he  cut  my  veins 
with  the  news." — Letter  to  Ballantyue  of  Aijr. 

To  a  Mountain-Daisy,  tiprooted  by  the  Plough. — (Pago  88,  Vol.  I.) 

"MOSSQAVIL,  May  3,  nSG"— Rhyming  note  to  Gavin  Hamilton.— (P.  267,  Vol.  II.) 

Answer  to  a  trimming  Epistle  fit>m  a  Tailor. — (Page  201,  Vol.  II.) 

The  Court  of  Equity :  aPoem.—llTVi  MAY,  1786:— 

"  In  Truth  and  Ilonor's  name,  amen! 
Know  all  men  by  Iheso  presents  then. 
The  twelfth  of  May,  at  Mauchline  given, 
And  year  'tween  eighty-five  and  seven  : 
We  [old  practitioners]  by  profession — 
As  per  extracts  frao  Books  o'  Session— 
In  way  and  manner  here  narrated. 
All  con  amore  congregated, 
And  by  our  brethren  constituted 
A  Court  op  Equity."  &c. 

[Such  are  the  opening  lines  of  a  long  composition  of  Burns  which  can  never 
appear  in  any  edition  of  his  works  intended  for  public  circulation.  A  notice  of 
it,  however,  cannot  consistently  in  this  place  be  withheld,  if  a  full  view  of  every 
pliase  of  Burns'  mind  aud  character  is  to  be  presented  in  the  epitomized  form 
here  attempted.  If  the  compiler  had  any  doubt  regarding  the  authenticity  of 
this  comic  production,  he  would,  of  course,  have  passed  it  by;  but  the  piece 
has  been  pretty  widely  circulated  in  privately  printed  and  manuscript  copies, 
and  Chambers,  in  his  last  edition  of  Burns,  makes  pointed  reference  to  it  in 
these  words: — "In  the  midst  of  the  cross-fire  of  various  affections,  and  the 
dreary  prospects  of  exile,  he  composed  a  poem  on  the  reigning  scandals  of  his 
village ,^asc8  on  which  the  Session  record  throws  ample  light,  if  light  were  of 
any  use  in  the  matter;  but,  unfortunately,  though  the  mock-serious  was  never 
carried  to  a  greater  pitch  of  excellence  than  in  this  poem,  its  license  of  phrase 
renders  it  utterly  unfit  for  publication." 

The  date  of  its  composition  given  by  Chambers,  is  4th  June,  1786  (Sunday, 
King  George  Third's  Birthday),  and  although  we  have  seen  several  copies,  with 
that  date  inserted  in  its  text,  yet  we  are  assured  by  Mr.  Greenshields  of  Kerse, 
possessor  of  one  or  more  copies  of  it  which  formed  part  of  what  are  known  as 
The  Pickering  MSS.,  tliat  \2th  May,  1786,  is  the  date  in  the  body  of  the 
Pickering  copy,  although  the  other  date  C4th  June)  is  inscribed  on  the  margin 
as  that  of  citation  or  service.  He  also  mentions  that  Pickering's  editor  (Sir 
Harris  Nicolas),  had  collated  the  copy  with  several  others,  and  marked,  in  red 
ink,  innumerable  variations.] 


THE  EPISODE  OF  HIGHLAND  MAEY. 
[1786— MAY  14.— AGE  27.] 

Truth  it  stranger  than  Fiction — Aye,  and  stronger  too ! 

"  The  Second  S^jnday  of  May."— Soxg  :  The  Highland  Lassie,  0.— (P.  20S,  Vol.  I.) 

"  This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  early  Hfe,  before 
I  was  known  at  all  in  the  world.  My  Highland  lassie  was 
a  warm-hearted,  charmiug  young  creature  as  ever  blessed 
a  man  with  generous  love.     After  a  pretty  long  tract  of 
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the  most  ardent  reciprocal  attachment,  we  met  by  appoint- 
ment, on  the  second  Siindai/  of  Hay,  in  a  sequestered  spot 
by  the  banks  of  Ayr,  -where  we  spent  the  day  in  taking  a 
farewell,  before  she  should  embark  for  the  West  Highlands, 
to  arrange  matters  among  her  friends  for  our  projected 
change  of  life." — Cromek's  Eeliques,  page  237. 

SONQ:   Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Maryf—(P&g&  85,  Vol.  II.) 

"  I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  my  Mary, 
I  hae  sworn  by  the  Heavens  to  be  true ; 
And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me, 
When  I  forget  my  vow  1" 

"  In  my  very  early  years,  when  I  was  thinking  of  going  to 
the  West  Indies  [!],  I  took  this  farewell  of  a  dear  girl. 
All  my  earlier  love  songs  were  the  breathings  of  ardent 
passion  ;  and  though  it  might  have  been  easy  for  me  in 
aftertimes  to  have  given  them  a  polish,  yet  that  pohsh  to 
me,  whose  they  were,  and  who  alone  cared  for  them,  would 
have  defaced  the  legend  of  my  heart,  which  was  so  faith- 
fully inscribed  on  them.  Their  uncouth  simplicity  was,  as 
they  say  of  wines,  their  race." — Letter  to  Thomson^  Nov.,  1792. 

"Such  epochs  in  the  history  of  our  lives,  may  be  termed  the  trials  of  the 
heart  We  treasure  them  deeply  in  our  memory,  and  as  time  glides  silently 
away,  they  help  us  to  number  our  days.  Of  this  character  was  the  parting  of 
Burns  with  his  Highland  Afaiij,  that  interesting  female,  the  first  object  of  the 
youthful  poet's  love  [!].  This  adieu  was  performed  with  all  those  simple  and 
striking  ceremonials  which  rustic  sentiment  devised  to  prolong  tender  emotions 
and  to  inspire  awe.  The  lovers  stood  on  each  side  of  a  small,  purling  brook; 
they  laved  their  hands  in  its  limpid  stream,  and  holding  a  Bible  between  them, 
pronounced  their  vows  to  be  faithful  to  each  other.  They  parted— never  to 
meet  again !  " — Cromek,  1808. 

Inscriptions  on  the  Bibles  presented  by  Burns  to  Highland 
Mary,  accurately  copied  from  the  originals,  on  their 
return  from  Canada,  to  be  deposited  in  the  Monument 
at  Ayr,  December,  1840 : — 

Vol.  L— (Inside  of  board) :  "  And  ye  shall  not  swear  by  My  name  falsely :  I  am 
the  Lord." — Levit.  xix,  12. 

„  (Below  Inscription) :  Obliterated  Mason-mark. 

„  (On  opposite  Hy-leaf) :  Inscription  obliterated^-apparently  "Mary  Camp- 

bell." 

„  (Below  Inscription) :   The  Poet's  Mason-mark  (very  perfect). 

Vol.  II.— (Inside  of  board) :  "Thou  shalt  not  forswear  tlij-BOlf,  but  shalt  perform 

unto  the  Lord  thine  oath." — Matthew  v,  33. 
„         (On  opposite   tty-leaf) :    Inscription   considerably  effaced,    "HOBERT 

BURNS,  MossGiEL." 
,.  (Below  Inscription) :  Obliterated  markings. 
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[The  handwriting  is  unmistalcably  that  of  Burns,  and  the  date  on  the  Title 
Page  is  1782.    Bookseller's  price,  marked  on  Vol.  I.,  "  5/6."] 

"  BttiDQBHODSE,  AYR,  21sT  JANUAET,  1850.— Mr.  Douglas  is  perfectly  right 
with  regard  to  Burns  and  his  Highland  Mary's  short  love  passage.  It  was  in 
178G,  just  as  he  supposes;  at  least  so  my  mother  has  all  along  thought,  from  a 
revulsion  of  feeling  attendant  on  the  heartless  desertion  of  him  by  Jean 
Armour.  Ho  just  then  became  acquainted  with  Mary  Campbell,  who  was 
acting  as  nursery-maid  in  the  family  of  Gavin  Hamilton.  Ho  must  have  known 
her  pre-snously  to  that  time,  though  his  love-flt  had  only  begun  then.  My 
mother  has  no  doubt  that  he  meant  to  marry  her.  " — Letter  from  Mist  Agnu 
Begg  to  Robert  Chambers. 

[The  reference  here  is  to  a  Paper  by  the  present  editor,  which  was  read  at  a 
meeting  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries  of  Scotland,  on  16th  January,  1S50 — John 
Whitefoord  Mackenzie,  Esq.,  in  the  chair;  on  which  occasion.  His  Grace  the 
Duke  of  Argyle,  Lord  Murray,  and  John  Miller  of  Millfleld,  Esq.,  were  elected 
as  Fellows.  Among  the  company  present  were — Sir  \V.  C.  Trevellyan,  Sir 
James  Eamsay ;  Professors  John  Wilson,  John  Goodsir.  and  J.  Y.  Simpson ; 
Mr.  Eobert  Chambers ;  Eev.  A.  R.  Bonar;  Drs.  Huie,  Bobertson,  &c.] 


PEOGRESS  OF  THE  PRESS,  AND  POSITION  OF  THE  POET. 
[1786.— MAY  14  TO  JULY  30.] 

The  sacred  lowe  o'  weel-placed  love,  luxuriantly  indulge  it. — (P.  92,  Vol.  I.) 

May  15. — Epistle  to  a  young  friend.— (P&ge  91,  Vol.  I.) 

„     15. — [Servants'  Term-day ;  Mary  leaves  Ayrshire  for  the  West  Highlands.] 

„     25. — "  The  Poet  holds  a  Mason  Lodge  in  Mauchline." — Chambers'  Notes. 
June  \.— Address  to  Beelzebub.— (Page  297,  Vol.  II.) 

„      4. — King's  Birthday :  A  Dream. — (Page  40,  Vol.  I.) 

,,  9. — [Jean  Armour  returns  to  Mauchline,  after  three  months'  sojourn 
in  Paisley. — See  notes  to  The  Gallant  Weaver,  page  322,  VoL  L] 

June  12. — "Poor,  ill-advised,  ungrateful  Armour  came  home  on  Friday  last 
You  have  heard  all  the  particulars  of  that  affair,  and  a  black  affair  it  is.  What 
she  thinks  of  her  conduct  now,  I  don't  know ;  one  thing  I  do  know — she  has 
made  me  completely  miserable.  Never  man  loved,  or  rather  adored,  a  woman 
more  than  I  did  her;  and,  to  confess  a  truth  between  you  and  me,  I  do  still 
love  her  to  distraction  after  all,  though  I  won't  tell  her  so  if  I  were  to  see  her, 
which  I  don't  want  to  do. 

"  May  Almighty  God  forgive  her  ingratitude  and  perjury  to  me,  as  I  from 
my  very  soul  forgive  her;  and  may  His  grace  be  with  her  and  bless  her  in  all 
her  future  life !  I  can  have  no  nearer  idea  of  the  place  of  eternal  punishment 
than  what  I  have  felt  in  my  own  breast  on  her  account.  I  have  tried  often  to 
forget  her;  I  have  run  into  all  kinds  of  dissipation  and  riots,  mason-meetings, 
drlnking-matches,  and  other  mischief,  to  drive  her  out  of  my  head, — but  all  in 
vain.  And  now  for  a  grand  c  ure !  — The  ship  is  on  her  way  home  that  is  to  take 
me  out  to  Jamaica ;  and  then,  farewell  dear  old  Scotland!  and  farewell  dear, 
ungrateful  Jean!  for  never,  never  shall  I  see  you  more. 
/  d 
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"You  will  have  beard  that  1  am  going  to  commence  poet  in  print;  and  to-    . 
morrow  my  worlis  go  to  the  press.    I  expect  it  will  bo  a  volume  of  about  200 
pages :  it  is  just  the  last  foolish  thing  I  intend  to  do ;  and  then  turn  a  wise  man 
as  fast  as  possibly. " — Letter  to  David  Drice,  at  Glasgow. 

Address  to  the  Unco  Gttid,  or  the  Rigid!;/  Righteous.—  Page  1G2,  Vol.  I.) 

Dedication  to  Gavin  IlamiHon,  Esq. — (Page  98,  Vol.  I.) 

On  a  Scotch  Bard  gone  to  the  West  Indies. — (Page  95,  Vol.  L) 

Song  :   From  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go.— (Page  126,  Vol.  I.) 

Farewell  to  the  Brethren  of  St.  James'  Lodge,  Tarliolton.—(?.  127,  Vol.  L) 

A  Bard's  Epita2yh.— (Page  131,  Vol.  I.) 

Sdnday,  July  9. — "  I  have  waited  on  Armour  since  her  return  home ;  not 
from  the  least  view  of  reconciliation,  but  merely  to  ask  for  her  health,  and — to 
you  I  will  confess  it — from  a  foolish  hankering  fondness,  very  ill-placed  indeed. 
The  mother  forbade  me  the  house,  nor  did  Jean  show  that  penitence  that  might 
have  been  expected.  However,  the  priest,  I  am  informed,  will  give  me  a 
certificate  as  a  single  man,  if  I  comply  with  the  rules  of  the  Church,  which,  for 
that  very  reason,  I  intend  to  do.  I  am  (therefore)  going  to  put  on  sackcloth  and 
aphes  this  day.  I  am  indulged  so  far  as  to  appear  in  my  own  seat.  Feccavi, 
pater;  miserere  me.    The  Lord  stand  with  the  righteous,  amen! 

"  My  book  will  be  ready  in  a  fortnight.'' — Letter  to  John  Richmond. 

July  17. — "I  have  already  appeared  publicly  in  church,  and  was  indulged  in 
the  liberty  of  standing  in  my  own  seat.  Jean  and  her  friends  insisted  much 
that  she  should  stand  along  with  me  in  the  kirk,  but  the  minister  would  not 
allow  it,  which  bred  a  great  trouble  I  assure  you,  and  I  am  blamed  as  the  cause 
of  it.  though  I  am  sure  I  am  innocent;  but  I  am  verj'  much  pleased  for  all  that, 
not  to  have  had  her  company." — Letter  to  David  Brice. 

SONG:  The  Lass  o'  Ballochmyle.— (Page  119,  Vol.  II.) 

July  22. — Burns  executes  an  assignation  of  his  effects 
— the  proiits  of  his  edition  then  in  the  press,  and  the  copy- 
right of  his  poems,  in  favour  of  Gilbert  Burns,  for  behoof 
of  his  own  illegitimate  child,  Elizabeth  Burns, — "  wee 
image  of  my  bouie  Betty,"  born  in  November,  1784* 

July  29. — The  "  Kilmarnock  Volume  "  ready  for  Publi- 
cation. 

[Old  Rome  Forest,  near  Kilmarnock.— The  poet's  aunt,  named  Allan, 
resided  there,  and  in  her  house  ho  found  shelter  from  legal  diligence;  and 
tliither  he  conveyed  the  large  sea-chest,  containing  his  outfit  and  providings 
for  the  voyage  to  Jamaica.]  __^__ 

*This  child  was  brought  up  with  the  poet's  mother  and  sisters,  nt  Mossgiel. 
In  1804,  by  the  exertions  of  Mr.  Alderman  Shaw  of  London,  a  fund  of  ;i;400 
was  raised  by  subscription,  and  sunk  for  behoof  of  this  girl  and  another 
illegitimate  child  of  the  poet  diorn  in  1791)— to  be  equally  divided  between 
them  at  their  marriage,  or  arrival  at  majority,  the  survivor  to  suoceod  to  the 
predcceasor's  share.  Both  livert  to  receive  their  marriage-tocher  of  £200  each. 
Jionie  Bettys  child  survived  to  Dec,  1816,  as  the  wife  of  John  Bishop,  Overseer 
at  Polkemmet 
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ANIMOSITY  OF  THE  ARMOURS— THE  POET  IN  PRINT— AYBSHIBE 
IN  AGITATION. 

[1786.— JULY  30  TO  SEPTEMBER  3.] 
There's  a  Divinity  i/iat  shapes  our  ends,  rouah-hew  them  how  we  will, 

"  Old  Rome  Forest,  30tii  July,  1780. — My  dear  Rich- 
mond, my  hour  is  now  come  :  you  and  I  shall  never  meet 
in  Britain  more.  Wonld  you  believe  it  ?  Armour  has  got 
a  warrant  to  throw  me  in  jail  till  I  find  security  for  an 
enormous  sura.  I  know  you  will  pour  an  execration  on 
her  head ;  but  spare  the  poor,  ill-advised  girl  for  my  sake." 
— Letter  to  John  Richmond^  Edinburgh. 

July,  31. — The  blue-paper  boarded  thin  octavo  volume  of  "Poems,  chiefly 
in  the  Scottish  Dialect,  by  Robert  Burns,"  was  issued  to  eager  crowds  of  sub- 
scribers as  fast  as  "  Wee  Johnie's  "  folders,  stitchers,  and  binders  could  get 
through  their  work.  The  following  list  is  made  up  from  the  careful  typo- 
grapher's check-note  of  distribution,  in  the  possession  of  Robert  Cole,  Esq., 

London : — 

Copies.  Copies. 

Mr.  Aiken,  of  Ayr, 14-5  Amount  Ir ought  over, 423 

Robert  Muir,  Kilmarnock, 72  David  Sillar,  Irvine, 14 


Gilbert  Burns,  Mossgiel, 70 

James  Smith,  Mauchline, 41 

Gavin  Hamilton,  Mauchline, 40 

John  Logan,  Esq.,  Laight, 20 

John  Kennedy,  Dumfries  House,  20 

Mr.  M'Whinnie,  Ayr, 20 


Wm.  Niven,  Maybole, 7 

"Walter  Morton,  Cumnock, 6 

John  Neilson,  Cumnock, 5 

The  Author, 3 

The  Printer, 70 

Sundry  persons, 67 


Carryover,...  428  Total,...  600 

[Mrs.  Begg  has  noted  the  fact  that,  so  very  scarce  did  copies  become  within 
a  few  weeks  after  publication,  the  inmates  at  Mossgiel  had  to  wait  till  the 
appearance  of  the  Edinburgh  edition  before  they  ha,d  an  opportunity  of  reading 
their  brother's  poems  in  print.  The  poet,  in  his  autobiography,  says  that  he 
cleared  nearly  £20  by  the  adventure,  after  paj-ing  outlays  ;  but,  from  the  copy 
account  between  the  poet  and  the  printer — also  in  Mr.  Cole's  possession^ 
Bums'  profits  ought  to  have  exceeded  Fifty  Pounds.] 

"  These  poems  eminently  possessed  all  those  qualities  which  never  fail  to 
render  a  literary  work  quickly  and  permanently  popular.  Old  and  young,  high 
and  low,  grave  and  gay,  learned  or  ignorant, — all  were  alike  delighted, 
agitated,  transported.  I  was  at  that  time  resident  in  Galloway,  contiguous 
to  Ayrshire ;  and  I  can  well  remember  how  that  even  plough-boys  and  maid- 
servants would  have  gladly  bestowed  the  wages  which  they  earned  the  most 
hardly,  and  which  they  wanted  for  necessary  clothing,  if  they  might  but  pro- 
cure the  works  of  Buens.    A  friend  in  my  neighbourhood  put  a  copy  into  my 


(  1  ) 

hands  on  a  Saturday  evening.  I  opened  the  volume  while  I  was  undreeeing  to 
go  to  bed,  and  closed  it  not  till  a  late  hour  on  the  rising  Sunday  morn,  after  I 
had  read  over  every  syllable  it  contained." — IJei-on's  Memoir  of  Burns,  1797. 

"  August  [15]. — A  vessel  sails  from  Greenock  the  1st 
of  September,  right  for  the  place  of  my  destination.  Where 
I  shall  shelter  I  know  not,  but  I  hope  to  weather  the 
storm.  Perish  the  drop  of  blood  of  mine  that  fears  them ! 
I  know  their  worst,  and  am  prepared  to  meet  it : 

'  I'll  laugh,  an'  sing,  an'  shake  my  leg,  as  lang's  I  dow.' 

After  all,  Heaven  bless  the  sex !  I  feel  there  is  still 
happiness  for  me  among  them  : 

'  O  Woman,  lovely  Woman !  Heaven  designed  you 
To  temijor  Man! — we  had  been  brutes  without  you.'  " 

Li/ies  on  a  Bank-note. — (Page  301,  Vol.  IL) 

Farewell,  old  Scotia's  bleak  domains.— F&ge  300,  Vol.  II.) 

Inscribed  on  the  Author's  poems,  presented  to  an  old  Sweetheart — (P.  131,  VoL  II.) 


THE  "THIBD  OF  LIBKA,"  AND  ITS  EESULTS. 

[17S6.— SEPTESIBEa  3    TO    NOVEMBER  27.] 

Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute,  we  never  can  adjust  it ; 

What's  done  we  partly  may  compute,  but  know  not  whut's  resisted. — (P.  1G4,  V.  L) 

"  MossGiEL,  Sunday,  3rd  Sept.,  1786.— Wish  me  luck, 
dear  Richmond  !  Armour  has  just  brought  me  a  fine  boy 
and  girl  at  one  throw.     God  bless  them,  poor  Mttle  dears  ! 

'Gireen  grow  the  rashes,  O!  green  grow  the  rashes  0 ! 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  1  spent,  were  spent  amang  the  lasses,  O ! ' " 

— Note  to  BicJanond,  in  Pickering  MSS. 
Sept.  3.— The  Calf  :  To  the  Rev.  J.  Steven,  on  his  text  in  Church.— {V.  155,  Vol.  I.) 

Sept.  8.—"  I  believe  all  hopes  of  staying  at  home  will  be  abortive.  You  will 
have  heard  that  Armour  has  repaid  me  double.  A  very  flue  boy  and  girl  have 
awakened  thoughts  and  feelings  that  thrill,  some  with  tender  pressure,  and 
some  with  foreboding  anguish  through  my  bomV— Letter  to  Robert  Muir. 

Nature's  Law:  a  Poem,  inscribed  to  Oavin  Hamilton,  Esq.— (Page  302,  Vol.  II.) 
SONG:   TrUlie  C/ialmers.—(Pa,go  304,  Vol  IL) 

[Dt.  Blacklock'B  Letter  to  the  Rev.  George  Lawrie,  dated,  "Sept.  4, 1786."] 
Verses  left  at  a  Reverend  Friend's  house,  where  the  Author  slept.— (Pago  174,  Vol.  L) 
SONQ  :  Ye  sons  of  old  Kitlie.—(Pa.ge  3G4,  Vol.  IL) 
Tarn  Samscm's  Elegy.— (P.  165,  Vol.  I.)    The  Dri^s  of  Ayr :  a  roem.—V.  143,  Vol.  L) 


(     li     ) 

"  My  father's  cousin,  the  late  Miss  Greenshielda  of  Sprln  gbank,  Kilmarnock 
who  attained  the  long  ago  of  97,  has  often  told  me  that  she  knew  Burns 
intimately— that  ho  used  frequently,  on  market-days,  to  dine  with  her  uncle, 
the  first  Bailie  Greenshields  of  Townend ;  and,  with  his  long  drab  greatcoat 
and  gig-whip,  which  he  carried  with  him  everj'where,  he  was  by  all  regarded 
as  bearing  a  strong  resemblance  to  a  Horse-couper." — Letter  from  J.  B.  Qreerir 
shields,  Esq.,  of  Kerse,  to  the  Publisher,  1871. 

September  2G. — "  My  departure  is  uncertain,  but  I  do  not  think  it  will  be 
till  after  harvest" — Burns  to  his  cousin,  Mr.  Burness. 

October  6.— [Final  accounting  with  Wilson  the  printer.] 

October  9.— "I  was  with  Wilson,  my  printer,  the  t'other  day,  and  we  settled 
all  our  bygone  matters  together.  I  made  him  an  offer  of  the  second  edition,  on 
the  hazard  of  being  paid  out  of  the  first  and  readiest,  which  he  declines.  I 
have  been  feeling  all  the  various  rotations  and  movements  within  respecting 
the  Excise ;  and  even  should  you,  my  friends,  my  benefactors,  be  successful 
in  your  application  for  me,  perhaps  the  consequences  of  my  follies  may  make 
it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at  home.  I  have  for  some  time  been  pining 
under  secret  wretchedness,  from  causes  which  you  pretty  well  know — the  pang 
of  disappointment,  the  sting  of  pride,  with  some  wandering  stabs  of  remorse, 
which  never  fail  to  settle  on  my  vitals  like  vultures,  when  attention  is  not 
called  away  by  the  vagaries  of  the  Muse.  Even  in  the  hour  of  social  mirth, 
my  gaiety  is  the  madness  of  an  intoxicated  criminal  under  the  hands  of  the 
executioner." — Letter  to  Aiken. 

SOSG:  Farewell,  the  bwiie  Banks  o'  A>/r.—(V&ge  193,  Vol.  I.) 

"  I  had  taken  the  last  farewell  of  my  few  friends :  my 
chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greenock  :  I  had  composed  the 
last  song  I  should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia,  when  Dr. 
Blacklock's  opinion  that  I  would  meet  with  encouragement 
in  Edinburgh  for  a  second  edition,  fired  me  so  much,  that 
I  posted  away  for  that  city." — Autohiogmjjliy. 

"At  the  close  of  the  autumn  following,  she  [Mary] 
crossed  the  sea  to  meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  she  had 
scarce  landed,  when  she  was  seized  with  a  malignant  fever, 
which  hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grave  in  a  few  days, 
before  I  could  even  hear  of  her  illness." — Cromek's  Reliques. 

October  2^.— Dines  with  Dugald  Stewart  and  Lord  Daer.—(P.  131,  Vol.  II.) 

October  30.— Epistle  to  Major  Logan.— (Pago  365,  Vol.  II.) 

November  18.— [Letter  to  Miss  Alexander  of  Ballochmyle.] 

November.— [Letter  to  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair,  enclosing  the  "  Stair  MS."— 
See  page  159,  Vol.  I.] 

November  20.— [Writes  a  mock-warrant  to  William  Chalmers,  writer,  Ayr, 
to  burn  a  certain  wicked  ballad  enclosed.] 


(    lii     ) 

Note  of  Mason  Lodfje  attendances  (contimted) :  1786 — 
June  7, 15,  23,  July  29  ;  Aug.  18 ;  Oct.  5  (Sorn) ;  Nov.  10. 

NovEJiBER  27. — Left  Mossgiel  on  horseback,  by  way 
of  Biggar,  for  Edinburgh. 

"  Yon  mid  mossy  mountaina  sae  lofty  and  wide. 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  of  the  Clyde." — P.  288,  Vol.  I. 

[Tteferring  to  the  fact,  first  announced  by  Mr.  Archibald  Prentice  (sometime 
editor  of  the  Manchester  Times)  in  a  letter  to  Professor  Wilson,  dated  March  8, 
1841,  that  Burns,  on  his  road  to  Edinburgh  from  Mossg-iel,  on  this  occasion, 
spent  a  night  in  the  farmhouse  of  his  father,  Mr.  Archibald  Prentice,  Covington 
Mains,  near  Biggar  (a  subscriber  for  20  copies  of  the  poet's  Edinburgh  edition) 
— Dr.  Hately  Waddell  has  the  following  note  in  connection  with  this  song.  Yon 
icild  mossy  mountains : — "Death  had  by  this  time  dissolved  the  bond  between 
Burns  and  Mary,  and  circumstances  for  the  moment  had  alienated  his  affections 
from  Jean.  Some  country  beauty  in  the  moors  of  Tiutocl^  must  have  attracted 
his  attention  for  the  moment  when  he  rested  there,  and  he  has  immortaliz  ed 
the  nameless  heroine  accordingly.  The  'pai-t  of  his  private  history  which  it  ia 
of  no  consequence  to  the  world  to  know,'  seems  to  be  made  thus  sufficiently 
clear,  without  further  mystery  or  conjecture."] 


THE  BKIDGE  OF  LIFE— KEYSTONE  OP  THE  ARCH. 
[1786.— AGE  27.] 

If  the  compiler  has  placed  the  "  Episode  of  Highland  Mary  "  under  its  proper 
date  in  the  foregoing  table  (and  the  date  has  been  adopted  by  all  who  have 
written  on  the  subject  since  1850),  the  most  indifferent  reader  can  scarcely  fail 
to  be  struck  with  the  amazing  iliscrepancy  between  the  facts  thus  established 
and  the  words  we  have  quoted  from  the  poet's  own  account  of  that  celebrated 
passage  in  his  "  early  life."  If  Dr.  Hately  Waddell  bo  correct  in  averring,  that 
out  of  these  accepted  facts  a  theory  has  arisen  which  "  implies  a  charge  of 
cruelty  or  injustice  towards  Mary  Campbell  on  Burns'  part,"  it  is  very  certain 
that  no  suggestion  of  such  a  charge  is  contained  in  the  Essay,  by  the  present 
writer,  which  accompanied  the  first  announcement  of  the  result  of  his  "Enquiry 
concerning  the  date  of  Highland  Mary's  death." 

Like  that  enthusiastic  eulogist  of  Burns,  we  see  "  neither  guilt  nor  the 
shadow  of  guilt  on  his  conscience  "  in  connection  with  his  posthumous  passion 
for  Mary;  yet  we  cannot  admire  the  manner  in  which  his  spiritual  biographer 
tries  to  escape  consideration  of  the  inconsistencies  above  referred  to  (seaming, 
as  they  do,  to  compromise  the  credit  of  the  poet),  when,  instead  of  manfully 
meeting  these  difBculties,  by  offering  some  defence  or  attempted  explanation, 
he  seeks  to  break  the  teeth  of  argument  with  his  Pontifical  crozier,  thus :  "Let 
no  man,  for  the  credit  of  his  own  manhood,  question  more!  " 

In  a  merely  suggestive  outline  or  biographical  frame- work  like  the  present, 
there  is  little  room  for  argument  or  discussion ;  j-et,  for  the  poet's  sake,  who 
really  does  need  at  times  to  be  protected  from  his  friends,  and  for  our  own 


(     liii     ) 

Bake — for  we  neither  wish  the  poet  nor  ourselves  to  be  misrepresented — wo 
may  be  allowed  here  to  quote  a  passage,  bearing  on  this  point,  from  the 
Antiquarian  paper  which  the  Doctor  is  so  disposed  to  denounce : — 

"It  seems  to  me  pretty  plain  that  when  Burns,  in  his  after  life  (that  is, 
after  178G),  makes  use  of  such  general  expressions  as  'my  youthful  days,"  'my 
very  early  years,'  '  before  I  was  known  in  the  world,'  ho  means  to  sub-divide 
his  life  into  two  distinct  periods — namely,  that  which  preceded  the  first  publi- 
cation of  his  poems  as  his  early  life,  and  the  portion  sul)sequent  thereto  as  his 
latter  life.  We  find  him,  in  1 792,  applj-ing  the  expression  '  my  early  years '  with 
this  meaning,  in  his  letter  to  Eiddel  of  Glenriddel,  in  reference  to  the  excerpts 
from  his  first  common-place  Book  (closed  in  October,  1785;,  thus—'  I  lighted 
on  a  manuscript  of  my  early  years;'  and  we  have  a  still  more  remarkable 
instance  of  this  distinction  in  the  poet's  mind,  where,  in  his  letter  to  Mrs. 
Dunlop,  written  not  very  many  weeks  after  his  Urst  appearance  In  Edinburgh, 
he  says — '  When  I  composed  my  Vision  lonr;  ago' — which  '  long  ago'  could  not 
possibly  reach  farther  back  than  eighteen  months!  These  expressions  are 
Somewhat  parallel  to  the  words  which  startle  us  in  his  allusions  to  those 
'youthful  days.'  those  'very  early  years  before  he  was  at  all  known  in  the 
world,'  when  his  heart  was  soothed  by  Mary's  '  generous  love.'  It  thus  seems 
to  have  become  a  habit  of  his  mind  to  set  up  the  period  of  his  first  publication 
as  a  middle  wall  of  partition  between  what  he  considered  his  early  and  his 
latter  years.  This  distinction  appears  not  unnatural  when  we  contemplate  the 
world  of  pressing  thought  and  the  teeming  events  that  were  crushed  into 
that  little  year  of  his  brief  but  burning  existence.  Small  room  do  we 
find  for  interpolating  that  '  pretty  long  tract  of  reciprocal  attachment ' 
followed  so  sharply  by  Mary's  mournful  death,  into  the  shifting  melo- 
drama of  that  wonderful  year!  Never  was  the  Promethean  flre  of  Man's 
breathing  soul  exhibited  in  more  volcanic  force  than  it  was  seen  in  Burns. 
'Poor  sons  of  a  day'  as  we  all  are  at  the  farthest,  to  no  care-laden,  toil-worn 
mortal,  whose  energies  for  good  or  ill  are  hushed  at  length  in  everlasting 
slumber,  could  the  phrase — 'He  died  an  old  man  at  thirty-seven!' — be  more 
correctly  applied  than  to  him !  His  spirit  consumed  brightly  within  him  to  the 
last;  but  long  ere  ho  could  see  Death  coming  forth  to  meet  him  (and  exactly 
ten  years  after  inditing  his  first  Epistle  to  Davie),  he  thus  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dunlop 
— '  What  a  transient  business  is  life !  Very  lately  I  was  a  boj-, — but  t'other  day 
I  was  a  young  man, — and  already  I  begin  to  feel  the  rigid  fibre  and  stiffening 
joints  of  old  age  coming  fast  over  my  frame !'  The  noble  arch  of  his  existence 
was  not  wide  of  span;  but  the  weight  which  pressed  upon  it,  and.  Indeed, 
contributed  to  the  formation  of  lis  Eoman  strength,  was  enormous!  The  key- 
stone of  that  arch  was  certainly  the  year  1786,  from  which  momentous  centre- 
point,  laden  with  interest  to  himself  and  to  the  world,  did  the  wondrous 
masonry  of  his  life  round  itself  off  to  the  right  side  and  to  the  left, — at  the 
base  of  one  of  its  piers,  a  tiny  cradle  by  a  cottage  hearth — at  the  base  of  the 
other,  a  not  unwelcome  grave  in  the  Poet's  Corner." 

Close  of  Part  First. 


CHRONOLOGICAL  SUMMARY,  &C-PART  SECOND. 


INTBODUCTORY.— THE  POET  IN  EDINBURGH. 
[1786— AGE  27.] 

At  the  very  threshold  of  this  new  portion  of  our  undertaking,  we  are  met  by 
a,  difficulty  somewhat  akin  to,  although  devoid  of  the  Importance  of,  that 
which  is  discussed  at  the  conclusion  of  our  former  stage.  The  members  of 
the  Caledonian  Hunt  were  lately  pleased,  through  their  Secretary,  to  intimate 
to  the  publisher  their  acceptance  of  his  proposal  to  inscribe  the  present  work 
to  them ;  and,  at  same  time,  the  Secretary  favored  him  with  an  excerpt  from  the 
original  minute  of  that  meeting  which  passed  the  resolution  to  subscribe,  as  a 
Club,  for  one  hundred  copies  of  the  poet's  Edinburgh  edition,  then  in  the 
printer's  hands.  This  minute  happens  to  be  dated  10th  January,  17S7,  whereas, 
in  the  poet's  printed  correspondence,  we  have  him,  so  early  as  7th  December, 
I78G,  writing  thus  to  Gavin  Hamilton—"  Through  my  Lord  Glcncaim's  influ- 
ence, it  is  inserted  in  the  records  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt  that  they  universally, 
one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second  edition."  A  letter  to  Ballantyne,  dated 
six  days  thereafter,  contains  the  same  information,  with  the  addition  that 
he  says  the  entry  orders  one  guinea  to  bo  paid  for  each  copy!  Thus  we 
Bee  how  little  reliance  can  be  placed  on  the  on  dils  and  table  talk  circulating  in 
letters  or  passing  conversations  between  one  friend  and  another.  We  are, 
therefore,  driven  to  content  ourselves  with  the  conjecture  that  the  sanguine 
poet,  in  the  first  week  of  December,  1786,  mistook  Lord  Glencairn's  promise  to 
move  in  the  matter  referred  to,  for  an  assurance  that  such  motion  (which  was 
not  really  made  till  five  weeks  thereafter)  had  ulresidy passed.  The  exaggeration 
from  fioe  shillings  (one  shilling  under  the  publishing  price)  to  one  guinea,  needs 
no  comment  Here  follows  a  copy  of  the  minute  referred  to : — 
"  Excerpt  from  Minute  of  Meeting  of  the  Roijal  Caledonian  Bunt,  field  at  Edinburgh 
on  10th  January,  1787 ; — 

Present— "LorA.  Elibank,  Preses. 


The  Duke  of  Gordon. 
Lord  Maitland. 
Lord  Elphinston. 
Sir  Wm.  Maxwell. 
Sir  John  Scott 
John  Eutherfurd,  Esq. 
Wm  M'Dowall,  Esq. 
Colonel  Wemyss. 
Andw.  M'Dowall,  Esq. 
John  M'Donald,  Esq. 


The  Earl  of  Glencairu. 
Lord  Haddo. 
Sir  Archibald  Hope. 
Sir  John  Whitefoord. 
Sir  Wm.  Cnnninghame. 
Alexr.  Cunningham,  Esq. 
Andw.  Houston,  Jordanhill. 
Alexander  Duncan,  Esq. 
Captain  Ross. 
Captain  Douglass. 


Duncan  Campbell,  Esq.  i        Andrew  HouBton,  Calderhall. 

William  Hamilton,  Esq. 


(     Iv     ) 

"A  motion  being  made  by  the  Earl  of  Qlencairn,  and  seconded  by  Sir  John 
WTiitefoord,  in  favour  of  Mr.  Burns,  of  Ayrshire,  who  had  dedicated  the  new 
edition  of  his  Poems  to  the  Caledonian  Hunt^ — 

The  meeting  were  of  opinion  that,  in  consideration  of  his  superior  merit,  as 
well  as  of  the  compliment  paid  to  them,  Mr.  Hagart  should  be  directed  to 
subscribe  for  One  Hundred  copies,  in  their  name,  for  which  he  should  pay 
to  Mr.  Burns,  Twenty-flvo  Pounds,  upon  the  publication  of  his  Book.' " 


THE  EVENTFUL  YEAE  CLOSED  IN  THE  SCOTTISH  METROPOLIS. 

[178G.— iGB  27.] 

Thv  Sons,  Edina!  social,  kind, 

With  open  arms  the  Stranger  hail— (P.  181,  Vol.  I.) 

Tuesday,  28th  November. — Supposed  date  of  the  poet's 
arrival. — See  Note,  page  196,  Yol.  i. 

[Obtained  a  share  of  bed  and  board  with  his  Mauchline  friend  and  corre- 
spondent, John  Kichmond,  formerly  apprentice  with  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer, 
and  now  (178G)  clerk  to  Vfrn.  Wilson,  W.S.] 

[James  Dalrymple,  Esq.  of  Orangefleld,  seems  to  have  been  the  first  person 
of  consequence,  resident  in  the  city,  whom  the  poet  waited  on.  By  him,  he 
■was  speedily  introduced  to  the  Earl  of  Glencairn.] 

[Saturday,  2nd  Dec] — "You  want  to  know  how  I  come  on.  The  noble 
Earl  of  Glencairn  took  me  by  the  hand  to  day,  and  interested  himself  in  my 
concerns,  wth  a  goodness  like  that  benevolent  Being  whose  image  he  so  nobly 
bears." — letter  to  Dalrymple. 

"Wednesday,  6th  Dec— [The  Ayrshire  estates  of  the  late  unfortunate  Earl 
of  Loudoun  were  judicially  sold.  The  poet,  by  request  of  his  friend,  Gavin 
Hamilton,  attended,  and  nest  day  dispatched  to  him  a  note  of  the  result.] 

Thursday,  7th  Dec—"  My  Lord  Glencairn  and  the  Dean  of  Faculty  [Mr.  H. 
Erskine]  have  taken  me  under  their  wing ;  and,  by  all  probability,  I  shall  soon 
be  the  tenth  worthy,  and  the  eighth  wise  man  in  the  world.  Through  my  lord's 
influence,  it  is  inserted  in  the  records  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  that  they 
universally,  one  and  all,  subscribe  for  the  second  edition.  My  subscription 
bills  come  out  to-morrow.  I  have  met  in  Mr.  Dalrymple  of  Orangefleld,  what 
Solomon  calls  'a  friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother.'" — Letter  to  Gavin 
Samilton. 

Saturday,  9th  Deo. — [The  last  number  of  The  Lounger  was  published,  con- 
taining Henry  Mackenzie's  Eeview  of  Bums'  Kilmarnock  poems.  A  few  days 
thereafter.  Dr.  Blacklock  wrote  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lawrie,  recommending  that  the 
new  edition  should  be  prefaced  by  the  article  from  T)ie  Lounger,  and  complain 
Ing  that  Burns  had  not,  as  yet,  called  on  him.] 

"Wednesday,  13th  Dec — I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday  was  se'night,  and  have 
suffered,  ever  since  I  came  to  town,  with  a  miserable  headache  and  stomach 
complaint,  but  am  now  a  good  deal  better.  By  Lord  Glencairn's  interest,  it  is 
passed  in  the  Caledonian  Hunt,  and  entered  in  their  books,  that  they  are  to  take 
each  a  copy  of  the  second  edition,  for  which  they  are  to  pay  One  Guinea.  I 
have  been  introduced  to  a  good  many  of  the  noblesse:  my  avowed  patrons  are 
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the  Duchess  of  Gordon,  the  Countess  of  Glencairn,  &c.  An  unknown  hand  left 
Ten  Guineas  for  the  Ayrshire  Bard,  witli  Mr.  Sibbald,  which  I  got.  I  have 
since  discovered  my  generous,  unknown  friend  to  be  Tatrick  Miller,  Esq., 
brother  to  the  Justico-OIcrk.  I  am  nearly  agreed  with  Creech  to  print  my  book, 
and  I  suppose  I  will  begin  on  Monday." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

POEM:  Address  to  Edinburgh.— (Page  181,  VoL  I.) 
Address  to  a  Haggis. — (Page  179,  Vol.  I.) 

Wednesday,  27th  Dec. — "  I  enclose  you  two  poems  I  have  carded  and  spun 

since  I  passed  Glenbuck.*    One  blank  in  the  Address  to  Edinburgh,  'Fair  B ,' 

is  heavenly  Mi.ss  Burnet,  daughter  to  Lord  Monboddo,  at  whose  house  I  have 
had  the  honour  to  be  more  than  once." — Letter  to  Win.  Chalmers,  writer,  Ayr. 

Sunday,  31st  Dec— [Birthday  of  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart.] 
Birthday  Ode— (Pa.se  133,  Vol.  II.) 

"  The  town  is  at  present  agog  with  the  Ploughman  Poet,  who  receives  adula- 
tion with  native  dignity,  and  is  the  very  figure  of  his  profession — strong,  but 
coarse ;  yet  has  he  a  most  enthusiastic  heart  of  love.  He  has  seen  Duchess 
Gordon,  and  all  the  gay  world.  His  favourite,  for  looks  and  manners,  is  Bes3 
Burnet — no  bad  judge  indeed! " — Letter  of  Mrs.  Alison  Cockburn. 


PATEONAGE  OP  THE  SCOTTISH  GENTRY. 
[Edinburgh,  1787.— age  28.] 

0  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts,  an'  please  themsefs  ici'  countra  sports. 

It  wad  for  ev'ry  ane  be  better,  the  Laird,  the  Tenant,  an'  the  Colter! 

For  thae  frank,  rantin',  rajnblin'  billies,  fient  haet  o'  them's  ill-hearted  fellows; 

E.rcept  for  breakin  o'  their  timmer,  or  speakin'  lightly  o'  their  Limmer, 

Or  shootin'  of  a  hare  or  moorcock,  the  ne'er-a-bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. — (P.  6,  V.  I.) 

Monday,  1st  Z ks.— Verses  to  Miss  Logan,  with  Beattie's  Poems.— (P.  178,  VoL  I.) 
Sunday,  7th  Jan. — "To  tell  the  truth,  I  feel  a  miserable  blank  in  my  heart 
with  the  want  of  her,  and  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  meet  with  so  delicious  an 
armful  again.  She  has  her  faults,  and  so  have  you  and  I,  and  so  has  every- 
body. .  .  .  I  have  met  with  a  very  pretty  girl,  a  Lothian  farmer's  daughter, 
whom  I  have  almost  persuaded  to  accompany  me  to  the  West  Country,  should 
I  ever  return  to  settle  there." — Letter  to  Gavin  Hamilton  about  Jean  Armour. 

■Wednesday,  IOth  .Ian. — [Caledonian  Hunt  Meeting,  and  Minute  resolving 
to  subscribe  for  100  copies  of  his  forthcoming  edition. — See  page  54  ante.] 

Thursday,  11th  Jan.— "This  is  the  great  day— the  assembly  and  ball  of  the 
Caledonian  Hunt.  A  gentleman  (Mr.  Wauchope)  waited  on  me  yesterday,  and 
gave  me,  by  Lord  Eglinton's  order,  ten  guineas,  by  way  of  subscription  for  a 
brace  of  copies  of  my  second  edition." — Letter  to  Mr.  Mackenzie,  surgeon, 
Mauchline. 

Friday,  12th  Jan. — [Grand  Masonic  demonstration.  Burns  present  at  a 
meeting  of  St.  Andrew's  Lodge.  Grand  Master  Charteris,  with  the  Grand 
Lodge  and  several  other  Lodges,  attended.] 

"  The  Grand  Master,  who  presided  with  groat  solemnity  and  honor  to  himBcIf 
ts  a  gentleman  and  as  a  mason,  gave,  among  several  other  toasts,  'Caledonia! 


*  Glenbuck  is  the  source  of  the  River  Ayr. — See  The  Twa  Brigs. 
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and  Caledonia's  Bard— Eobert  Burns !'  which  rang  through  the  whole  assembly 
with  multiplied  honors  and  repeated  acclamatiouB.  As  I  had  no  Idea  such  a 
thing  would  happen,  I  was  downright  thunder-struck,  and,  trembling  in  every 
nerve,  made  the  best  return  in  my  power.  ...  I  have  corrected  to  my  152 
page." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

Sunday,  14th  Jan. — "My  generous  friend,  Mr.  Patrick  Miller,  has  been 
talking  with  me  about  a  lease  of  some  farm  or  other  in  an  estate  called 
Dalswiuton,  which  he  has  recently  bought,  near  Dumfries.  I  dare  say  he 
means  to  favor  me;  yet,  as  he  is  no  judge  of  land,  he  may  give  me  an 
advantageous  bargain  that  may  ruin  mo." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

SONG:  The  Banks  o'  i^oon.— First  version.— (Page  310,  Vol.  I.) 

Thursday,  1st  Feb.— [Burns  attended  a  meeting  of  the  Canongate-Kil  winning 
Lodge— Alexander  Ferguson,  Esq.,  of  Craigdarroch,  B.W.  Master,  in  the  Chair.] 

"  The  E.W.  Master  having  observed  that  Brother  Burns  was  at  present  in  the 
Lodge — who  is  well  known  as  a  great  poetic  writer,  and  for  a  late  publication 
of  his  works,  which  have  been  universally  commended — submitted  that  he 
should  be  assumed  a  member  of  the  Lodge,  which  was  unanimously  agreed  to, 
and  he  was  assumed  accordingly." — Lodge  Minutes. 

Poem  :  Reply  to  the  Gudewife  of  Wauchope-House.— (Page  134,  Vol.  II.) 

Crochallan  Fencibles.—See  pp.  137  and  342,  Vol.  II.— [Burns  introduced  to  the 
Club  by  Wm.  Smellie,  printer.] 

[Alexander  Nasmyth,  artist.  Writers'  Court,  paints  the  well-known  portrait 
of  the  poet.— See  pp.  306  and  307,  Vol.  II.] 

Feb.  6.— Robert  Fergusson,  the  Poe?.- [Burns  petitions  the  managers  of  the 
Kirk  and  Kirkj-ard  Funds  of  Canongate  for  leave  to  erect  a  headstone  over  his 
grave,  which  was  granted.] 

Inscription  on  the  Tomb  of  Fergusson.— {See  pp.  13G,  270,  and  322,  Vol.  IL) 

Feb.  24. — Beugo's  Engraving  from  Nasmyth' s  Painting. — "I  am  getting  my 
phiz  done  by  an  eminent  engraver  (John  Beugo,  Princes  Street),  and  if  it 
can  be  ready  in  time,  I  shall  appear  in  my  book,  looking,  like  other  fools,  to  my 
Jitle-page." — Letter  to  Ballantyne. 

Verses  written  below  the  Earl  of  Glencairris  Picture. — (Page  367,  Vol.  II.) 

Professor  Dugald  Stewai-t's  Morning  Walks  with  Burns. — "In  the  course 
of  the  Spring,  he  called  on  me  once  or  twice,  at  my  request,  early  in  the 
morning,  and  walked  with  me  to  Braid  Hills,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  town, 
when  he  charmed  me  still  more  by  his  private  conversation  than  he  had  ever 
done  in  company.  "When  I  was  admiring  a  distant  prospect  in  one  of  our 
morning  walks,  he  told  me  that  the  sight  of  so  many  smoking  cottages  gave  a 
pleasure  to  his  mind,  which  none  could  understand  who  had  not  witnessed,  like 
himself,  the  happiness  and  the  worth  which  they  contained." 

April  4. — [Date  of  the  Voet'e  Dedication  to  the  Caledonian  Hunt. — P.  135,  Vol.  I.] 

„      9. — [Commences  his  Edinburgh  Common-place  Book.] 

„    16. — Prologue  spoken  by  Mr.  Woods,  on  his  Benefit-night. — (P.  204,  Vol  II.) 

,,    21. — [New  Edition  of  his  Poems  published.    Price  to  Subscribers,  5s.; 
to  Non-subscribers,  6s.] 

May  6. — [Leaves  Edinburgh,  on  a  Border  Tour  of  five  weeks.] 
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BACK  TO  AYHSHIEE— MOODY  RETROSPECT— INPIEM  RESOLVES. 

[1787.— AGK  28.] 

MAT  13th,  1787.— EpisUe  to  William  Creech.— (F&ge  271,  VoL  II.) 

Mat  5th  to  June  9th. — [The  poet  enjoyed  an  interestin^r  zig-zag  tour  in  the 
south  border  counties  of  Scotland  during  this  period.  The  last  week  of  the 
journey  was  spent  in  Dumfries  and  neiglibouvhood,  enabracing  a  visit  to 
Dalswinton,  with  some  inspection  of  Mr.  Miller's  farms.] 

June  9th. — [Arrived  at  Mauchline  and  Mossgiel.  Slept  not  at  home,  but  at 
John  Dow'b  Inn,  where  the  "old,  old  story"  between  the  poet  and  Jean  Armour 
was  resumed.] 

J0NE  llTH. — "If  anything  had  been  wanting  to  disgust  me  completely  at 
Armour's  family,  their  mean,  servile  compliance  would  havo  done  it.  I  cannot 
settle  my  mind.  I  cannot  dare  to  risk  on  farms  as  they  are.  If  I  do  not  fix,  I 
will  go  to  Jamaica.  Should  I  stay  in  an  unsettled  state  here,  I  would  only 
dissipate  my  little  fortune,  and  ruin  what  I  intend  shall  compensate  my  little 
ones  for  the  stigma  I  have  brought  on  their  names." — Letter  to  James  Smith. 

June  13th. — "I  never,  my  friend,  thought  mankind  very  capable  of  anything 
generous;  but  the  stateliness  of  the  patricians  of  Edinburgh,  and  the  civility 
of  my  plebeian  brethren  (who,  perhaps,  formerly  eyed  me  askance)  since  I 
returned  home,  have  nearly  put  me  out  of  conceit  altogether  with  my  species. 
The  many  ties  of  acquaintance  and  friendship  which  I  havo,  or  think  I  have, 
in  life, — I  have  felt  along  the  lines,  and  (damn  them!)  they  are  almost  all  of 
them  of  such  frail  contexture,  that  I  am  sure  they  would  not  stand  the  breath 
of  the  least  adverse  breeze  of  fortune." — Letter  to  William  Kicol. 

West  Highland  Toxir. — "  Having  remained  with  his  friends  in  Mauchline 
a  few  days,  he  set  out  on  a  journey  to  tho  Highlands;  but  no  particulars  of  tho 
tour  have  been  found  among  his  manuscripts." — Currie. 

Epigram  at  Jnverary. — (Page  205,  Vol.  II.) 

[Chambers  suggests  that  the  poet  may  have,  on  this  occasion,  secretly  visited 
tho  relatives  of  Highland  Mary,  and  perhaps  dropped  a  tear  over  her  grave  at 
Greenock;  and  remarks  that  a  sort  of  mystery  hangs  over  this  journey,  much 
like  that  with  which  the  poet  has  contrived  to  invest  the  whole  story  of  Mary. 
■With  the  exception  of  the  ill-natured  epigram  at  Inverary,  and  a  like  tem- 
pered note  to  Ainslie,  written  from  Arrochar,  by  Lochlong,  on  2Sth  June,  the 
only  information  we  havo  concerning  tho  tour  is  derived  from  letters  addressed 
to  James  Smith  and  John  Itichmond,  by  the  poet  after  his  return  home.  The 
"  gossip  "  which  has  been  so  religiously  gathered  by  Dr.  Waddcll  in  relation  to 
this  and  other  incidents  in  the  life  of  Burns,  is  very  properly  so  denominated; 
for  little,  if  any  of  it,  seems  to  have  much  foundation  beyond  tho  natural  vanity 
BO  frequently  displayed  by  unscrupulous  trillers,  who  are  fond  to  bring  them- 
selves or  their  ancestors,  in  ever  so  contemptible  a  degree,  into  jitxta  position 
with  greatness. — "When  you,  Mr.  Garrick,  played  Ilamlet  at  Drury  Lane,  I 
played  the  Cock!"'\ 

Verses  addressed  to  Isabella  M'Leod,  of  liaasatj,  on  her  brother's  Death. — 
(Page  3G5,  Vol.  I.) 

[In  the  Buccleuch  Street  Chapel  burying-ground  at  Edinburgh,  close  by  the 
resting-place  of  old  David  Herd  and  of  Mrs.  Alison  Cockburn,  is  tho  tomb  of 
"Flora,  eldest  daughter  of  M'Leod  of  Eaasay,  wife  of  Col.  James  Mure  Camp- 
bell, of  Rowallan,  who  died  .3d  September,  17S(i,  a  few  hours  after  giving  birth 
to  her  only  child.  Flora,  who  became  Couutosa  of  Loudouu."] 
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Masonic  Mania.— "In  Summer,  1787,  I  passed  soma  weeks  in  Ayrshire,  and 
saw  Burns  0  ccasionally.  I  think  that  ho  made  a  pretty  long  excursion  that  season 
to  the  Highlands,  and  had  visited  what  Bcattio  calls  the  Arcadian  ground  of 
Scotland,  upon  tho  Banks  of  Toviot  ami  Tweed  I  was  led  i)y  curiosity  to 
attend,  for  an  hour  or  two,  a  Mason  Lodge  in  Mauchlino,  where  Burns  presided  . 
He  had  occasion  to  make  somo  short,  unpremeditated  compliments  to  different 
individuals  from  whom  ho  had  no  reason  to  expect  a  visit,  and  everything  ho 
said  was  happily  conceived,  and  forcibly,  as  well  as  fluently  expressed.  His 
manner  of  speaking  in  public  had  evidently  tho  marks  of  practice  in  ex- 
tempore elocution."— Pro/t'^sor  Dugald  Stewart's  Narrative. 

"Mauchline,  June  30,  1787.— I  have  yet  fixed  on  nothing  with  respect  to 
the  serious  business  of  life.  I  am,  as  usual,  a  rhyming,  mason-making 
raking,  aimless,  idle  fellow.  However,  I  shall  have  a  farm  soon:  I  was  going 
to  say  a  wife  too ;  but  that  must  never  be  my  blessed  lot.  I  am  but  a  younger 
son  of  the  house  of  Parnassus,  and  like  other  younger  sons  of  great  families,  I 
may  intrigue,  if  I  choose  to  run  all  risks,  but  must  not  mavTy."— Letter  to  James 
Smith. 

"  MArCHLlNE,  25Tn  July,  1787.— This  night  the  Deputation  of  the  Lodge 
met  at  Mauchline,  and  entered  Brother  Alexander  Allison  of  Barmuir,  an 
apprentice.  Likewise  admitted  Brs.  Professor  Stuart  of  Cathrine,  and 
Claude  Alexander,  Esq.,  of  Ballochmyle,  Claude  Neilson,  Esq.,  Paisley,  John 
Farquhar  Gray,  Esq.,  of  Gilmiscroft,  and  Dr.  George  Grierson,  Glasgow, 
Honorary  Members  of  the  Lodge.  (Sig.)  Kobt.  Burns,  D.M.  " 

Lodge  Record,  extracted  by  Editor. 


MOEE  EDINBUEGH  LIFE,   AND  SUNNY-DAY  KECREATIONS, 
[1787.— AGE  28.] 

Doicn  Pleasure's  stream,  wV  sxccllino  sails,  Fm  tauld  ye're  driving  rarely; 

But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails,  an'  curse  your  /oily  sairly. — (P.  42,  Vol.  I.) 

AVG.— Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Sir  James  Hunter  Blair.— (Page  139,  Vol.  II.) 

Love  Attachment. — [The  Poet  apprehended  on  a  Fugae  warrant,  obtained  at 
instance  of  a  servant-girl,  in  Edinburgh,  then  ■'  under  a  cloud,"  on  his  account.] 

Aua.  15. — [He  finds  security  to  her  satisfaction,  and  is  released.] 
"  The  lady  must  have  told  you  of  a  girl,  a  Jenny  Clow,  who  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  make  me  a  father  (with  contrition  I  own  it)  contrary  to  the  laws  of  our 
most  excellent  constitution,  in  our  holy  Presbyterian  hierarchy.  I  would  have 
taken  my  boy  from  her  long  ago,  but  she  would  never  consent."  * — Burns  to  Mrs. 
M^Lehose,  2'ird  November,  1791. 

Aua.  25. — Northern  Tour. — [Sets  out  from  Edinburgh,  in  a  chaise,  along 
with  Wm.  Niool,  for  Stirling  and  the  North.] 

Verses  at  Carron.— (Page  206,  Vol.  II.) 

Inscriptions  at  Falkirk  and  Stirling.— (Page  309,  Vol.  II.) 

*  Both  mother  and  child  are  understood  to  have  been  dead  when  Mr.  Alderman 
Shaw's  Committee,  in  1804,  made  provision  for  the  other  illegitimate  ofi'spring 
of  the  poet 
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Arc.  27. — [The  poet  leaves  Nicol  for  one  day  in  Stirling,  and  proceeds  to  visit 
Gavin  Hamilton's  relatives  at  Harviestou,  on  the  Devon.] 

SONQ:  Banks  of  the  Devon.— (Pago  220,  Vol.  L) 

Peggy's  Charms.— {Page  234,  Vol.  L)      My  Peggy' s /ace.— (Page  122,  Vol.  II.) 

Aug.  2S. — [.Tourney  resumed,  by  way  of  Crieff,  TajTnouth,  Aberfeldy,  Dunkeld, 
Blair  Athole,  Killiccrankie.  Fort  George,  Inverness ;  and  back  by  Nairn, 
Forres,  Elgin.  Fochabers,  Castle-Gordon,  Cullen.  Aberdeen,  The  Mearns,  Mon- 
trose, Arbroath,  Dundee,  Carse  of  Gowrie,  Perth,  Strathearn,  Invermay,  Kinross, 
Queousferry  to  Edinburgh,  where  the  travellers  arrived  on  16th  September, 
after  three  weeks  absence.] 

lines  at  Kemnore.— (Pago  371,  Vol.  I.)  Birks  of  Aber/eldy.—(P&ge  206,  VoL  I.) 

Theniel  Menzie's  Mary.— (P.  218,  Vol.  I.)  Bruar  Water.— (P&ge  367,  Vol.  L) 

Killiecra7ikie.— (Page  269,  VoL  L)  Bonie  Castle  Gordon.— (P.  121,  VoL  II.) 

Voiing  Highland  Rover.— (P.  214,  Vol.  L)  Fall  of  Fyers.— (Page  373,  Vol.  I.) 

M-Pherson's  Farewell.— (P.  207,  Vol.  I.)  Lads  o'  Thorniebank.—(P.  219,  Vol.  I.) 

Final  Excursion  in  Oc?o6e?-. —[Hevisits  Stirling  and  Ilarvieston  in  company 
with  Dr.  Adair;  Cauldron  Linn,  Rumbling  Brig.  VisitsMr.  Ramsay,  of  Octer- 
tyre  on  Teith,  and  Sir  William  Murray,  of  Ochtertyre  in  Strathearn ;  also,  Mrs. 
Bruce,  of  Clackmannan  Tower.] 

Poem:  On  Scaring  Water-Fowl  in  Loch  Turit.— (Page  370,  Vol.  I.) 

Song  :  Blythe  was  She.— (Page  226,  Vol.  L) 

Oct.  20. — [Returns  to  Edinburgh,  and  makes  his  residence  with  Mr.  William 
Cruickshanks,  teacher.  High  School.] 

SONG:   The  Rosebud.— (Page  230,  Vol.  I.) 

Poem:  Beauteous  Rosebud.— (Page  363,  Vol.  I.) 

Dec— Second  Winter  in  the  Cily.—[The  poet  had  resolved  to  leave  Etlinburgh 
for  Ayrshire,  about  the  l)cginniug  of  this  month,  when  Fate  so  willed  that  he 
met  and  admired  Mrs.  Agues  or  Nancy  M'Lehose,  the  comely  young  wife  of  a 
gentleman  who  had  deserted  her,  with  two  children,  and  now  (1787)  resided  in 
Jamaica.  On  8th  December,  after  having  seen  the  lady  only  once,  a  fall  from 
a  cnr\oh  bruised  his  knee,  and  caused  him  to  be  confined  in-doors  for  nearly 
six  weeks.] 

Deo.  13. — [Death  of  Lord  President  Dundas.] 

Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Lord  President  Dundas.— (Page  311,  Vol.  II.) 

Deo.  19. — "There  are  just  two  creatures  I  would  envy — a  horse  in  his  wild 
state,  traversing  the  forests  of  Asia,  or  an  oyster  on  some  of  the  desert  shores 
of  Europe.  The  one  has  not  a  wish  without  enjoyment,  the  other  has  neither 
wish  nor  fear." — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers. 

[Jeffrey,  in  the  fi'dtnfta;-^/! /Jev!«^,  commended  the  eloquent  hypochondriacism 
of  this  passage.] 

Dec.  30. — "  I  am  just  the  same  Will-o'-wisp  being  I  used  to  be.  About  the 
first  and  fourth  quarters  of  the  moon,  I  generally  set  in  for  the  trade-wind  of 
Wisdom ;  but  about  the  full  and  change,  I  am  the  luckless  victim  of  mad  tor- 
nadoes which  blow  me  into  chaos.  Almighty  Love  still  reigns  and  revels  in 
my  bosom ;  and  I  am  at  this  moment  ready  to  hang  myself  for  a  young  Edin- 
burgh widow." — Letter  to  Richard  Brotcn. 

[From  6lh  December,  1787,  to  18th  February,  1788,  a  very  close  epistolary 
correspondence  was  maintained  between  the  poet  and  Mrs.  M-Lchose,  who, 
after  the  flrst  half-dozen  letters  had  been  interchanged,  adopted  the  pastoral 
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name  of  Clarinda, ami  Burns  took  that  of  Sylvander.  because  he  said  he  liked  "the 
idea  of  Amidian  uamoB  in  a  commoroc  of  this  kind."  On  4th  January,  1788, 
ihe  imprbvcmont  on  tlie  poet's  Hmb  enabled  him  to  visit  her  in  a  sedan  chair, 
and  the  intercourse,  epistolary  and  personal,  continued,  with  little  interruption, 
till  near  the  end  of  Slarch,  1788,  when  it  was  brought  to  a  sudden  termination 
by  events  whicli  the  nest  chapter  will  discloBO. — Sco  pp.  228  and  236,  Vol.  I.; 
also,  pp.  71,  231,  232,  and  313,  Vol.  II.] 


EDINBURGH  BEAUTIES  AND  MAUCHLINE  BELLES. 
[1788.— AGE  29.] 

Tlie  question  is  not  at  what  door  of  Fortune's  palace  shall  we  enter  in,  but,  what  doors 
does  she  open  for  us. — (Burns  to  Peggy  Chalmers,  Feb.  17, 1788. ) 

Matrimonial  Aspikations. — "  It  does  not  appear  from 
Burns'  letters  that  he  ever  formally  proposed  marriage  to 
Miss  Margaret  Chalmers,  afterwards  Mrs.  Lewis  Hay; 
yet  the  late  Thomas  Campbell,  the  poet,  told  me  that  the 
lady  herself  informed  him  that  Burns  made  a  serious  pro- 
posal to  her." — A'^ote  of  Dr.  Carruthers  to  the  Editor. — (See 
page  3 05,  Vol.  i.) 

[There  are  about  a  dozen  of  these  letters — some  of  which  are  mere  fragments — 
that  seem  to  have  been  printed  from  the  poet's  first  draughts,  the  last  being  dated 
"  September,  178S,  "  shortly  after  the  poet's  marriage,  and  only  three  months 
preceding  her  own.  In  addressing  her,  he  generally  makes  reference  to  her, 
cousin,  Charlotte  Hamilton,  at  same  time ;  but  we  have  none  of  his  letters  to 
the  latter,  and  it  is  evident  that  one  or  both  of  them  must,  at  some  after  period, 
have  conceived  umbrage  at  the  poet ;  for  we  are  told  by  Cromek,  that  Miss 
Hamilton  burned  all  the  poet's  letters  addressed  to  them.  The  public  have  not 
been  permitted  to  see  any  of  the  letters  addressed  by  Miss  Chalmers  to  Burns, 
although  we  know,  from  the  Clarinda  Correspondence,  that  these  were  admir- 
able, and  that  the  poet  indulged  Clarinda  with  a  reading  of  them.  In  one  of 
his  raving  letters  to  that  lady,  penned  at  the  ^-itching  time  of  night,  after  a  two 
hours'  bout  of  drinking,  he  blabbed  something  about  Peggy  Chalmers  being 
"  indelibly  registered  in  his  heart's  core,"  which  all  Clarlnda's  after-queries 
could  not  induce  him  to  explain.] 

The  Clarinda  Interlude. — "  I  think  you  had  almost  best  resolve  against 
WEDLOCK;  for,  unless  a  woman  were  qualified  for  the  companion,  the  friend, 
and  the  mistress,  she  would  not  do  fur  you.  The  last  may  gain  you ;  but  the 
others  alone  can  keep  you." — Clarinda  to  Sijlvander. 

"I  could  suffer  the  lash  of  misery  eleven  months  of  the  year,  were  the 
twelfth  to  be  composed  of  hours  like  yesternight!  Clarinda!  first  of  your  sex! 
if  ever  I  am  the  veriest  wretch  on  earth  to  forget  you — if  ever  your  lovely 
Image  is  effaced  from  my  soul — 

'  May  I  be  lost — no  eye  to  weep  my  end. 
And  find  no  earth  that's  base  enough  to  bury  me ! ' " 

— Sylvander  to  Clarinda. 

Cumnock,  March  2,  1788. — "I  long  to  see  you;  your  image  is  omnipresent 
to  me!  To-night,  at  the  sacred  hour  of  eight,  I  expect  to  meet  you  at  the 
Throne  of  Grace.  If  I  settle  on  the  farm  I  propose,  I  am  just  a  day  and  a-half 's 
ride  from  Edinburgh.  We  will  meet— don't  you  say,  'perhaps  too  often.'" — 
Sylvander  to  Clarinda. 
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The  Poet's  Views  Regarding  Jean  Armour. — MA0CHLINE,  March  3,  1788. — 
"  1  have  been  through  soro  tribulation,  and  much  buffeting  of  the  Wicked 
One,  since  I  came  to  this  country.  Jean  I  found  banished  like  a  martjr— 
forlorn,  destitute,  and  friendless,  all  for  the  good  old  cause.  I  have  reconciled 
her  to  her  fate;  I  have  reconciled  her  to  her  mother;  I  have  taken  her  a  room; 
I  have  taken  her  to  my  arms;  I  have  given  her  a  mahogany  bed;  I  have  given 
her  a  guinea.  But  (as  I  always  am  on  every  occasion)  I  have  been  prudent 
and  cautious  to  an  astonishing  degree:  I  swore  her  privately  and  solemnly 
never  to  attempt  any  claim  on  me  as  a  husband — even  though  anybody  should 
persuade  her  she  had  such  a  claim,  which  she  had  not — neither  during  my  life 
nor  after  my  death.  She  did  all  this  like  a  good  girl,  and"  .  .  .  — Letter  to 
Robert  Ainslie. 

[Within  ten  days  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  poor  Jean  was  again  delivered 
of  twins,  at  the  house  of  William  Muir,  Tarbolton  Mill,  the  place  of  refuge 
above  referred  to  as  "taken  for  her"  by  the  poet.  These  children  died  shortly 
after  birth.  Burns  was  then  absent  in  Edinburgh,  whither  he  had  gone  for  a 
fortnight,  on  10th  March,  to  complete  his  bargain  about  the  Ellisland  farm,  get 
a  settlement  with  Creech,  and  hold  some  farther  dalliance  vrith  Clarinda.  That 
lady,  on  5th  March,  had  written  to  him,  enquiring  kindly  after  Jean  in  these 
words,  "I  pity  her  sincerely,  and  wish  a  certain  affair  happily  over."] 

Feb.  14,  1 788. — [Second  volimie  of  Johnsons  Museum  published.  35  songs  by 
Burns.— Page  203,  Vol.  I.] 


THE  POET'S  MAEEIAGE,  AND  THE  POET'S  APOLOGY 
[1788.— AGE  29.] 

But  if  it's  ordained  I  maun  take  him, 
0  wha  wiU  I  get  hut  Tarn  Olen  t 

-Sacn^ic^.— "  Mauohline,  April  7, 1788.— I  have  lately  made  some  sacriflces, 
for  which,  were  I  viva  voce  with  you  to  paint  the  situation  and  recount  the 
circimistanceB,  you  would  applaud  me.'" — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers. 

"  I  have  already  told  you,  and  I  again  aver  it,  that,  at  the  period  of  time 
alluded  to,  I  was  not  under  the  smallest  moral  tie  to  Mrs.  Burns ;  nor  did  I,  nor 
could  I  then  know  all  the  powerful  circumstances  that  omnipotent  Necessity 
was  busy  laying  in  wait  for  me.  Had  I  seen  the  least  glimmering  of  hope  that 
(Clarinda's)  charms  could  ever  have  been  mine ;  or  even  had  not  iron  Necessity 

but  these  are  unavailing  words!    As  I  am  convinced  of  my  own  innocence, 

you  will  pardon  me.  Madam,  if  I  do  not  carry  my  complaisance  to  your  opinion 
so  far  as  humbly  to  acquiesce  in  the  name  of  "  Villain,"  merely  out  of  compli- 
ment to  your  opinion." — Burns  to  Mrs.  M'Le/tose,  March  9,  1789. 

"Mauchltnb,  April  28.— There  is  a  certain  clean-limbed,  handsome,  be- 
witching young  husscy  of  your  acquaintance,  to  whom  I  have  lately  and 
private!!/  given  a  matrimonial  title  to  my  corpus." — Letter  to  James  Smith. 

The  Merits  of  Necessity.— ''\  found  a  once  much-loved,  and  still  much-loved 
female,  literally  and  truly  cast  out  to  the  mercy  of  the  naked  elements  ;  but  I 
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enabled  hor  to  purchase  a  shelter:  there  u  no  sporting  mlh  a  felloic-creature's 
happiness  or  miscnj.  .  .  .  On  my  eclalant  return  to  Maucliline,  I  was  made 
very  welcome  to  visit  my  girl:  the  usual  circumstances  began  to  betray  her, 
and,  as  I  was  at  that  time  laid  up  a  cripple  in  Edinburgh,  she  was  turned  literally 
out  of  doors,  and  I  wrote  to  a  friend  to  shelter  her  till  my  return,  when  our 
marriage  was  declared.  Her  happiness  or  misery  was  in  my  hands,  and  who  could 
trifle  with  such  a  deposit!" — Burns  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

[Lodge  Minutks  of  March  29  and  May  23  1788,  siqd.  Eobt.  Bueks,  D.M.] 
"  Mauchline,  Aug.  5th.  1788. — Ses3  Con  : — Compeared  Robert  Burns  with 
Jean  Armour,  his  alleged  spouse.  They  both  acknowledged  their  irregular 
marriage,  and  their  sorrow  for  that  irregularity,  desiring  that  the  Session 
will  take  such  steps  as  may  seem  to  them  proper  in  order  to  the  solemn 
confirmation  of  the  said  marriage.  The  Session  taking  this  affair  under  their 
consideration,  agree  that  they  both  be  rebuked  for  this  acknowledged 
irregularity,  and  that  they  be  taken  solemnly  engaged  to  adhere  faithfully  to 
one  another  as  husband  and  wife  all  the  days  of  th  eir  life.  And  in  regard  the 
Session  had  a  title  in  law  to  some  tine  for  behoof  of  the  poor,  they  agree  to 
refer  to  Mr.  Burns  his  own  generosity.  The  above  sentence  was  accordingly 
executed,  and  the  Session  absolved  the  said  parties  from  any  scandal  on  thi^ 
acct. 

(Sig.)  ••WitLiMAuLD,Modr.  {     <||;       SaS;'r." 

"  Mr.  Burns  gave  a  guinea  note  for  behoof  of  the  poor." 
[The  signature  of  Jean  Armour  is  in  the  poet's  handwriting.] 

The  Poet's  estimate  of  Cultivated  Womanhood. — "  Robust  health  is  the  peculiar 
privilege  and  blessing  of  our  hale,  sprightly  damsels  that  are  bred  among  the 
hay  and  heather.  We  cannot  hope  for  that  highly-polished  mind,  that  charming 
delicacy  of  eoul  which  is  found  among  the  female  world  in  the  more  elevated 
stations  of  life,  and  which  is  certainly  by  far  the  most  bewitching  charm  in  the 
famous  cestus  of  Venus.  It  is,  indeed,  such  an  inestimable  treasure,  that  if  it  can 
be  had  in  its  native  heavenly  purity,  unstained  by  some  one  or  other  of  the 
many  shades  of  affectation,  and  unalloj-ed  by  some  one  or  other  of  the  many 
species  of  caprice,  I  declare  to  Heaven,  I  should  think  it  cheaply  purchased  at 
the  expense  of  every  other  earthly  good!  But,  this  angelic  creature  is,  I  am 
afraid,  extremely  rare  in  any  station  and  rank  of  life,  and  totally  denied  to  such 
a  humble  one  as  mine. — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

Christopher  North  on  Burns'  Marriage. — "Only  think  of  Burns  taking  an 
Edinburgh  Belle  to  wife!  '  On  his  edatant  return  to  Mauchline,'  he  flew,  some- 
what too  fervently,  to  'Love's  willing-fetters,  the  arms  of  his  Jean."  Her 
father  had  again  to  curse  her  for  her  infatuated  love  of  her  husband — for  such 
Burns  certainly  was  by  the  law  of  heaven— and,  like  a  good  Christian,  had  again 
turned  his  daughter  out  of  doors.  Had  Burns  deserted  her,  he  had  merely  been 
a  heartless  villain.  In  making  her  his  lawful  wedded  wife,  he  did  no  more  than 
any  other  man,  deserving  the  name  of  man,  in  the  same  circumstances  would 
have  done;  and  had  he  not,  he  would  have  walked  in  shame  before  men,  and 
in  fear  and  trembling  before  God." — Professor  Wilson's  Essay,  1S40. 

I  e 
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•  THE  FARM  AND  THE  EXCISE. 

[ELLISLAND,  1783.— AGE  29.] 

Kot  vernal  sTinwers  to  buddiruj  flowers,  not  Autumn  to  the  farmer. 
So  dear  can  be  as  thou  to  me,  my  bonie  Jeanie  Armour. 

Early  Misgivings  about  his  Farm.—''  I  have  been  with  Mr.  Miller  at  Dalswinton. 
From  my  view  of  the  lands,  and  his  reception  of  my  hardship,  my  hopes  in 
that  business,  though  rather  mended,  are  still  but  slender."— Ze«cr  to  A^icol, 
June  18,  1787. 

"  I  have  been  at  Dumfries,  and  at  one  visit  more  shall  be  decided  about  a 
farm  in  that  county.  I  am  rather  hopeless  in  it.  I  am  determined,  if  my 
Dumfries  business  fail  me,  to  remove  into  partnership  with  my  brother,  and, 
at  our  leisure  take  another  farm  in  his  neighbourhood. — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers, 
October,  1787. 

"  I  have  altered  all  my  plans  of  future  life.  A  farm  that  I  could  live  in,  I 
could  not  find ;  and,  indeed,  after  the  necessary  support  my  brother  and  the 
rest  of  the  family  required,  I  could  not  venture  on  farming  in  that  style  suitable 
to  my  feelings.  You  will  condemn  me  for  the  next  stop  I  have  taken  :  I  have 
entered  into  the  Excise.  I  stay  in  the  West  about  three  weeks,  and  then  return 
to  Edinburgh  for  six  weeks'  instructions."— Z,«</(?r  to  Miss  Chalmers,  Feb.  17, 1788. 

"  I  am  just  returned  from  visiting  Mr.  Miller's  farm.  The  friend  whom  I 
told  you  I  would  take  with  mo,  was  highly  pleased  with  it,  and  his  advice  has 
staggered  mo  a  good  deal.  If  farming  do  not  appear  eligible,  I  shall  have  re- 
course to  my  other  shift  (the  Excise) ;  but  this  to  a  friend."— ic^er  to  Cruick- 
shank,  March  3,  1788. 

"  I  have  written  an  offer  to  Mr.  Miller,  through  which,  if  he  accepts,  I  shall 
sit  down  a  plain  farmer— the  happiest  of  lives,  when  a  man  can  live  by  it"— 
Letter  to  Robert  Muir,  March  7,  1783. 

"  Yesterday  I  completed  a  bargain  with  Mr.  Miller  for  the  farm  of  Ellisland, 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  between  five  and  six  miles  above  Dumfries.  I  begin 
at  Whitsunday  to  build  a  house,  drive  lime,  &c.,  and  Heaven  be  my  help."— 
Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers,  March  14,  1788. 

Complacency  regarding  ?iis  Marriage.—"'  I  have  been  horridly  busy,  buying  and 
preparing  for  my  farming  business,  over  and  above  the  plague  of  my  Excise 
instructions,  which  this  week  will  finish.  I  have  the  pleasure  to  toll  you  that 
I  have  been  extremely  fortunate  in  all  my  buyings,  and  bargainings  hitherto — 
Mrs.  Burns  not  excepted ;  tchich  title  J  now  avow  to  the  world.  I  am  truly  pleased 
with  this  last  affair:  it  has,  indeed,  added  to  my  anxieties  for  futurity,  but  it 
has  given  a  stability  to  my  mind  and  resolutions  unknown  before,  and  the  poor 
girl  has  the  most  sacred  enthusiasm  of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not  a  wish 
but  to  gratify  my  every  idea  of  her  deportment. " — Letter  to  Ainslie,  May  26, 1783. 

"  Ellisland,  June  15.— My  farm  gives  mo  a  good  many  uncouth  cares  and 
anxieties ;  but  I  hate  the  language  of  complaint  I  am  decidedly  of  opinion 
that  the  step  I  have  taken  is  vastly  for  my  happiness.  As  it  is,  I  look  to  the 
Excise  scheme  as  a  certainty  of  maintenance.  A  maintenance!— Luxury  to 
what  either  Mrs.  Burns  or  I  was  born  to."— Letter  to  Ainslie. 
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Ellisland,  Sept.  IC— "Nor  have  I  any  cause  to  ropont  my  marriage.  If  I 
have  not  got  polite  tattio,  modish  manners,  and  fashiuuable  dress,  I  am  not 
sickened  and  disgusted  with  the  multiform  curse  of  boardiug-school  affectation : 
I  have  got  the  liaiidsomcst  figure,  the  sweetest  temper,  the  soundest  constitu- 
tion, and  the  kindest  heart  in  the  county. 

"I  do  not  Hud  my  farm  that  pennyworth  I  was  taught  to  expect.  To  save 
me  from  that  horrid  situation  of  at  any  time  going  down,  in  a  losing  bargain  of 
a  farm,  to  misery,  I  have  taken  my  Excise  instructions,  and  have  my  commis- 
eion  in  my  pocket  for  any  emergency  of  fortune." — Letter  to  Miss  Chalmers. 

SONQ:  0/a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw. — (Page  248,  VoL  I.) 

SONS:  0  were  I  on  Parnassus  ZTiV/.— (Page  250,  Vol.  I.) 

June. — Verses  witten  in  Friars-Carse  Hermitage.— First  Version.— (P.  314,  V.  II.) 

3VLY.— Epistle  to  Hugh  Parl:er.— (Page  3G8,  Vol.  II.) 

Ava.— First  Epistle  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry.—{V&g&  141,  Vol.  II.) 

Sep. — SONO:  The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns. — (Page  244,  Vol.  I.) 

Sep.— 4  Mother's  Lament  for  the  Death  of  her  Son.—(Va,ge  258,  Vol.  I.) 

Nov.— y/ie  lazy  mist  hangs  from,  the  brow  of  the  hill— (Pago  246,  VoL  I.) 

Deo. — Verses  written  in  Friars-Carse  Ilermitage. — Second  Version. — (P.  331,  V.I.) 

Deo.— Song  :  Auld  Langsyne.—(Pa.ge  8,  Vol.  II.) 

Dec— Song  :  My  bonie  Mary.— (Page  24G,  Vol.  I.) 

Deo.— Song  :  Ihaea  wife  o'  my  ain—(Pa,ge  298,  Vol.  1.) 

Dec. — fMrs.  Burns  joins  hor  husband,  and  the  household  reside  at  an  old- 
fashioned  farm-steading,  called  The  Isle,  about  a  milo  down  the  Nith  from  Ellis- 
laud, — the  new  farm-house  there  being  still  in  com'se  of  erection.] 


THE  FABMEE'S  LIFE,  AND  THE  POET'S  PROQEESS. 

[ELLISLAND,  1789.— AGE  30.] 

Be  wanders  as  free  as  the  winds  of  his  mountains, 
Save  Love's  willing  fetters — the  chains  o'  his  Jean. 

N'ew-Year's  Day  Reflections., — "I  own  myself  so  little  a  Presbyterian,  that  I 
approve  set  times  and  seasons  of  more  than  ordinary  devotion.  This  day — the 
first  Sunday  of  May — a  breezy,  blue-skied  mom,  sometime  about  the  beginning, 
and  a  hoary  morning,  and  calm  sunny  day  about  the  end  of  autumn, — these, 
time  out  of  mind,  have  been  with  me  a  kind  of  holiday ;  not  like  the  sacra- 
mental, executioner  face  of  a  Kilmarnock  communion ;  but  to  laugh  or  cry,  bo 
cheerful  or  pensive,  moral  or  devout,  according  to  the  mood  or  tense  of  Nature 
and  myself.  I  am  a  sincere  believer  in  the  Bible;  but  I  am  drawn  by  the  con- 
viction of  a  man — not  by  the  halter  of  an  ass.  Aprojios  to  an  ass, — how  do  you 
like  the  following  apostrophe  to  Dulness,  which  I  intend  to  interweave  in 
The  Poet's  Progress." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  January  1,  1789. 

[Twenty  lines  of  the  Epistle  to  Graham  of  Fintry  (p.  344,  Vol.  I.),  are  appended 
to  the  letter,  the  original  MS.  of  which  is  in  the  possession  of  Robert  Clarke, 
of  Cincinnati,  Ohio,  and  contains  a  great  deal  which  has  been  omitted  by  Currie.] 


(     Ixvi     ) 


Sketch:  A  little,  upright,  pert,  tart,  tripping  wight.— (9.  27G,  Vol.  IL) 
Profits  of  Edinburgh  Edition,  and  Disposal  thereof. — "I  believe  I  shall,  in  whole 
(£100  copyright  included),  clear  about  £400,  some  little  odds;  aud  even  part  of 
this  depends  upon  what  the  gentleman  (Creech)  has  j-et  to  settle  with  me.  In 
a  month,  I  shall  go  to  town  to  wind  up  the  business  if  possible.  I  have  a 
younger  brother,  who  supports  my  aged  mother ;  another  still  j-ounger  brother 
and  three  sisters,  in  the  farm  of  Mossgiel.  On  my  last  return  from  Edinburgh, 
it  cost  me  about  £180  to  save  them  from  ruin.  Not  that  I  have  lost  so  much; 
I  only  interposed  between  my  brother  and  his  impending  fate  by  the  loan  of  bo 
much.    I  give  myself  no  airs  on  this,"  &c. — Letter  to  Moore,  January  4,  1789. 

["  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Burns'  profits  from  his  Edinburgh  Edition 
exceeded  £500.  In  his  calculation  he  seems  to  have  mentally  included,  as 
relative  outlay,  the  money  he  spent  in  Edinburgh,  and  on  his  Tours." — Chambers.'] 

[Hurried  visit  to  Edinburgh  at  end  of  February,  when  accounts  between  the 
poet  and  Creech  were  closed.] 

"I  would  have  called  on  you  when  I  was  in  town,  indeed  I  could  not  have 
resisted  it,  but  that  Ainslie  told  me  you  were  determined  to  avoid  your 
windows  while  I  was  in  town,  lest  even  a  glance  of  me  should  occur  in  the 
street." — Letter  to  Clarinda,  March  9,  1789. 

"  But  for  the  consolation  of  a  few  solid  guineas,  I  could  almost  lament  the 
time  that  a  momentary  acquaintance  with  wealth  and  splendour  put  me  so 
much  out  of  conceit  with  the  sworn  comjianions  of  my  road  through  life — 
insignificance  and  poverty!  .  .  .  Often,  as  I  have  glided  with  humble  stealth 
through  the  pomp  of  Princes  street,  it  has  suggested  itself  to  me,  as  an  im- 
provement on  the  present  human  figure,  that  a  man,  in  proportion  to  his  own 
conceit  of  his  consequence  in  the  world,  should  have  power  to  push  out  the 
longitude  of  his  common  size,  as  a  snail  pushes  out  his  horns,  or  as  we  draw 
out  a  prospect  glass." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  March  4,  1789. 

Happy  Domestic  Position. — "  I  am  here  in  my  old  way,  holding  my  plough, 
marking  the  growth  of  my  corn  or  the  health  of  my  dairy,  and  at  times 
sauntering  by  the  delightful  windings  of  the  Nith — on  the  margin  of  which  I 
have  built  my  humble  domicile — praying  for  seasonable  weather,  or  holding  an 
intrigue  with  the  Muses, — the  only  gipsies  with  whom  I  have  now  any  inter- 
course. As  I  am  entered  into  the  holy  state  of  matrimony,  I  trust  my  face  ia 
turned  completely  Zion-ward ;  and  as  it  is  a  rule  with  all  honest  fellows  to 
repeat  no  grievances,  I  hope  that  the  little  poetic  licences  of  former  days  will, 
of  course,  fall  under  the  oblivious  influence  of  some  good-natured  statute  of 
celestial  prescription.  In  my  family  devotion — which,  like  a  good  Presbyterian 
I  occasionally  give  to  my  household  folks — I  am  extremely  fond  of  the  psalm, 
Let  not  the  errors  of  my  youth,  &c.,  and  that  other,  Lo,  children  are  God's  heritage, 
in  which  last,  Mrs.  Burns — who,  by  the  by,  has  a  glorious  'wood-note  wild'  at 
either  old  song  or  psalmody — joins  me  with  the  patlios  of  Handel's  Mcssia/i." — 
Letter  to  Mr.  M'Auley.  June  4,  1789. 

JAN'f. — Ode  to  the  memory  of  Mrs.  Oswald  of  Auchineruive. — (Page  333,  Vol.  L) 
April. — Fragment  inscribed  to  Charles  James  Fox. — (Pago  144,  Vol.  IL) 
April. — Keu>  Psalmody  on  the  King's  restoration  from  illness. — (Page  410,  Vol.  11) 

}tl\v.— Address  to  a  Wounded  Hare.— (Pago  357,  Vol.  I.) 
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May.— Address  to  the  Tootfiache— (Page  14.3,  Vol.  II.) 
Ava.—The  Kirk's  Alarm.— (Page  209,  Vol.  II.) 
Ava.lO.— Second EpisHe  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fmtry.— (Page  155,  Vol.  II.) 
Excise  Expectancies.—''  There  is  still  ono  thing  would  make  my  circumstances 
quite  easy:  I  have  an  excise-ofDcor's  commission,  and  I  Hve  in  the  midst  of  a 
country  Division.    My  request  to  Mr.  Graham  was,  if  in  his  power,  to  procure 
me  that  Division.    If  I  were  very  sanguine,  I  might  hope  that  some  of  my  great 
patrons  might  procure  me  a  Treasury-warrant  for  supervisor,  surveyor-general, 
&c.    Thus,  secure  of  a  livelihood— 'To  thee,  sweet  Poesy!  delightful  maid,'  I 
would  consecrate  my  future  days." — Letter  to  Moore,  Jan.  4,  1789. 

"  I  do  not  know  how  the  word  '  exciseman,'  or  still  more  opprobrious  '  ganger,' 
will  sound  on  your  ears.  I  have  seen  the  day  when  my  auditory  nerves  would 
have  felt  very  delicately  on  the  subject;  but  a  wife  and  children  are  things 
which  have  a  wonderful  power  in  blunting  these  kind  of  sensations ;  and  £.50 
a-year  for  life,  and  a  provision  for  widows  and  oi-phans,  you  will  allow,  is  uo 
bad  settlement  for  a  Poet." — Letter  to  Ainslie,  Xov.  1,  1789. 

"There  is  a  certain  stigma  afOxed  to  the  character  of  an  excise-ofQcer;  but  I 
do  not  pretend  to  borrow  honour  from  my  profession." — Letter  to  Bishop  Geddas, 
February  3,  1789. 

"  I  would  much  rather  have  it  said  that  my  profession  borrowed  credit  from 
me,  than  that  I  borrowed  credit  from  my  profession."— ie«er  to  Lady  Glencairn, 
December,  1789. 
[Enters  on  work  as  an  Exciseman.    Epigram.— Page  277,  Vol.  II.] 
Aug.  18.— Birth  of  a  son— Francis  Wallace.    (Died  in  180-3.) 

Sep.— Song  :  0  Willie  brewed  a  peck  o'  maut.— (Page  268,  Vol.  L) 

Oct Ballad  of  tlie  Whistle.— (Page  280,  Vol.  I.) 

OCT.— Epistle  to  Dr.  Blackloci.— (Page  147,  Vol.  II.) 

Oct.— On  Captain  Grose's  Feregrinations.—(Page  360,  Vol.  I.) 


THE  FALL  OF  THE  YEAE— "  HOERID  HYPOCHONDRIA  " 

[Ellisland,  1789.— age  30.] 

There  is  a  foggy  atmosphere  native  to  my  soul  in  thehour  of  care;  consequently,  the 
dreary  objects  seem  larger  than  the  life. 

Disgust  with  Farming. — "If  miry  ridges  and  dirty 
dunghills  are  to  engross  the  best  part  of  the  functions  of 
my  soul  immortal,  I  had  better  been  a  rook  or  a  magpie 
at  once,  and  then  I  should  not  have  been  plagued  with  any 
ideas  superior  to  breaking  of  clods  and  picking  of  grubs  ; 
not  to  mention  barn-door  cocks  or  mallards, — creatures 
with  which  I  could  almost  exchange  lives  at  any  time." — 
Burns  to  Mrs.  DunlojJ. 
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"  I  mentioned  to  my  lord,  my  fears  concerning  my  farm :  those  fears  were 
indeed  too  true ;  it  is  a  bargain  would  have  ruined  mo,  but  for  the  lucky  cir- 
cumstance of  my  having  an  oxciso-commission." — Letter  to  Lady  Glencairn, 
December,  1789. 

The  Agony  in  the  Barn-yard. — "The  anniversary  of  Mary  Campbell's  death, 
awakening  in  the  sensitive  mind  of  Burns,  the  most  lively  emotion,  he  retired 
from  his  family,  then  residing  on  the  farm  of  Ellisland,  and  wandered  solitary 
on  the  banks  of  the  Nith,  and  about  the  farm-yard,  in  the  extremest  agitation 
of  mind,  nearly  the  whole  of  the  night.  His  agitation  was  so  great  that  he 
threw  himself  on  the  side  of  a  corn-stack,  and  there  conceived  his  sublime  and 
tender  elegy — his  address  to  Maey  in  Heaven." — Cromek,  1808. 

[f?uch  is  the  simple  and  truth-like  account  of  this  picturcsqtio  incident  given 
by  the  poet's  first  and  best  annotator  after  the  time  of  Dr.  Currie;  (and  that 
biographer  purposely  avoids  all  details  on  this  delicate  theme,  for  he  distinctly 
Bays :  "  Its  history  it  would  be  improper  to  reveal,  were  it  even  in  our  power, 
and  its  traces  will  soon  be  discoverable  only  in  those  strains  of  nature  and 
sensibility  to  which  it  gave  birth.")  The  authority  which  Cromek  gives  for  his 
Btatomouts,  is  that  of  "  several  persons,  some  of  them  most  nearly  connected 
by  the  ties  of  relationship  with  the  poet." 

But  how  very  different  is  the  above  narrative  from  the  sensational  picture  of 
the  same  incident,  as  furnished  by  Lockhart,  from  the  same  alleged  authority, 
twenty  years  later !  It  belongs  to  that  class  of  tales  which  loses  nothing  by 
carriage.  We  are  disposed  to  regard  both  versions  as  ?Hi///(o?o3/cai!.'  the  story 
has  evidently — and  with  little  exercise  of  the  inventive  faculty — been  derived 
from  the  Ijtic  itself, — precisely  like  "  William  Hunter's  affidavit "  concerning 
the  REAL  PRESENCE  at  the  Whistle-contest!  The  world  has  a  large  sensational- 
Bwallow,  and  will  not  readily  submit  to  bo  baulked  of  its  cherished  mouthful, 
or  to  render  it  back  after  making  tho  gulp,  and  being  satistiotL  It  will  ever  be 
thus  in  the  history  of  any  human  soul  wlm  ajipcars  among  the  children  of  men, 
and  looms  out  largely  above  his  fellows :  the  crust  of  mythology  and  exaggera- 
tion must  infallibly  attach  to,  and  distort  his  natural  proportions,  and  a  dim 
religious  mystery  be  thrown  over  tho  more  hidden  facts  of  his  life.  For  our 
part,  we  have  more  satisfaction  in  conceiving  that  the  poet,  while  in  tho  act  of 
composing  this  most  artistic  of  his  lyrics,  was  unobserved  even  by  the  wife  of 
his  bosom,  who,  most  probably,  knew  loss  about  the  history  of  that  secret  love- 
attachment  than  we  now  do.  We  believe  that,  instead  of  "drooping,  woeful- 
wan,  like  one  forlorn,  or  crazed  with  care,"  and  lying  out  on  a  mass  of  straw  in 
the  cold  night-air,  gazing  at  the  silent  stars  (particularly  the  one  that  "  shone 
like  another  moon  "),  he  was  less  uncomfortably  laid  beside  his  unconscious 
Jean  on  their  "nightly  couch."  The  "lingering  star" — if  star  there  was  in 
view — glimmered  through  the  window-pane  of  their  little  chamber, — not  bright, 
but  waning  "  with  lessening  ray  "  in  tho  advancing  llieker  of  the  "  early  morn." 
This  was  no  new  experience  of  Burns;  for,  on  a  parallel  occasion  in  which  Jean 
had  Bomo  concern,  did  he  not  thus  sing — 

"And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore-harrass'd  out  with  care  and  grief; 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-wom  eye, 
Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief?" 

How  naturally  does  "  Mary  in  Heaven,  "  of  1789,  recall  its  memorable  counter- 
part, The  Lament,  of  1780:— 

"See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hearst  thou  tho  groans  that  rend  his  breast?" 
Why  those  groans  in  the  imaginary  presence  of  that  "  departed  shade  ?  "  Did 
he  fool  himself  to  be  then  "  lowly  laid,"  while  thus  stretched  by  the  side  of  her 
whom,  in  the  ear  of  the  living  Mary — tho  generous-hearted  one — ho  had  so 
solemnly  renounced,  and  so  t)itterly  denounced?  But,  conjectures  in  that 
direction  are  unavailing.  We  only  know  that  so  wakeful  was  the  poet's  memory 
concerning  this  mysterious  theme,  and  so  fondly  did  ho  "  brood  "  over  it  (and 
"with  miser  care,"  too),  that  all  xmobserved  by  his  Jean,  and  ushered  in  by  no 
Bonsational  appliances,  ho  composed,  in  his  little  study  in  tho  Woo  Vennel,  at 
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DumfrioB  (precisely  three  yeara  after  tliin  period),  another  thrilling  lyric  ou  Mary, 
of  equal  power  with  its  prcdoccKsur!  We  cannot  omit  UiIh  diipurmnity  of  re- 
ferring to  the  iuteuso  interest  wliicli  the  late  Dr.  Clianiljors  tnok  in  the  now  light 
which,  during  hiK  latter  career,  had  becnshed  upon  this  remarkable  partof  Hurna' 
history.  Immediately  on  adopting  the  new  theory,  ho  rested  not  till  he  pro- 
ceeded to  tho  West'Kirkyard  of  Greenock,  and  searched  till  ho  found  tho 
precise  date  when  JIary's  relatives  llr.st  ac(iuired  a  right  of  sepulture  in  that 
spot  whore  her  remains  were  afterwards  laid;  nay,  more  (to  use  Dr.  Wadilclls 
words),  "  with  an  amount  of  care  and  anxiety,  by  astronomical  and  barometrical 
calculations,  which  endears  tho  learned  gcnlloman  to  our  hearts,  ho  determined 
that  'Mary  in  llcaveu  '  was  compnsed  and  written  on  Tuesday,  tho  20th  of 
October,  and  that  this  was  couseiiueutly  tho  auuiversary-date  of  the  death  or 
the  hcroiue." !] 


THE  EXOISEMAN-POET,  AT  HOME  AND  iVBEOAD. 

[ELLISLAND,  1790.— AGE  31.] 

Ye  glaiket,  gleesome,  dainty  Damies,  wha  by  Castalia's  wimplin  streamies 
Lowp,  sing,  and  lave  your  pretty  limbies—ye  ken,  ye  ken, 
That  Strang  necessity  supreme  is  'mang  sons  o"  men. 

Farmer  and  Exciseman. — "  His  farm  was  after  this,  in  a 
great  measure,  abandoned  to  servants,  wliile  he  betook 
himself  to  the  duties  of  his  new  appointment.  It  was  not 
at  Ellisland  that  he  was  now  generally  to  be  found. 
Mounted  on  horseback,  this  high-minded  poet  was  pursuing 
the  defaulters  of  the  revenue  among  the  hills  and  vales  of 
Nithsdale,  his  roving  eye  wandering  over  the  charms  of 
nature,  and  '  muttering  his  wayward  fancies '  as  he  moved 
along." — Currie. 

"My  nerves  are  in  a  d state.    I  feel  that  horrid  hypochondria  pervading 

every  atom  of  both  body  and  soul.    This  farm  has  undone  my  enjoyment  of 

myself.    It  is  a  ruinous  affair  on  all  hands.    But  let  it  go  to !    I'll  light  it 

out,  and  be  off  with  it.  We  have  a  decent  set  of  players  in  Dumfries :  the 
manager  of  the  company,  Mr.  Sutherland,  is  a  man  of  apparent  worth.  On 
New-Year's-Day  evening  I  gave  him  the  following  Prologue  :— 

'  No  song  nor  dance  I  bring  from  yon  great  city,'  &c.— [P.  151,  Vol  II.] 

If  once  I  was  clear  of  this  d farm,  I  should  respire  more  at  ease."— Z.c«e»- 

to  Qilbert  Burns,  January  11, 1790. 

Sketch:  New-Year's-Day:  To  J/rs.  i)wn?op.— (Page  150,  Vol.  IL) 
Scots  Prologue  for  Mr.  Sutherland's  Benefit-night.— (?&ge  2L>2,  Vol.  II.) 

Feb.  2.— [Third  volume  of  Johnson's  Museum  published.— Forty  songs  by  Burns 
—See  page  237,  Vol.  I.] 

"  Besides  my  farm  business,  I  ride  on  my  excise  matters  at  least  200  miles 
every  week :  I  have  not  by  any  means  given  up  the  Muses.  Tou  will  see  in 
the  third  volume  of  Johnson's  Scots  Songs,  that  I  have  contributed  my  mite 
X'b.ero."— Letter  to  Dunbar,  January  4, 1790. 


(  1-^x  ) 

Election  Ballads:  Tlie  Laddies  by  the  Banks  o'  mth.—(P.  316,  Vol  II.) 
The  Five  Carlines.—(P.  219,  Vol.  II.) 
„  „  Fintry,  my  stay  in  worldly  strife. — (P.  317,  Vol.  II.) 

Elegy  on  Captain  Matthew  Henderson. — (P.  335,  Vol.  I.) 
[Obituary: — "1788,  November  20,  at  Edinburgh,  Matthew  Henderson,  Esq."] 
Song  :  Yestreen  I  had  a  pint  o'  wine. — (P.  224,  Vol.  II.) 

"In  the  summer  of  1790,  as  well  as  in  that  of  the  subsequent  year,  Mrs.  Burns 
had  left  her  husband  for  several  weeks,  while  she  visited  her  father  and  mother 
at  Mauchline.  It  was  natural  for  the  young  wife  to  desire  to  spend  a  little  time 
with  her  own  relations,  and  to  shew  them  her  thriving  young  brood;  but  it  was 
an  injudicious  step  for  the  wife  of  such  a  husband :  it  tended  to  break  the  good 
domestic  habits  which  for  some  time  our  poet  had  been  forming.  His  sister, 
Agnes,  who  had  been  at  EUisland  from  the  beginning,  Buperintending  the  dairy, 
used  to  say  that  she  never  knew  him  fail  to  keep  good  hours  at  night,  till  the 
first  unlucky  absence  of  her  sister-in-law  in  Ayrshire." — Chambers,  1S51. 

Tourist-Visitors. — "The  groat  Glasgow  road  ran  through  the  poet's  ground, 
and  the  coach  often  set  down  West-country  passengers,  who,  trusting  to  tho 
airt  they  came  from,  and  the  accessibility  of  the  bard,  made  their,  sometimes 
unwelcome,  appearance  at  the  doors  of  EUisland.  Such  visitations — from 
which  no  man  of  genius  is  free — consumed  his  time,  and  wasted  his  substance; 
for  hungry  friends  could  not  be  entertained  on  air." — A.  Cunninfjham. 

Visit  of  Sir  Egerton  Brydges,  and  his  Observations. — [In  our  former  edition  we 
recorded  here,  in  the  best  of  faith,  an  interesting  extract  from  the  narrative  of 
this  visit  to  Burns  at  EUisland,  published  in  the  Metropolitan  Magazine;  but 
we  have  since  been  informed  by  Dr.  Carruthors  of  Inverness  that  the  said 
visit  and  conversation  with  tho  poet  were  purely  ideal,  having  been  written 
after  the  manner  of  Laudor's  Imaginary  Conversations  with  ancient  Greeks  and 
Romans.  Dr.  Chambers  certainly  did  not  regard  this  visit  as  an  "  imaginary" 
one,  for  his  words  introductory  to  a  largo  extract  from  the  Narrative,  are 
these: — "  An  equally  competent  observer — tho  lato  Sir  Egerton  Brydges — paid 
a  visit  to  Burns  about  the  same  time  (1790) ;  and  many  years  after,  he  thus 
reported  his  recollections  of  what  passed. "  However,  when  Chambers 
compiled  the  General  Index  at  end  of  vol.  4,  he  seems  to  have  been  bettor 
informed,  as  there  we  read : — "  Brydges,  Sir  Egerton,  id4:al  visit  of,  Ac."] 

Visit  of  Mr.  Ramsay  of  Ochtertijre. — "I  was  much  pleased  with  his  wife,  and 
the  poet's  modest  mansion — so  unliko  the  habitation  of  ordinary  peasants.  He 
fell  into  conversation  directly,  and  soon  got  into  tho  great  sea  of  poetry.  Such 
was  the  force  and  versatility  of  the  bard's  genius,  that  he  made  tho  tears  run 
down  tho  checks  of  my  companion  (Eev.  Mr.  Stewart  of  Luss),  albeit  unused  to 
the  poetic  strain.  From  that  time,  wo  met  no  more,  and  I  was  grieved  at  the 
reports  of  him  afterwards.  Poor  Burns!  wo  shall  hardly  ever  seo  his  like  again 
He  was,  in  truth,  a  sort  of  comet  in  literature,  irregular  in  its  motions,  which 
did  not  do  good  in  proportion  to  tho  blazo  of  light  it  displayed." — Letter  of  Mr. 
Ramsay  to  Dr.  Currie. 

Visit  from  his  Friend,  Ainslie.—^'  Our  friend  is  as  ingenious  as  ever,  and  seems 
happy  in  his  situation— a  great  mixture  of  the  Poet  and  the  Exciseman.    One 
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day  he  sits  down  and  writes  a  beautiful  poem,  and  tho  next,  seizes  a  cargo  of 

tobacco  from  some  uiifortunato  smuggler,  or  roups  out  some  poor  v,TPtcli,  for 

Belling  liquors  witliout  a  Mceuce."— Letter  from  Ainslie  to  a  Friend,  Oct.  17,  1790. 

[Tarn  o'  S/ianter  composed  in  October  or  November.— See  page  350,  VoL  I.] 


THE  FABM  ABANDONED.— THE  FUTURE  UNFIXED. 

[Ellisland,  1791.— age  32.] 

Stranger,go!  Heaven  he  thy  guide  1  quod  the  Beadsman  of  Nith-side.—O?.  333,  V.  I.) 

A  Poet's  Consolation. — "  I  was  born  a  poor  dog ;  and 
however  I  may  occasionally  pick  up  a  better  bone  than  I 
used  to  do,  I  know  I  must  live  and  die  poor ;  but  I  will 
indulge  the  flattering  faith  that  my  poetry  will  considerably 
outlive  my  poverty." — Lette?-  to  Mrs.  Graham  of  Fintry. 

"I  am  going  on,  a  mighty  tax-gatherer  before  the  Lord,  and  have  lately  had 
the  interest  to  got  myself  ranked  on  tho  list  of  excise,  as  a  supervisor.  I  am 
not  yet  employed  as  such;  but  in  a  few  years  I  shall  fall  into  the  tile  of  supervisor- 
ship  by  seniority.  As  to  my  boys,  poor  little  fellows !  if  I  cannot  place  them  on 
as  high  an  elevation  in  life  as  I  would  wish,  I  shall,  if  I  am  favoured  so  much 
by  the  Disposer  of  events  as  to  see  that  period,  fix  them  on  as  broad  and  in- 
dependent a  basis  as  possible.  Among  the  many  wise  adages  which  have  been 
treasured  up  by  our  Scottish  ancestors,  this  is  one  of  the  best :— '  Better  be  the 
head  o'  the  commonalty  than  the  tail  o'  the  gentry.'  "—Letter  to  Dr.  Moore. 

JiLS.—Elegy  on  the  late  Miss  Burnett  of  Monboddo.— (Page  154,  VoL  II.) 

Feb.— Lament  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.— (Pase  340,  Vol.  I.) 

Feb. — Lament  for  James,  Earl  of  Glencairn. — (Page  345,  Vol.  I.) 

March  31,  1791.— [Birth  of  the  poet's  illegitimate  daughter,  at  the  Globe 
Tavern,  Dumfries. — See  page  224,  Vol.  II.] 

April  9, 1791.— [Birth  of  William  Nicol  Burns.— Still  alive,  1871.] 

Soil  of  Ellisland.— "Burns  declared,  after  a  shower  had  fallen  on  a  field 
of  new-sown  and  new-rolled  barley,  that  it  looked  like  a  new-paved  street ! 
'  Soil !  '  said  he  one  day  to  my  father,  '  there  never  was  such  another 
Boil;  but  I  Biee  how  it  has  been— God  has  riddled  the  hale  creation,  and  flung 
the  riddliugs  on  Ellisland! '  "—Allan  Cunningham. 

TJie  Poet's  Landlord.— "I  may  perhaps  see  you  about  Martinmas.  I  have 
sold  to  my  landlord  the  lease  of  my  farm,  and  as  I  roup  off  everything  then, 
I  have  a  mind  to  take  a  week's  excursion  to  see  old  acquaintances.  I  am  now 
got  ranked  on  the  list  as  a  super\isor,  the  appointment  being  worth  from  one  to 
two  hundred  a  year,  according  to  the  place  of  the  country  where  one  is  settled. 
I  have  not  been  so  lucky  In  my  farming.  Mr.  Miller's  kindness  has  been  just  such 
another  as  Creech's  was:  His  meddling  vanity,  a  busy  fiend,  still  making  Kork 
bis  selfish  craft  must  mend." — Letter  to  Hill. 
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Fourth  Epistle  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry.—(P&ge  342,  Vol.  I.) 

[At  Friars-Carse,  becomes  acquainted  with  Miss  Deborah  Davies.— See  ppi 
292,  296,  Vol.  I.,  and  215,  Vol.  II.] 

Jean  Lorimer. — [First  acquaintance  with  her  about  this  time. — See  page  274, 
Vol.  I.] 

[Closeburn  and  Brownhill  Inn.— See  page  340,  Vol.  II.] 

[Thornhill  and  Kirstij  Flint.— Pago  273,  Vol.  I.] 

The  Poet's  Last  Visit  to  Edinbur(ih.—\ At  the  close  of  November,  1791.  Bums 
performed  the  promise  contained  in  his  letter  to  Peter  Hill.  Clariuda  had 
resolved  to  accept  an  invitation  from  hor  husband  in  Jamaica  to  join  him  there  ; 
and  in  the  belief  that  she  was  about  to  leave  this  country  for  ever,  she  consented 
to  receive  a  parting  visit  from  Burns.  This  final  interview  took  place  on  6th 
December,  1791,  and  is  supposed  to  be  celebrated  in  the  lyrical  sketch,  0  May, 
thy  morn  was  ne'er  sae  sweet  as  tlie  mirk  night  o'  December.— See  p.  28,  VoL  II.] 

SONQ:  Ae/ond  kiss,  and  then  tee  sever. — (Page  294,  Vol.  I.) 
SONG:  Behold  tlie  Iwur,  the  boat  arrive. — (Page  95,  Vol.  XL) 
Deo.  17, 1791.— [Last  composition  at  Ellisland:  Song  of  Death.— V.  318,  Vol.  I.] 

Bids  farewell  to  Ellisland,  after  three  and  a  half  years'  location  there, 
"  leaving  behind  him  a  memory  of  his  musings  which  can  never  die,  and  three 
hundred  pounds  of  his  money — sunk  beyond  redemption,  in  a  speculation  from 
which  all  (except,  perhaps,  himselO  augured  happiness." — A.  Cunningham, 


RESIDENCE  IN  DUMFRIES. 

[1792.— AGE  33.] 

There  was  Maggy  by  the  banks  o'  Kith,  a  dame  wC  pride  eneugh. — (P.  220,  Vol.  L) 

[Dumfries  is  described  as  "a  compact  and  rather  elegant  small  town,  situated 
on  the  Nith,  at  the  point  where  that  river  becomes  navigable.  The  environs 
are  generally  beautiful;  one  spot  particularly  so,  where  the  ruins  of  Lineluden 
Abbey  Church  adorn  the  peninsula  formed  by  the  junction  of  the  Cliulen  with 
the  principal  river,"  and  this  was  Burns'  favourite  musing-haunt,  llis  eldest 
son,  Robert,  was  frequently  the  companion  of  his  walks  in  that  direction. — See 
page  5,  Vol  II.] 

The  Poet's  first  house  in  the  Wee  Vennel  (now  Bant  Street). — [ThiR  dwelling 
possessed  by  Burns,  from  December,  1791,  to  Whitsundy,  1793,  was  one  stair  up, 
and  consisted  of  three  apartments.  "  The  small  central  room,  about  the  size  of 
a  bed-closet,  is  the  only  place  he  has  in  which  to  seclude  himself  for  stmly.  On 
the  ground  floor  immediately  underneath,  his  friend,  John  8ynio,  has  his  office 
for  the  distribution  of  stamps.  Overhead,  is  an  honest  blacksmith,  called 
George  Haugh,  whom  Burns  treats  on  a  familiar  footing  as  a  neighbour.  On 
the  opposite  side  of  the  street,  is  the  poet's  landlord.  Captain  Uamilton,  a 
gentleman  of  fortune  and  worth,  who  admires  Burns,  and  occasionally  invites 
him  to  a  family  Sunday  dinner. — Chambers,  1851.] 

Increase  of  Salary. — "  I  am  on  the  list,  as  wo  call  it,  for  a  Supervisor,  and  will 
be  called  out,  by  and  by,  to  act  as  one ;  but  at  present  I  am  a  simple  ganger, 
though  t'other  day  I  got  an  appointment  to  an  excise-division,  of  £25  perannum 
better  than  the  rest.  My  present  income — down  money — is  £10  per  annum." — 
Letter  to  Aintlie,  Dec,  1791. 
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Mrs.  Maria  Riddel  of  WoodJey  ParA.— The  poets  intimacy  with  her  commences 
with  the  Dumfries  period  of  his  life.     He  iutroiluces  her  to  Wm.  Smellie, 
printer,  Edinburgh: — "She  is  just  going  to  i)ayhcr  first  visit  to  our  Caledonian 
capital.     I  told  her  that,  lest  you  might  think  of  her  as  a  lively  West  Indian 
girl  of  eighteen,  as  girls  of  eighteen  too  often  deserve  to  be  thought  of,  I  should 
take  care  to  remove  that  prejudice.    She  has  one  unlucky  failing — a  failing 
which  you  will  easily  discover,  as  she  seems  rather  pleased  with  indulging  it; 
and  a  failing  that  you  will  easily  pardon,  as  it  is  a  sin  which  very  much  besets 
yourself — where  she  dislikes  or  despises,  she  is  apt  to  make  no  more  a  secret 
of  it,  than  where  she  esteems  and  respects." — Letter  to  Smellie,  Jan.  22,  171)2. 
Feb. — Tlie  DeiVs  awa'  wC  th'  Exciseman, — (Page  327,  Vol.  I.) 
A0Q. — Song  :  0  saw  ye  honie  Lesley. — (Page  44,  Vol.  II.) 
Aug. — Song  :  Blythe  hae  I  been  on  yon  hill. — (Page  55,  Vol.  II.) 

Atjg. — [Fourth  volume  of  Johnson's  Museum  published.  50  songs  by  Burns. — 
See  page  273,  Vol.  I.] 

April  IOth. — [Date  of  Burns'  Diploma  as  a  member  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt : 
the  original  now  in  the  Burns  Monument  at  Edinburgh.] 

Sep. — [Correspondence  with  George  Thomson  commences. — See  page  375, 
Vol.  L,  also  page  43,  Vol.  II.] 

Nov.  14. — [Song,  Eighland  Mary,  communicated  to  Thomson. — P.  54,  Vol.  II.] 

[It  has  ever  been  our  impression  that  this  solemn  lyric,  composed  six  years 
after  Mary's  death,  if  less  highly  polished  in  execution,  has  even  more  of  truth- 
ful freshness  in  its  pathos  than  is  found  in  its  companion-dirge,  produced  in 
1789.  Although  in  both  he  introduces  the  gurgling  Ajt,  the  fragrant  birch, 
the  blossomed  thorn,  the  springing  flowers,  and  the  vernal  wildwoods,  the  poet 
by  no  means  repeats  himself  in  the  latter  composition.  If  the  conception,  here, 
bo  less  lofty — for  he  does  not  follow  the  spirit  of  his  Mary  into  heaven — its 
feeling  seems  more  impassioned  and  real:  he  goes  under  the  sod,  and  beneath 
the  very  clay  that  wraps  her  cherished  image,  unfcJlds  the  death-shroud  to 
gaze  upon  her  in  the  House  of  Silence,  and  eulogizes  the  living  Mary  in  his 
address  to  her  dead  loveliness. 

When  he  composed  it,  he  sat  in  the  small  central  room  before  described  as 
his  retiring-place  or  study  :  no  sensational  accessories,  in  the  shape  of  lingering 
stars  or  midnight  groans,  ushered  in  the  mournful  anniversary  on  this  occasion ; 
and,  therefore,  Mrs.  Burns  could  never  charge  her  memory  with  any  partioulars 
in  relation  to  its  production.  The  poet  himself,  however,  in  one  of  his  letters 
of  that  period,  thus  describes  the  state  of  his  own  feelings :] — 

"Here  I  sit,  altogether  Kovemberish., — a  d d  melange  of  fretfulness  and 

melancholy ;  not  enough  of  the  one  to  rouse  me  to  passion,  nor  of  the  other  to 
repose  me  to  torpor, — my  soul  flouncing  and  fluttering  round  her  tenement, 
like  a  wild-flnch  caught  amid  the  horrors  of  winter,  and  newly  thrust  into  a 
cage." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Riddel. 

Mariolatry  of  Bums. — [As  this  will  likely  be  our  last  occasion  to  refer  to  that 
morbid  Mariolatry  in  Burns  which  has  been  so  much  commented  on  in  these 
pages,  we  may  bo  excused  for  here  making  a  few  closing  observations  before 
bidding  farewell  to  the  topic.  It  is  proper  to  correct  the  mistaken  notion  which 
has  been  so  long  prevalent,  that  the  poet's  Highland  Mary  was  a  dairjTiiaid  at 
Coilsfield  House.  We  have  no  personal  aversion  to  milkmaids :  there  is  some- 
thing delightfully  fresh  in  the  catch -line  of  the  old  song — 

"And  it's  rolling  on  the  dew  makes  the  milkmaids  fair;" 
neither  do  we  conceive  there  is  any  vast  disparity  between  the  status  of  a  dairy- 
maid and  that  of  a  nurserymaid,  which,  with  some  degree  of  certainty,  has 
also  been  assigned  to  Mary  Campbell.    At  the  same  time,  it  does  seem  worth  a 
little  trouble,  for  truth's  sake,  to  enquire  when  was  it,  and  who  first  asserted 
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that  the  "Highland  Mary"  of  Burns  wns  a  byreswoman?  Robert  Chambers, 
in  his  editiou  of  1851,  says  not  one  word  of  the  dairy  or  tho  byre  in  connection 
with  Mary's  avocations.  On  the  contrary,  ho  thus  writes: — "Wo  may  presume 
that  the  young  woman  was  somewhat  superior  in  cast  of  mind,  manners,  and 
intelligence  in  her  situation  (of  nurserymaid  in  Gavin  Hamilton's  household), 
as  it  is  ascertained  that  she  had  spent  some  of  her  youthful  years  in  the  family 
of  the  Rev.  David  Campbell,  of  Loch  Eanza,  iu  Arrau,  a  relation  of  her  mother." 
AVo  are  farther  informed,  that  the  child  of  Hamilton's  family  whom  she  more 
particularly  attended,  was  named  Alfxamler,  and  ho  was  born  in  July,  1785. 
Thus  Mary  must  have  resided  in  tho  very  heart  of  Mauchline  at  tho" period 
■when  "Eob  Mossgicl "  was  regarded  as  a  heretic  and  a  rake;  and,  therefore, 
she  must  have  been  conversant  with  any  scandals  of  the  village,  in  which  he 
was  at  that  time  concerned.  She  must  have  been  made  aware  of  the  progress 
and  issue  of  the  poet's  intercourse  with  Jean  Armour;  although  it  Is  by  no 
means  so  clear  that  the  latter  knew  anything  whatever  of  the  almost  simultane- 
ous, yet  really  subsegiient,  progress  and  issue  of  Burns'  passion  for  Mary, — or 
even  that  she  was  everaware  of  the  existence  of  Mary.  Secrecy  was  the  ruling 
element  in  the  strange  contract  between  the  poet  andHighland  Mary,  as  is  fully 
proved  by  the  masonic  emblems,  and  recorded  vows  to  God,  contained  not  only 
in  the  Bibles  he  presented,  but  inwrought  with  the  lyrics  he  then  sung  to  her: 

"  She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand,  by  secfet  (roth,  and  honor's  band!" 

"  And  sae  may  the  Heavens  forget  me,  when  I  forget  my  vow ! " 

It  was  the  very  closeness  of  this  secrecy  which  encouraged  the  poet,  after  Mary's 
death,  to  risk  those  mystifications  and  misleading  statements  regarding  the 
period  of  his  life  when  Mary  blessed  him  with  her  "generous  love," — had  there 
been  a  single  soul  in  his  confidence,  he  would  never  have  ventured  upon  tliese: 
he  must,  in  short,  have  concluded  that  his  secret  was  buried  with  her.  It  waa 
the  accident  of  tho  surpassing  beauty  and  power  of  his  lyrics  regarding  the 
dead  Mary,  which  tempted  him  to  say  one  word  about  the  living  one  !  Public 
inquisitiveness  was  roused,  and  some  account  of  Mary  he  must  give ;  liow  much 
of  that  account  was  true,  and  how  much  of  it  was  otherwise,  has  been  already 
sufficiently  discussed.  One  thing  appears  certain,  however:  had  the  muse  not 
produced  Mary  in  Heaien  and  lligliland  Mar;i,  lie  never  would  have  made  a 
single  reference  to  her  in  prose.  Delicacy  for  the  feelings  of  his  wife,  had 
nothing  whatever  to  do  with  his  mystifications  about  Mary.  There  was  no 
room  for  such  motives  when,  in  August,  1787,  he  omitted  all  reference  to  her 
in  his  autobiography,  eloquent  as  he  was  about  Handsome  A'cU,  Kirkosicald 
Peggy,&n(\.  Jean  Armour ;  neither  could  there  exist  any  such  considerations  in 
the  winter  following,  when  he  ignored  Mary  in  his  confidential  unbosomings  to 
Clarinda. 

It  is  a  curious  instance  of  tidal  ebb  and  flow  in  the  affairs  of  men  and  women, 
that  Eobert  Chambers,  who,  as  we  have  seen,  latterly  repudiated  the  idea  of 
Mary  having  been  a  dairymaid,  was  tho  first  to  announce  tliat  to  the  public  as 
a  fact!  In  lS2n,  he  thus  wrote: — "  It  affords  a  strange  illustration  of  the  power 
of  a  poetical  mind,  in  elevating  and  adorning  whatever  it  is  pleased  to  regard 
with  respect,  that  this  girl,  at  the  time  I'urns  was  acquainted  with  her,  was 
merely  a  dairymaid  at  Coilslleld  House;  a  fact  which  I  have  long  hesitated  to 
divulge,  in  tho  fear  that  it  may  disjiel  from  the  mind  of  the  reader  much  of  the 
sentiment  he  entertained  regarding  these  glurious  lyric's."  He  afterwards  gave 
his  authority  for  such  an  announcement:  a  poor  creature,  Hugh  Andrew  by 
name,  then  an  old  man,  rcBident  near  Cdilslleld,  who  pretended  that  Mary  had 
been  his  fellow-servant  at  Coilslleld  House — he  as  irhipper-in.  and  s/ir  as  byres- 
woman!  He  described  her  as  "of  midille-size,  somewhat  stout,  neat-footed, 
fair-complexioned,  blue-eyed,  and  slightly  marked  with  the  small-pox!  "  "This 
description,"  added  tho  complacent  journalist,  "is  the  more  likely  to  be  true, 
as  tho  whipper-in  assured  mo  '  ho  had  ancc  a  kind  o'  notion  o'  the  lass  himself.'" 
After  this,  who  would  credit  and  record  tho  garrulous  gossip  of  vain  hatchers 
Of  self-magnifying  twaddle?  Just  as  in  tho  address  to  Mary  in  J/caren,  the 
grand  opening  invocations  to  tho  "lingering  star"  and  the  "dear  departed 
shade"  snggested  the  fiction  of  the  barn-yard  agony, — so  here,  the  descriptive 
reference  to  the  Coilslleld  woods,  in  the  dirge  of  nighland  Mary,  has  naturally 
associated  her  with  that  locality;  although,  both  in  tho  poet's  prose  narrative 
and  in  tho  song,  wo  learn  that  the  lovers  merely  "met  there  by  appointment," 
on  that  memorable  "  Sunday  in  May,"  to  live  "one  day  of  parting  love ; "  and 
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the  minstrel's  benison  is  bestowpd  on  tho  "banlis,  and  braes,  and  streams 
around  tho  Castle  o'  JIontf;onicry,"  not  because  Mary  once  resided  there,  but 
because  there  he  had  taken  bis   "  last  farewell  "  of  her.] 

Nov.  21.— Birth  of  a  daughter— Elizabeth  Eiddel.    (Died  in  Sept,  1795.) 

Nov.  26.— Theatrical  address,  spoken  by  Miss  Fontenelle :    The  Rights  of 
n'oman.— (Pago  15G,  Vol.  II.) 

Deo.  6.— Song  :  Ance  mair  I  hail  thee,  thou,  gloomy  December.— (P.  42,  Vol.  II.) 

Dec— SONO :  Duncan  Gray.—{V.  45,  Vol.  II.)    The  Lea-Rig— (V.  84,  Vol.  II.) 

Jacobinism.— ^he  poet  suspected  of  being  a  "  Friend  of  the  People,"  and  his 
conduct  investigated  by  the  Board  of  Excise.] 

SONQ .  Here's  a  health  to  them  that's  awa'.— (Page  280,  Vol.  IL; 


POLITICAL  PERPLEXITIES.— THE   WASSAIL-CUP,  AND   THE 
LIVING  LYEE. 

[DUMFRIES,  1793.— AGE  34.] 

See  Social-life  and  Glee  sit  down,  alljoyons  and  iinthinlcing. 

Till,  quite  transmugri/y' d,  they're  grown  Debauchery  and  Drinking. 

The  Jacobinism  of  Bums. — "  As  to  France,  I  was  her  enthusiastic  votary  in  the 
beginning  of  the  business.  When  she  came  to  shew  her  old  avidity  for  con- 
quest, in  annexing  Savoy,  &c.,  to  her  dominions,  and  invading  the  rights  of 
Holland,  I  altered  my  sentiments.  I  look  upon  the  British  Constitution,  as 
settled  at  the  Kevolution,  to  be  the  most  glorious  Constitution  on  earth,  or  that 
perhaps  tho  wit  of  men  can  frame;  at  same  time,  I  think  that  we  have  a  good 
deal  deviated  from  the  original  principles  of  that  Constitution, — particularly, 
that  an  alarming  system  of  corruption  has  pervaded  the  connection  between 
the  executive  power  and  the  House  of  Commons.  This  is  the  truth,  and  the 
whole  truth  of  my  reform  opinions,  which,  before  I  was  aware  of  the  complexion 
of  these  innovating  times,  I  too  unguardedly  (now  I  see  it)  sported  with ;  but, 
henceforth,  I  seal  my  lips." — Letter  to  Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry,  Jan.  6,  1793. 

"  The  political  blast  that  threatened  my  welfare  is  overblown.  I  have  cor- 
responded with  Commissioner  Graham  (for  the  Board  had  made  me  the  subject 
of  their  animadversions),  and  now  I  have  the  pleasure  of  informing  you  that 
all  is  right  in  that  quarter." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  Jan.  5,  1793. 

"  One  of  our  supervisors-general  (Mr.  Corbet)  was  instructed  to  enquire  on 
the  spot,  and  to  document  me — that  my  business  was  to  act,  not  to  think ;  and 
that,  whatever  might  be  men  or  measures,  it  was  for  me  to  be  silent  and 
obedient.  Mr.  Corbet  was,  however,  my  steady  friend ;  so,  between  Mr.  Graham 
and  him,  I  have  been  partly  forgiven :  only,  I  understand  that  all  hopes  of 
my  getting  officially  forward  are  blasted. 

"  Does  any  man  tell  me  that  my  Individual  efforts  can  be  of  no  service,  and 
that  it  does  not  belong  to  my  humble  station  to  meddle  with  the  concerns  of  a 
nation  ?  I  can  tell  him,  that  it  is  on  such  individuals  as  I  that  a  nation  has  to 
rest,  both  for  the  hand  of  support,  and  the  eye  of  intelligence.  Tho  uninformed 
Mob  may  swell  a  nation's  bulk,  and  the  titled,  tinsel,  courtly  throng  may  be  its 
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feathered  ornament,  but  the  number  of  those  who  are  elevated  enough  in  life 
to  reason  and  roflect,  yet  low  enough  to  keep  clear  of  the  venal  contagion  of  a 
court,— these  are  a  nation's  strcvgth."— Letter  to  Erskine  of  Mar,  April  13,  1793. 

Enticements  to  Intemperance. — "  The  highest  gentry  of  the  country,  whenever 
they  had  especial  merriment  in  view,  called  in  the  wit  of  Burns  to  enliven  their 
carousals ;  and  in  his  perpetual  perambulations,  he  had  every  temptation  to 
encounter,  which  bodily  fatigue,  the  blandishments  of  hosts  and  hostesses,  and 
the  habitual  manners  of  those  who  acted  along  with  him  in  the  duties  of  the 
Excise,  could  present  From  the  castle  to  the  cottage,  every  door  flew  open  at 
his  approach ;  and  the  old  system  of  hospitality,  then  flourishing,  rendered  it 
diflScult  for  the  most  soberly  inclined  guest  to  rise  from  any  man's  board  in  the 
same  trim  that  ho  sat  down  to  it.  The  farmer,  if  Burns  was  seen  passing,  left 
his  reapers,  and^trottcd  by  the  side  of  Jenny  Geddes,  until  he  could  persuade  the 
bard  that  the  day  was  hot  enough  to  demand  an  extra  libation.  If  he  entered 
an  inn  at  midnight,  after  all  the  inmates  were  in  bed,  the  news  of  his  arrival 
circulated  from  the  cellar  to  the  garret,  and  ere  ten  minutes  had  elapsed,  the 
landlord  and  all  his  guests  wore  assembled  round  the  ingle,  and  the  largest 
punch-bowl  was  produced." — Lockhart  (on  the  informationof  M-CuUoch  ofArdicelt.) 

"  ' Remember  Burns ! '  has  been  the  watchword  addressed  to  me  by  friends. 
I  do  remember  Burns ;  but  I  am  not  Burns ! — neither  have  I  his  Are  to  fan  or 
to  quench,  nor  his  passion  to  control !  To  a  lady —  I  have  it  from  herself — who 
remonstrated  with  him  on  his  danger  from  drink,  and  the  pursuits  of  some  of 
his  associates,  ho  replied :  '  Madam,  they  would  not  thank  me  for  my  company  if 
I  did  not  drink  with  them.  I  must  give  them  each  a  slice  of  my  constitution ! ' " 
—Letter  of  Bloomfield  the  Poet  to  the  Earl  of  Buchan,  1802. 

[Oromek,  in  1808,  (from  whom  the  above  note  is  taken,)  adds  with  great  feel- 
ing and  naivett;: — "  ilow  much  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  give  them 
thinner  slices!  "] 

"  Occasional  hard  drinking  is  the  devil  to  me :  against  this  I  have  again  and 
again  set  my  resolution,  and  have  greatly  succeeded.  Taverns  I  have  totally 
abandoned :  it  is  the  private  parties  in  the  family  way,  among  the  hard-drinking 
gentlemen  of  this  country,  that  do  me  the  mischief;  but  even  this,  I  have  more 
than  half  given  over." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  Jan.  2, 1793. 

\Jean  Larimer  (afterwards  the  poet's  "  Chloris  ")  contracts  a  strong  intimacy 
with  him,  and  exerts  a  powerful  influence  over  his  musings.] 

JAN. — SONO :  0 poortith  cauld  and  restless  love. — (Page  49,  Vol.  II,) 

Jan.— SONQ :  Braw  lads  o'  Carta ITaier.— (Page  379,  Vol.  I.) 

Jan.  25 — Sonnet  on  the  Author's  Birth-day. — (Page  157  Vol.  II.) 

Feb.  1. — [War  declared  against  the  Eevolutionists  of  France,  by  this  Country.] 

MAUCn.— SONO :  Wilt  thou  he  my  dearie.— (Pago  31,  Vol.  II.) 

March.— Song  :   Wandering  Willie.— (Page  378,  Vol.  I.) 

April.— S0N8:  Meg  o'  the  Mill— (Page  83,  Vol.  II.) 

April.— SONQ :  J7ie  Soldier's  Return,— (Pago  383,  VoL  L) 

April.— [New  Edition  of  his  Poems,  published  in  two  volumes,  with  20  addi- 
tional pieces. — See  page  329,  Vol.  I.] 

[Some,  on  account  of  the  many  typographical  and  other  errors  in  this  (1793) 
edition,  have  doubted  if  the  author  took  any  trouble  in  revising  the  sheets;  but  the 
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following  passage  in  his  letter  to  Alox.  Cunningham,  of  10th  Sep.,  1792,  sets  that 
question  at  rest:— "Amid  all  tho  hurry  of  business,  pi-inding  the  faces  of  the 
publican  and  tho  sinner  on  the  mereilosa  wheels  of  the  excise ;  making  ballads, 
and  then  drinking,  and  singing  them;  and  over  and  above  all,  the  correcHwj  the 
press-tcork  of  two  different  publications,"  &o.  These  publications  were,  un- 
doubtedly, Julinxons  J/iiseum,  and  the  two-vulumo  edition  of  his  poems:  this  is 
corroborated  bv  the  following  passage  in  an  undated  letter  of  this  period 
addressed  to /o'/iH50»:—"  I  am  just  now  busy  correcting  a  new  edition  of  my 
poems,  and  this,  with  my  ordinary  business,  finds  mo  in  full  employment."] 

Removal  to  Bums'  Street.— Whitsunday,  1793.— [This  new  dwelling,  situated  in 
tho  Mill  Venncl  (afterwards  called  Kurns'  Street),  was  a  small  detached  house  of 
two  stories,  with  kitchen,  parlour,  two  largo  bedrooms,  and  several  smaller 
apartments.  Ascending  three  steps  at  the  front  door,  wo  reach  the  lower  floor, 
containing  a  hutt  and  a  6ra,— the  one  a  kitchen,  and  the  other  a  fine  commodious 
parlour,  well  furnished.  Above,  are  two  rooms  of  irregular  size,  the  smaller  of 
these  being  the  bedroom  in  which  tho  poet  died :  a  closet,  nine  feet  square, 
between  these  rooms,  was  tho  writing  chamber  of  the  exciseman-bard,  from 
which  issued  his  matchless  lyrics  and  powerful  letters,  during  the  closing  three 
years  of  his  life.  The  late  Wm.  Ewart,  M.P.  for  the  Dumfries  Burghs,  placed 
a  memorial-bust  of  tho  poet  within  a  niche  in  the  wall  of  the  next  house,  which 
is  used  as  a  Eagged  School,  and  this  inscription  is  affixed:— "In  the  adjoiniso 
House— TO  thk  North— Lived  and  Died  the  Poet  of  his  Countby  and  of 
Mankind— ROBEBT  BUENS."] 

J0NE.— Song  :  Logan  Braes.— (Pa-ge  89,  Vol.  II.) 
„        Song:  Bonie  Jean.— (Pago  91,  Vol.  II.) 

„        SONG :  Adoicn  vrindino  Nith  I  did  wander. — (Page  93,  Vol.  11.) 
July.— [Excursion  through  Galloway  and  Wigton,  with  Mr.  SjTue  of  Eyedale.] 
August. — Song  :  Had  I  a  cave. — (Page  57,  Vol.  II.) 

„        Song  :   Whistle,  and  Fll  come  to  you. — (Page  58,  Vol.  II.) 
Sept. — Ode  :  Bruce' s  Address  at  Bannockbwn. — (Page  63,  Vol.  II.) 

Sept.  30. — [The  poet  presents  four  volumes  to  the  Subscription  Library  of 
Dumfries,  one  of  these  being  De  Lolme,  on  the  British  Constitution,  on  which  he 
had  inscribed  these  words: — "Mr.  Burns  presents  this  Book  to  the  Library, 
and  begs  they  will  take  it  as  a  creed  of  British  Liberty — until  theyfinda 
better.— E.  B."] 
Nov.  i.— Impromptu  Sonnet  on  Mrs.  Riddel's  Birth-Day.— (Psige  158,  Vol.  II.) 
Deo.  4. — Theatrical  address  spoken  by  Miss  Fontenelle. — (Page  159,  Vol.  IL) 
Deo.  15. — "These  four  months,  a  sweet  little  girl,  my  youngest  daughter,  has 
been  so  ill,  that  every  day,  a  week  or  less  threatened  to  terminate  her  existence. 
There  had  much  need  to  be  many  pleasures  annexed  to  the  states  of  husband 
and  father,  for  God  knows  they  have  many  peculiar  cares.    I  cannot  describe 
to  yon  the  anxious,  sleepless  hours,  these  ties  frequently  give  one !  " — Letter  to 
Mrs.  Dunlop. 


CURSED  TIMES— EPAULETTED  PUPPIES— FICKLE  FEIENDS. 

[DUMFRIES,  1794.— AGE  35.] 

The  gloomy  night  is  gatK  ring  fast. 

"He  was  prone  to  look,  with  an  indignation,  half  con- 
temptuous, on  those  who,  with  moral  habits  not  more 
excellent  than  his  own,  with  powers  of  intellect  far  inferior, 
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yet  basked  in  the  sunshine  of  fortune,  loaded  with  the 
wealth  and  honours  of  the  world,  while  his  follies  could  not 
obtain  pardon,  nor  his  wants  an  honourable  supply.  His 
wit,  from  this  time,  became  more  gloomy  and  sarcastic, 
and  his  conversation  and  writings  began  to  assume  a  mis- 
anthropical tone,  by  which  they  had  not  been  before,  in 
any  eminent  degree,  distinguished.  But,  with  all  his  fail- 
ings, la's  was  still  that  exalted  mind  which  had  raised  itself 
above  the  depression  of  its  original  condition  tvith  all  the 
energy  of  the  Hon,  imwing  to  free  his  hinder  limbs  from  the 
yet  encumbering  earth.  He  still  appeared  '  not  less  than 
Archangel  ruined  ! '  " — Robert  Heron,  1797. 

"  I  know  I  was  drunk  last  night ;  but  I  am  sober  tbis  morning.    From  the 

expressions  Capt. made  use  of  to  me,  had  I  had  nobody's  welfare  to 

care  for  but  my  own,  we  should  certainly  have  come,  according  to  the  manners 
of  the  world,  to  the  necessity  of  murdering  one  another  about  the  business. 
Further,  you  know  the  report  of  certain  political  opinions  being  mine  haa 
already,  once  before,  brought  mo  to  the  brink  of  destruction.  I  dread  last 
night's  business  may  be  misrepresented  iu  the  same  way:  you,  I  beg,  will  take 
care  to  prevent  it.  Yet,  what,  after  all,  was  the  obnoxious  toast? — May  our 
success  in  the  present  war  be  equal  to  tite  justice  of  our  cause! — a  toast  that  the  most 
outrageous  frenzy  of  loyalty  cannot  object  to." — Letter  to  Samuel  Clarke,  1794. 

Quarrel  tcith  Mrs.  Riddel. — "  'Tis  true,  madam,  I  saw  you  once  since  I  was  at 
Woodley  Park,  and  that  once,  froze  the  very  life-blood  of  my  heart.  Your 
reception  of  me  was  such,  that  a  wretch  meeting  the  eye  of  his  judge  about  to 
pronounce  sentence  of  death  upon  him,  could  only  have  envied  my  feelings 
and  situation." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Riddel,  1794. 

Monody  on  a  Lady  famed  for  her  caprice. — (Page  1G2,  Vol.  II.) 
Epistle  from  Esopus  to  Maria. — (Page  373,  Vol.  II.) 
Epigram  pinned  to  a  Lady's  Coach. — (Page  330,  Vol.  II.) 

"The  subject  of  the  foregoing,  is  a  woman  of  fashion  in  this  county,  with 
whom,  at  one  period,  I  was  well  acquainted.  By  some  scandalous  conduct  to 
me  and  two  or  three  other  gentlemen  here,  she  steered  so  far  to  the  north  of 
my  good  opinion,  that  I  have  made  her  the  theme  of  some  ill-natured  things." 
— Letter  to  Mrs.  M'Lchose,  1794. 

"  Feb  24, 1794. — For  these  two  months,  I  have  not  been  able  to  lift  a  pen. 
My  constitution  and  frame  were,  ab  origine,  blasted  with  a  deep,  incurable  taint 
of  hypochondria,  which  poisons  my  existence.  I  have  exhausted,  in  reflection, 
every  topic  of  comfort:  a  heart  at  ease  might  have  been  charmed  with  my 
reasonings;  but  as  to  myself,  I  was  like  Judas  Iscariot  preaching  the  Gospel: 
he  might  melt  and  mould  the  hearts  of  those  around  him,  but  his  own  kept  its 
native  incorrigibility." — Letter  to  Alexander  Cunningham. 
April.— Sonnet  on  the  Death  of  Robert  Riddel  of  Glenriddel.—(Fage  1G3,  Vol.  II.) 

June  4. — Birth-day  Assembly. — "The  Loyal  Natives'  Club  wore  ribbons,  em- 
broidered by  loyal  ladies." — Newspaper  Notice. 
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Epigram:   i'e  true  loyal  niitiv,:s.—(V-AgQ  283,  Vol.  11.) 

Burns  in  Shadow.— "Mr.  David  M'Culloch,  of  Ardwell,  has  often  told  me  that 
he  was  seldom  more  grieved,  than  when  riding  into  Dumfries,  one  fine  summer 
evening,  ahout  this  time,  to  attend  a  couuty-l)all,  he  saw  Burns  walking  alone, 
on  the  shady  side  of  the  principal  street,  while  the  opposite  side  was  gay  with 
successive  groups  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the  festivites  of 
the  night,  not  one  of  whom  appeared  willing  to  recognise  him." — Lockhart,  1828. 

"  There  is  reason  to  helieve  that,  in  his  latter  years,  the  Dumfries  Aristocracy 
had  partly  withdrawn  themselves  from  Burns,  as  from  a  tainted  person,  no 
longer  worthy  of  their  acquaintance.  That  painful  class,  stationed,  in  all  pro- 
vincial cities,  behind  the  outmost  breast-work  of  gentility,  there  to  stand  sioge, 
and  do  battle  against  the  intrusions  of  grocerdom  and  grazierdom,  had  actually 
seen  dishonour  in  the  society  of  Burns,  and  branded  him  with  their  veto, — had, 
as  we  vulgarly  say,  cut  him !  Alas !  when  we  think  that  Bums  now  sleeps 
'where  bitter  indignation  can  no  longer  lacerate  his  heart,'  and  that  those  fair 
dames  and  frizzled  gentlemen  already  lie  at  his  side, — where  the  breast-work 
of  gentility  is  quite  thrown  down, — who  would  not  sigh  over  the  thin  delusions 
and  foolish  toys  that  divide  heart  from  heart,  and  make  man  unmerciful  to 
his  brother!" — Thomas  Carlyle,  1828. 

June  25. — "  I  have  been  in  poor  health.  I  am  afraid  that  I  am  about  to  suffer 
for  the  follies  of  my  youth.  My  medical  friends  threaten  me  with  a  flying 
gout ;  but,  I  trust  they  are  mistaken. 

"  I  am  just  going  to  trouble  your  critical  patience  with  the  first  sketch  of  a 
stanza  I  have  been  framing  as  I  passed  along  the  road.  The  subject  is  Liberty  : 
yon  know,  my  honoured  friend,  how  dear  the  theme  is  to  me.  I  design  it  as 
an  irregular  Ode  for  Genera  1  Washington's  Birth-Day.  After  having  mentioned 
the  degeneracy  of  other  kingdoms,  I  come  to  Scotland,  thus: — 

'Thee,  Caledonia,  thy  wild  heaths  among,'  "  &c. — Page  282,  Vol.  II. 

— Lettei-  to  Mrs.  Ihunlop. 

Aug.  12.— Birth  of  a  Son— James  Glencairn  Burns.    (Died  in  18C5.) 

Aug. — On  the  seas  and  far  away. — (Page  98,  Vol.  II.) 

Sep. — She  says  she  lo'es  me  best  of  a'. — (Page  19,  Vol.  II.) 

Sep. — Ca'  the  Yowes  to  the  knowes.. — (Page  99,  Vol.  II.) 

Oct. — T}ie  Lover's  Morning  Salutation  to  his  Mistress. — (P.  101,  Vol.  II.) 

Oct. — ["Clarinda"  styled  "a  ci-devant  goddess  of  mine"  in  a  letter  to 
Thomson,  and  her  name  directed  to  be  effaced  from  the  song,  "Thine  am  I, 
my  faithful  Fair,"  in  order  that  its  heroineship  may  be  transferred  to  Chloris  f] 

NOV.— [Visit  of  Professor  Walker  to  Burns.— See  Nov.,  1795.] 

Nov. — My  Chloris,  mark  how  green  the  groves. — (Page  103,  Vol.  II.) 
Nov. — Lassie  wt  the  lintwhite  locks. — (Page  104,  Vol.  II.) 
Nov. — Contented  tin'  little,  andcantie  wt  mair. — (Page  68,  Vol.  II.) 
Dec. — My  Nannie's  awa' — (Page  71,  Vol.  IL) 

Dec. — [Burns  announces  to  Mrs.  Dunlor)  his  appointment  to  a  temporary 
Supervisorship.] 
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TUE  BRIOHT  SUNSET,  AND  THEN  THE  GLOAMIN. 

[DUMFRIES,  1795.— AGE   36.] 

When  ante  Life's  day  draws  near  the  gloamin 

Then  faretccel  vacant,  careless  roamin'. 

An'  farewt'el  chear/u'  tankards  foamin',  an'  social  noise! 

An'  farewell  dear,  deluding  Woman,  the  joy  of  joys  I 

"New-Yeae'S-Day,  1795. — This  ia  the  season  of  wishes,  and  mine  are  most 
fervently  offered  up  for  you!  What  a  transient  business  is  life!  Very  lately 
1  was  a  boy, — but  t'other  day  I  was  a  young  man, — and  I  already  begin  to  feel 
the  rigid  fibre  and  stiffening  joints  of  old  age  coming  fast  o'er  my  frame !  " — 
Letter  to  Mrs-  Dunlop. 

Skin.— Is  there,  for  honest  Poverty.— (JPage  107,  "Vol.  II.) 
Jan. — Craigiebum.—'New  Version. — (Page  52,  Vol.  II.) 
Feb. — 0  Lassie,  art  thou  sleeping  yet  f — (Page  lOS,  Vol.  II.) 
Feb. — 0  wat  ye  who's  in  yon  town. — (Page  25,  Vol.  II.) 
Feb.— [Great  Snow-storm  of  1795.] 

The  Heron  Election  Ballads.— (Pasf>  3S2,  Vol.  II.) 
"  You  have  already,  as  your  auxiliary,  the  sober  detestation  Of  mankind  on 
the  heads  of  your  opponents  ;  and  I  swear  by  the  lyre  of  Thalia,  to  muster  on 
your  side  all  the  votaries  of  honest  laughter,  and  fair,  candid  ridicule. 

"At  present,  my  situation  in  life  must  be  in  a  great  measure  stationary,  at 
least  for  two  or  three  years.  I  am  on  the  Supervisors'  list,  and  as  we  come  on 
by  precedency,  in  two  or  three  years  I  shall  be  at  the  head  of  that  list,  and  be 
appointed  of  course.  Then,  a  Friend  might  be  of  service  to  me  in  getting  me 
into  a  place  of  the  kingdom  which  I  would  like.  A  Supervisor's  income  varies 
from  about  £120  to  £200  a-year;  but  the  business  is  incessant  drudgery,  and 
would  be  nearly  a  complete  bar  to  every  species  of  literary  pursuit  A  Col- 
lectorship  varies  much,  from  better  than  £200  a-jear  to  near  £1000.  They, 
also,  come  forward  by  precedency  on  the  list,  and  have,  besides  a  handsome 
income,  a  life  of  complete  leisure." — Letter  to  Mr.  Heron  of  Heron,  1795 

[A  Regiment  ot  Dumfries  Volunteers  formed.  Burns  joins  one  of  the  Companies] 
The  Dumfries  Volunteers.— (P&ge  123,  Vol.  II.) 
Inscription  for  an  Altar  of  Independence. — (Page  1C5,  Vol.  II.) 
May. — 0  stay  sweet  warbling  woodlark,  stay. — (Page  53,  Vol.  II.) 
„        On  Chloris  being  ill:  -Long,  long  the  night.' — (Page  111,  Vol.  IL) 
„        Their  Groves  o'  sweet  myrtle. — (Page  76,  Vol.  II.) 
„        'Twas  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  teas  my  ruin. — (Page  112,  Vol.  II.) 
„        Mark  yonder  pomp  of  costly  fashion. — (Page  102,  Vol.  II.) 
July. — Last  May  a  braw  wooer  cam'  doun  the  lang  glen. — (Page  74,  Vol.  11.) 

„         0  this  is  no  my  ain  lassie. — (Page  77,  Vol.  II.) 
Auo. — Now  Spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green — (Page  78,  Vol.  II.; 
„        0  bonie  was  yon  rosy  brier. — (Page  113,  Vol.  II.) 
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['•  Like  the  hurricane  eclipse  of  the  Run," — so  suddenly  is  the  lyre  of  Burns 
hushoiiat  this  stage,  and  his  correspondence  makes  a  dead  halt  till  the  close  of 
December,  when  we  have  the  poor  bard  addressing  Collector  Mitchell,  thus: — 
"  Ye'vo  heard  this  while  how  I've  been  licket, 

And  by  fell  Death  was  nearly  nickot; 

Grim  loon!  he  Rot  me  by  the  fecket,  and  sair  mo  sheuk; 

But,  by  gude  luck,  I  lap  a  wicket,  and  turned  a  neuk." 
We  have  no  account  of  the  progress  of  the  poet  during  September  of  this 
year,  but,  from  Dr.  Currie's  Narrative,  wo  learn  that,  "from  October  1795,  to 
the  January  following,  an  accidental  complaint  confined  him  to  the  house." 
In  September,  17n.'>,  his  only  daughter,  and  favourite  child,  Elizabeth,  died  at 
Mauchlino,  and  this  event  is  pathetically  referred  to  by  the  poet  in  his  letter  to 
Mrs.  Dunlo]i.  dated  olst  January,  17'Jfi,  in  which  he  reproaches  that  lady  for  not 
having  written  in  reply  to  his  two  last  communications,  namely:  of  2-5th  June, 
1794.  and  of  New-Year's  time,  1795.  It  is  an  indisputable  fact  that  Mrs.  Dunlop, 
on  wlKise  steady  friendship  the  bard  had  so  fondly  relied,  did  in  the  end  prove 
herself  to  be  like  many  others  of  his  fair-weather  satellites ;  and  that  Dr.  Currie, 
who  was  her  relative,  with  the  manifest  design  of  hiding  that  scandal,  dis- 
arranged and  mis-dated  the  popt's  letters  addressed  to  her  during  his  latter 
years!  And  it  is  grievous  further  to  point  out,  that  through  the  grossest  edi- 
torial blindness,  in  every  reprint  of  his  correspondence,  from  that  of  Currie  to 
Waddell,  one  of  his  most  pathetic  letters,  the  real  date  of  which  is  December, 
1793.  is  set  down  under  date  "December,  179.5."  although  we  there  read  of 
Riddel,  of  Glenriddel  (who  died  in  April,  1794)  being  still  alive  (!).  and  of  the 
poet's  only  daughter,  Elizabeth,  (who  died  in  September,  1795,)  being  under 
anxious  nursing  on  account  of  illness  !  Query. — Was  it  a  feeling  of  reverence 
for  the  poet's  memory,  or  expiatory  remorse  for  a  mother's  error,  that  prompted 
the  daughter  of  Mrs.  Dunlop  to  consign  her  own  dead  body  to  the  same  grave 
which  had  been  occupied  by  the  dust  of  Burns  during  nineteen  years  ? 

Another  glaring  mis-date  of  this  same  period,  is  that  of  the  poet's  biographer, 
Professor  Wall^er,  who  gives  "  November,  1796,"  instead  of  Xovember,  1794,  as 
the  period  of  that  visit  of  his  to  Burns  in  Dumfries,  in  regard  to  which  he  is  so 
mercilessly  sqnabashedhy  John  Wilson.  The  description  which  the  visitor  gives 
of  the  /tale  condition  of  Burns  on  that  occasion,  cannot  possibly  apply  to  the 
period  of  November,  1795,  when,  as  is  perfectly  certain,  ho  was  on  a  sick-bed, 
and  unable  for  a  long  ramble  up  Nithside,  much  le.-ss  to  drink  the  Professor  and 
his  friend  both  blind,  in  their  own  inn,  up  to  three  in  the  morning.  The 
reference  to  the  Fragment  on  Libertij — composed  in  June,  1794 — seems  to  point 
to  that  year ;  and  the  Election  Ballad.i,  recited  by  the  poet  to  Walker,  must  have 
been  the  matchless  Five  Carlines,  and  its  magnificent  companion-ballad  against 
Queensberry,  addressed  to  Graham  of  Fintry, — not  the  squibs,  barely  intelligible 
to  a  non-elector  and  stranger — the  IJeron  Ballads  of  1795-96.] 


LAST  ILLNESS,  AND  DEATH. 
[DUMFRIl;8,  1796.— AGE  -37.] 

Farewell  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye  skies. 

Now  gay  with  the  broad-setting  sun  : 
Farewell  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender  ties — 

My  race  of  existence  is  run  ! 

"  Upwards  of  a  year  before  his  death,  there  was  an  evident  decline  in  our 
poet's  personal  appearance;  and,  though  his  appetite  continued  imimpaired,  he 
was  himself  sensible  that  his  constitution  was  sinking.  Prom  October,  1795, 
to  the  January  following,  an  accidental  complaint  confined  him  to  the  house. 
A  few  days  after  he  began  to  go  abroad,  he  dined  at  a  tavern,  and  returned 
home  about  three  o'clock  In  a  very  cold  morning,  benumbed  and  intoxicated. 
This  was  followed  by  an  attack  of  rheumatism,"  &c. — Dr.  Currie,  1800. 
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Jan.  20. — "  The  health  you  wished  me  iu  your  morning's  card  is,  I  think, 
flown  from  me  for  ever.  I  liavo  not  been  able  to  leave  my  bed  to-day  till  an 
hour  ago." — Note  to  Mrs.  liiJdel. 

Jan.  28. — [Burns  attends  the  Mason  Lodge,  to  recommend  James  Georgeson, 
merchant,  as  an  apprentice.] 

Note  of  tiis  attendance  at  the  Lodge  Meetings  during  his  residence  in  Dumfries. — 
[1791,  Dec.  27;  1792,  Feb.  6,  May  14,  May  31,  June  5,  Nov.  22,  Nov.  30;  1793, 
Nov.  30;  1794,  Nov.  29;  1796,  Jan.  28,  April  14.] 

Jan.  31. — "  These  many  months  you  have  been  two  packets  in  my  debt  What 
sin  of  ignorance  I  have  committed  against  so  highly  valued  a  friend,  I  am  utterly 
at  a  loss  to  guess.  The  Autumn  robbed  me  of  my  only  daughter  and  darling 
child,  and  that  at  a  distance,  too,  and  so  rapidly,  as  to  put  it  out  of  my  power 
to  pay  the  last  duties  to  her.  I  had  scarcely  begun  to  recover  from  that  shock, 
when  I  became  myself  the  victim  of  a  most  severe  rheumatic  fever,  and  long 
the  die  spun  doubtful ;  until,  after  many  weeks  of  a  sick-bed,  it  seems  to  have 
turned  up  life." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

Ehyming  Epistle  to  Colonel  de  Peyster.—(Pa,go  lfl9.  Vol.  II.) 

Feb. — [Letter  to  George  Thomson,  with  song,  "  Hey  for  a  lass  wi'  a  tocher." 
—See  page  79,  Vol.  II.] 

Apuil. — "  Alas !  my  dear  Thomson,  I  fear  it  will  be  long  ere  I  tune  my  lyra 
again.  '  By  Babel  streams  I  have  sat  and  wept '  almost  ever  since  I  wrote  j'ou 
last.  I  have  only  known  existence  by  the  pressure  of  the  heavy  hand  of  sick- 
ness, and  counted  time  by  the  repercussion  of  pain !  Ehoumatism,  cold,  and 
fever,  have  formed  to  me  a  terrible  combination.  I  close  my  eyes  in  misery, 
and  open  them  without  hope.  I  look  on  the  vernal  day,  and  say  with  poor 
Fergusson — 

'  Say,  wherefore  has  an  over-bounteous  Heaven 
Light  to  the  comfortless  and  wretched  given  f ' " 

— Letter  to  T/iomson. 
Election  Ballad  :  Wha  will  buy  my  Troggin  ?— (Page  389,  Vol.  II.) 
SONG:   Oh,  wert  thou  in  the  cauld  blast.— (Puge  125,  Vol.  II.) 
The  Toast:  Fill  me  with  the  rosy  wine.— (Pa.ge  338,  Vol.  IL) 
Epigram:  Talk  not  to  me  of  savages. — (Page  337,  Vol.  II.) 
Song  :  Say,  sages,  what's  the  charm  on  earth. — (Page  338,  Vol.  II.) 

MAY  17. — [Letter  to  Thomson,  enclosing  the  last /wji/ifd  offspring  of  his 
Muse,  "Here's  a  health  to  ane  I  lo'e  dear." — See  page  8o,  Vol.  II.] 

June  4. — Kings  Birth-daii. — "  I  am  in  such  miserable  health  as  to  bo  utterly  in 
capable  of  showing  my  loyalty  in  any  way.  Backed  with  rheumatism,  I  meet 
every  face  with  a  greeting  like  that  of  Balak  to  Falaam :  Come  curse  me,  Jacob! 
and  come  defy  me,  Irsael !  So  say  I :  Come,  curse  me,  that  east  wind !  and  come, 
defy  me,  the  north.  Would  you  have  me  in  such  circumstances  copy  you  out 
a  love-song?  I  may  perhaps  see  you  on  Saturday,  but  I  will  not  be  at  the 
Ball.  Why  should  I  'i — '  Man  delights  not  mo,  nor  woman  neither !  '  Can  you 
supply  me  with  the  song,  '  Let  us  all  bo  unhappy  together !  '  Do  if  you  can, 
and  oblige  lepauvre  miserable. — R.  B." — Note  to  Mrs.  liiddel. 

Dumfries,  June  20. — "  Alas,  dear  Clarke,  I  begin  to  fear  the  worst.  As  to  my 
individual  self,  I  am  tranquil,  and  would  despise  myself  if  I  were  not;  but 
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Burns'  poor  widow,  and  half-a-dozou  of  his  dear  little  ones— helpless  orphans! 
— there,  '  1  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear.'  Enough  of  this! — 'tis  half  of  my 
disease.  If  I  must  go,  I  shall  leave  a  few  friends  hehind  me  whom  I  shall  re- 
gret while  consciousness  remains.  I  know  I  shall  live  in  their  remembrance." 
— Letter  to  James  Clarke. 

Brow,  July  7.— "Alas,  my  friend,  I  fear  the  voice  of  the  bard  will  soon  bo 
heard  among  you  no  more.  For  these  eight  or  ten  months,  I  have  been  ailing, 
sometimes  bedfast,  and  sometimes  not;  but  these  three  months,  I  have  been 
tortured  by  an  excruciating  rheumatism,  which  has  reduced  me  to  nearly  tho 
last  stage.  You  actually  would  not  know  me  if  you  saw  me.  Pale,  emaciated, 
and  so  feeble  as  occasionally  to  need  help  from  my  chair,  my  spirits  fled — 
fled! — but  I  can  no  more  on  this  subject.  Tho  deuce  of  the  matter  is  this: 
when  an  exciseman  is  off  duty,  his  salary  is  reduced  to  £.35,  Instead  of  £.50. 
What  way,  in  the  name  of  thrift,  shall  I  maintain  myself,  and  keep  a  horse  in 
country  quarters,  with  a  wife  and  five  children  at  home,  on  £50?" — Letter  to 
Alexander  Cunningham. 

Brow,  July  12.— "Madam,  I  have  written  you  so  often  without  receiving  any 
answer,  that  I  would  not  trouble  you  again,  but  for  the  circumstances  in  which 
I  am.  An  illness  which  has  hung  about  me,  will,  in  all  probability,  speedily 
send  me  beyond  that  bourne,  whence  no  traveller  returns!  Your  friendship,  with 
which  for  so  many  years  you  honored  me,  was  a  friendship  dearest  to  my  soul. 
Your  conversation,  and  especially  your  correspondence,  were  at  once  highly 
entertaining  and  instructive.  With  what  pleasure  did  I  use  to  break  the  seal ! 
The  remembrance  yet  adds  one  pulse  more  to  my  poor  palpitating  heart. 
Farewell ! !— R.  B." — Letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop. 

Brow,  July  12. — [Letter  to  James  Burness,  Montrose,  requesting  a  loan  of 
£10,  to  meet  the  claim  of  a  haberdasher,  who  had  employed  a  law-agent  to 
recover  from  the  poet  the  price  of  his  Volunteer  suit.] 

Brow,  July  12. — [Letter  to  George  Thomson  to  the  same  effect,  soliciting  a 
loan  of  £5:] — "I  do  not  ask  this  gratuitously;  for,  upon  returning  health  I 
hereby  promise  and  engage  to  furnish  you  with  Five  Pound's  worth  of  the  neatest 
song-genius  you  have  seen.  I  tried  my  hand  on  Hothemurchc  this  morning.  The 
measure  is  so  difficult,  that  it  is  impossible  to  infuse  much  genius  into  the  lines ; 
they  are  on  the  other  side.    Forgive,  forgive  me !  " 

Fairest  maid  on  Devon  Bonis. — (Page  114,  Vol.  II.) 

[Thus,  only  nine  days  before  he  expired,  his  mind  reverts  to  the  cause  of 
estrangement  betwixt  Margaret  Chalmers  and  him : 
"  Could'st  thou  to  malice  lend  au  ear?  oh,  did  not  Love  exclaim,  '  Forbear! '  " 
In  the  head-note  to  this  song,  we  followed  other  authorities  by  giving  Charlotte 
Hamilton  the  credit  of  possessing  his   last  minstrel-thoughts;   but   "Peggy 
Chalmers  "  was  clearly  the  dying  bard's  "  Fairest  maid  on  Devon  Banks.'] 

Brow,  July  14. — "  My  dearest  Love, — I  delayed  writing  until  I  could  tell  you 
what  effect  sea-bathing  was  likely  to  produce.  It  would  bo  injustice  to  deny 
that  it  has  eased  my  pains.  ...  I  will  see  you  on  Snndsby."— Letter  to  Jfrs. 
Burns. 

Dumfries,  July  18.— "Do.  for  Heaven's  sake,  send  Mrs.  Armour  here  im- 
mediately. My  wife  is  hourly  expecting  to  be  put  to  bed.  Good  God !  what  a 
pituation  for  her  to  be  in,  poor  girl,  without  a  friend  !     I  think  and  feel  that  my 
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ttrengtb  is  so  goue,  that  the  disorder  will  prove  fatal  to  me.    Your  son-in-law. 
— R.  B." — Letter  to  James  Armour,  Mauchline. 

Thursday,  July  21. — "Early  in  the  morning,  he  sank  into  delirium;  the 
children  were  brought  to  see  their  parent  for  the  last  time  in  life.  They  stood 
round  the  bed,  while  calmly  and  gradually  he  sank  into  his  last  repose.  His 
last  expression  was  a  muttered  reference  to  the  threatening  letter  he  had  re- 
ceived from  the  clothier's  law-agent." — Information  of  Robert  Burns,  Junior. 

"  And  thus  he  passed,  not  softly,  yet  speedily,  into  that 
still  country,  where  the  hail-storms  and  fire-showers  do 
not  reach,  and  the  heaviest-laden  wayfarer  at  length  lays 
down  his  load." — Carlyle. 


THE  GRAVE  AND  THE  MAUSOLEUM. 

Such  graves  as  his  are  pilgrim  shrinks — shrines  to  no  code  or  crted  confined — 
The  Delphian  vales,  the  Falestines — tlte  Meccas  of  the  mind. — (F.  Halleck.) 

The  spot  of  ground  in  St.  Michael's  Churchyard,  Dumfries,  where  all  that 
was  mortal  of  the  bard  was  deposited,  on  Montlay  the  25th  of  July,  1796,  had 
been  selected  by  himself  in  the  north-east  corner  of  the  cemetery.  In  one  of  his 
published  letters,  we  find  him  using  this  proud  language: — "WTien  I  am  laid 
in  my  grave,  I  wish  to  be  stretched  at  my  full  length,  that  I  maj'  occupy  every 
inch  of  ground  that  I  have  a  right  to ! "  The  bard's  countrymen,  in  their 
generation,  are  not  unlike  the  rest  of  the  human  family  that  are  said  to  "  build 
up  the  tombs  of  those  prophets  whom  their  fathers  had  persecuted  to  death;  " 
and  in  process  of  time  they  conceived  that  Burns  was  entitled  to  occupy  a 
much  larger  space  of  ground  than  he  had  humbly  claimed  as  his  own.  Ac- 
cordingly, in  181.5,  they  erected  the  present  Mausoleum,  upon  a  site  in  the  south- 
east portion  of  the  same  burial-ground, — the  change  of  position  being  requisite 
because  the  poet's  own  corner  was  too  contracted  to  hold  so  bulky  a  structure. 
At  the  solemn  hour  when  night  and  morning  meet,  the  remains  of  the  bard 
and  his  two  boys  (Maxwell  Burns,  a  posthumous  child,  who  lived  two  years  and 
nine  months,  and  Francis  Wallace  Burns,  who  died  in  1800,  aged  fourteen), 
were  carefully  disinterred,  and  placed  in  the  magnificent  habitation  thus 
prepared  for  their  reception.  A  Ponderous  Latin  inscription  was  composed 
with  the  view  of  telling  visitors  that  "Hoc  Mausoleum"  was  built  "in 
oeternum  honorem  Roborti  Burns,  Poetarum  Calodouiw;  "  but  by  the  rarest 
good  fortune,  it  was  never  put  up,  although  some  of  the  poet's  biographers  have 
quoted  the  whole  inscription,  as  "  noted  down  from  the  original," and  Cunning- 
ham laments  that  "  the  merits  of  him  who  wrote  Tarn  o'  Shanter,  and  The 
Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  are  concealed  in  Latin !  " 

No  need  of  "  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay!  " 
"  In  pitying  admiration  he  lies  enshrined  in  all  our  hearts, 
in  a  far  nobler  mausoleum  than  that  one  of  marble.  Love 
and  pity  are  prone  to  magnify;  yet  it  is  not  chiefly  as  a  poet 
but  as  a  man  that  he  interests  and  affects  us.     lie  was  often 
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advised  to  write  a  tragedy  :  time  and  uieaus  were  not  leut 
him  for  this,  but  through  lile  he  enacted  a  tragedy,  and 
one  of  the  deepest.  We  question  whether  the  world  has 
since  witnessed  so  utterly  sad  a  scene — whether  Napoleon 
himself,  left  to  brawl  with  Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  and  perish 
on  his  rock  'amid  the  melancholy  main,'  presented  to  the 
reflecting  mind  such  a  specta(;le  of  pity  and  fear  as  did 
this  intrinsically  nobler,  gentler,  and  perhaps  greater  soul, 
wasting  itself  away  in  a  hopeless  struggle  with  base  eu- 
tanglements  which  coiled  closer  and  closer  round  him, 
till  only  death  opened  him  an  outlet." — Carlyle. 


EXCERPTS  E'ROM  LETTERS  AND  PRIVATE  JOURNALS,   OF  DISTIN- 
GUISHED ADMIRERS  OF  THE  GENIUS  OF  BURNS. 

Sir  Gilbert  Elliot— First  Earl  of  Minto,— writing  from  London  in  1787, 
to  a  relative  at  Miato,  remarked  as  follows :—"  I  have  read  about  half  of  Burns' 
Poems,  and  am  in  the  highest  degree  of  admiration.  I  admire  and  wonder  at 
his  general  knowledge  of  the  human  character — of  the  manners,  merits,  and 
defects,  of  all  ranks,  and  of  many  countries;  the  great  justness,  and  also  tha 
great  liberality  of  his  judgement ;  and— what  is  most  to  be  stared  at— the  un- 
common reanoment  of  his  mind  in  all  his  views  and  opinions,  and  the  uncommon 
refinement  of  his  taste  in  composition.  This,  I  say,  seems  more  wonderful 
than  genius,  because  one  is  apt  to  suppose  genius  is  bot-n,  refinement  is  acquired. 
Now,  granting  his  access  to  good  books,  j'et  consider  the  company  he  has  lived 
in,  and  in  how  much  worse  than  total  solitude  his  mind  has  had  to  work  and 
purify  itself ;  consider  how  severe  labour  blunts  the  edge  of  every  mind, 
and  how  the  discomforts  of  poverty  in  a  Scotch  climate  shall  cripple  genius, 
and  what  a  sedative  it  must  be  to  the  imagination— nay,  how  much  nearer  even 
the  pleasures  of  his  rank  must  lead  to  sottishness  than  to  elegance  and  wit,— and 
then  we  see  what  a  victory  mind  has  over  matter,  and  how,  in  this  prodigy. 
Will  has  dung  Fate!  What  a  pity  that  Hawick  had  not  been  so  celebrated  in- 
stead of  Ayr !  "—Life  and  letters  of  Sir  Gilbert  Elliot,  edited  by  his  grand-neicc.  1874. 

Francis  Jeffrey,  in  a  letter  dated  Edinburgh,  6th  July,  1800,  to  his  friend 
Robert  Morhead,  wrote  as  follows :— "  Burns"  complete  works  are  also  come 
out;  theii/«Ihave  not  yet  read.  It  is,  I  believe,  by  Currie  and  Eosooe. 
Some  of  the  songs  are  enchantingly  beautiful,  and  affect  me  more  than  any 
other  species  of  poetry  whatsoever.  The  facility  and  rapidity  with  which  he 
appears  to  have  composed  them  amaze  me.  Indeed,  his  whole  correspondence 
(although  infected  now  and  then  with  a  silly  affectation  of  sentiment,  and  some 
common-places  of  adulation),  gives  me  a  higher  opinion,  both  of  his  refine- 
ment and  real  modesty  of  character  than  anything  he  had  formerly  published." 
— Life  of  Jefreii,  hu  Lord  Cotkburn,  IS-iL'. 
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Loud  Jefi'REY,  (thirty  years  after  he  penned  the  foregoing)  thus  wrote  from 
Craigcrook,  on  11th  Nov.,  1837,  to  his  friend,  Mr.  Empson : — "  In  the  last  week 
I  have  read  all  Burns'  Life  and  Works,  not  without  many  tears,  for  the  life 
especially.  What  touches  me  most  is  the  pitiable  poverty  in  which  that  gifted 
being  (together  with  his  noble-minded  father)  passed  his  early  days — the  pain- 
ful frugality  to  which  their  innocence  was  doomed,  and  the  thought  that  how 
small  a  share  of  the  useless  luxuries  in  which  xoe  (such  comparatively  poor 
creatures)  indulge,  would  have  sufficed  to  shed  joy  and  cheerfulness  in  their 
dwelling,  and  perhaps  saved  that  glorious  spirit  from  the  trials  and  tempta- 
tions under  which  he  foil  so  prematurely.  Oh,  my  dear  Empson,  there  must 
be  something  terribly  wrong  in  the  present  arrangements  of  the  universe  when 
those  things  can  happen,  and  be  thought  natural.  I  could  lie  down  in  the  dirt 
and  cry  and  grovel  there,  I  think,  for  a  century,  to  save  such  a  soul  as  Bums' 
from  the  suffering  and  the  contamination  and  the  degradation  which  these 
Bame  arrangements  imposed  upon  him ;  and  fancy  that,  if  I  could  but  have 
known  him,  (in  my  present  state  of  wealth  and  influence),  I  might  have  saved 
and  reclaimed  and  preserved  him  even  to  the  present  day.  He  would  not  have 
been  so  old  as  my  brother  judge,  Lord  Glenlee,  oc  Lord  Lynodoch,  or  a  dozen 
others  that  one  meets  daily  in  society.  And  what  a  creature :  not  only  in 
genius,  but  in  nobleness  of  character;  potentially  at  least,  if  right  models  had 
been  put  gently  before  him.  But  we  must  not  dwell  on  it — you  southern  Saxons 
cannot  value  him  rightly,  and  you  miss  half  the  pathos,  and  more  than  half 
the  sweetness.  There  is  no  such  mistake  as  that  your  chief  miss  is  in  the 
humour,  or  the  shrewd  sense.  It  is  far  higher  and  more  delicate  elements  than 
these — God  bless  you!  We  shall  be  up  to  the  whole,  I  trust,  in  another  world. 
When  I  think  on  his  position,  I  have  no  feeling  for  the  ideal  poverty  of  your 
Wordsworth's  or  Coleridge's;  comfortable,  flattered,  very  spoiled,  capricious, 
idle  beings,  fantastically  discontented  because  they  cannot  make  an  easy  tour  to 
Italy  and  buy  casts  and  cameos,— and  what  poor,  peddling,  whining  drivellers 
in  comparison  with  him  !  But  I  will  have  no  uiicharity.  They  too  should  have 
been  richer." — Life  ofJejfrey,  by  Lord  Cockburn.  1852. 


UuGH  MiLLKli,  shortly  before  his  death,  writing  to  Dr.  Guthrie,  declining  a 
kind  invitation  to  meet  the  Duke  of  Argj'Ie,  thus  expressed  himself: — "There 
is  a  feeling — which,  strong  when  I  was  young,  is  now  when  I  am  old,  greatly 
stronger  still — that  I  cannot  overcome,  and  which  has  over  prevented  me  from 
coming  in  contact  with  men  even  far  below  his  Grace's  station.  Our  nobles 
have  their  place  (and  long  may  they  adorn  it),  and  I  have  mine,  with  its  own 
humble  responsibilities  and  duties.  Farther  than  that,  I  know  that  men  in  my 
position,  but  vastly  my  superiors — poor  BuuNS,  for  instance — have  usually  lost 
greatly  more  than  they  have  gained  by  their  approaches  to  the  Great.  You 
will  think  this  very  foolish,  but  it  is  fixed,  and  I  really  cant  help  it."— Dr.  Outh- 
rie's  Memoirs  hy  his  Son.  IHyS. 


The   late  NORMAN    MAOMiOn,  D.D.,  in  reference  to  his  occasional  visits  to 
Balmoral,  by  invitation  of  the  Qucon,  noted  in  his  diary  how  sonii'  "f  thoBo 
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autumnal  evenings  wore  spent.  Not  the  least  intoresling  glimpse  of  Balmoral 
life  is  that  which  shows  Her  Majesty  sitting  at  her  spinning  wheel,  tete  a  tele 
with  the  genial  Scotch  parson,  and  listening  intently  while  ho  read  to  her  from 
Burns'  poems,  such  pieces  as  "  Tarn  o'  Shantor,"  and  "  A  man's  a  man  for  a 
that."  Dr.  Macleod  records  that  this  latter  was  declared  by  the  Queen  to  bo  hor 
"favourite"  among  Burns'  productions." — Memoirs  of  Dr.  Macleod.  187G. 


Louis  Kossdth,  the  exiled  Magyar  patriot,  spent  a  night  in  Ayr  during  his 
lecturing  tour  through  the  United  Kingdom.  The  classic  town  had  a  peculiar 
interest  to  him ;  but  the  great  centre  of  attraction  was  the  "  auld  clay  biggin" 
through  whose  creaking  rafters,  more  than  a  century  ago  "a  blast  o'  Janwar 
win'  blew  hansel  in  on  llobin." 

On  being  requested  to  insert  his  name  in  the  Visitor's  Book,  he  pondered  a 
little,  and  seizing  the  pen,  recorded  this  beautifully  appropriate  inscription : — 

"LOUIS  KOSSUTH  In  Exile, 
To  KOBERT  BURNS  IN  IMMORTALITY. 

'  The  man  of  independent  mind  is  King  o'  men  for  a'  that.' " 


AMERICAN  INDEPENDENCE  DAY,  1870. 

In  prophetic  reference  to  this  Grand  Centenary  Jubilee,  Burns  on  8th  No- 
vember, 1788,  during  his  residence  at  Ellisland,  penned  and  forwarded  to  the 
Editor  of  The  Star,  a  maguiQccnt  letter,  from  which  the  following  is  ex- 
tracted : — 

"  I  went  last  Wednesday  to  my  Parish  Church,  most  cordially  to  join  in 
grateful  acknowledgement  to  the  Author  of  all  Good  for  the  consequent 
blessings  of  the  glorious  Revolution  of  1688. 

Who  would  believe,  sir,  in  this  our  Augustan  age  of  liberality  and  refine- 
ment, that  a  certain  people  under  our  national  protection  should  complain,  not 
against  our  monarch  and  a  few  favourite  advisers,  but  against  our  WHOL" 
LEGISLATIVE  BODY,  for  similar  oppression,  and  almost  in  the  very  same 
terms,  as  our  forefathers  did  of  the  House  of  Stuart !  I  will  not,  I  cannot  enter 
into  the  merits  of  the  cause;  but  I  dars  say  the  American  Congress  of  1776 
will  be  allowed  to  have  been  as  able  and  enlightened  as  the  English  Convention 
was  in  1688;  and  that  their  posterity  will  Celebrate  the  Centenary  of  their 
deliverance  from  us,  as  duly  and  sincerely  as  we  do  our  own  from  the  oppres- 
sive measures  of  the  wrong-headed  House  of  Stuait." 
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THE  Simple  Bard,  unbroke  by  rules  of  Art, 
He  pours  the  wild  effusions  of  the  heart: 
And  if  inspir'd,  'tis  Nature's  pow'rs  inspire  ; 
Her's  all  the  melting  thrill,  and  her's  the  kindling  fire. 

A  N  o  N  V  M  o  L'  s. 
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THE  POET'S  PREFACE  (178C.) 

[Burns,  in  the  course  of  his  authorfihip,  committed  himself  to  only  one  prose 
Preface,  and  one  prciBO  Dcdkalion.  The  latter  will  bo  found  at  page  135,  Vol.  I. 
It  has  been  described  by  a  voluminous  critic  and  professed  eulogist  of  the  poet, 
as  "a  more  ambitious  performance  than  the  original  Kilmarnock  Preface; 
conceived  in  an  entirely  different  style,  and  expressed  with  studied  emphasis 
and  formality."  He  farther  says,  that  "one  can  hardly  help  surmising  that 
the  author  had  some  slight  misgivings  as  to  the  genuineness,  or  at  least  the 
dUjnitii  of  that  dedication  to  his  patrons  in  the  metropolis."  Now,  we  must  own 
that,  in  common  with  the  vulgar  herd  of  Burns'  admirers,  we  had  always 
reckoned  this  Dedication  to  the  Caledonian  Hunt  as  next  to  perfection  Itself,  both 
in  style  of  composition  and  in  dignity  of  sentiment.  We  must  learn,  therefore, 
to  be  less  rash  in  being  pleased  for  the  future. 

Burns,  we  are  bound  to  confess,  pleases  us  still  better  in  his  versified  dedica- 
tions :  he  has  two  of  them, — that  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  at  page  98  (O,  how  rich 
it  is  !)  and  that  other,  contained  in  the  opening  twenty-four  lines  of  The  Brigs 
of  Ayr. — page  M'o, — which  certainly  heats  his  prose  hollow.  His  Preface  (here 
subjoined)  is  no  mean  production,  although  he  did  withdraw  it  in  favour  of 
the  prose  dedication;  and  it  has  barely  got  justice  from  the  poet's  editors,  from 
Ourrie  down  to  (but  excluding)  Waddcll,  who  alone  has  printed  it  correctly — 
always,  of  course,  excei^tiug  ourselves;  for  ovec  facsimile  i-eprint  was  pro- 
duced in  1SG7.  A  copy  of  the  Kilmarnock  edition  was  so  rare,  even  at  the 
time  of  the  poet's  death,  that  Dr.  CuiTie  could  not  procure  one  to  print  the 
preface  from,  so  he  applied  to  Gilbert  Burns  for  a  copy  of  the  preface,  which, 
in  transcribing,  Gilbert  ventured  to  amend,  but  did  it  no  good,  except  correct- 
ing the  spelling  of  the  Greek  poet's  name,  Theocritus.  In  the  second  sentence, 
he  unnecessarily  introduced  before  the  words,  "  in  their  original  languages," 
the  expression  "at  least,"  and  dropped  the  plural  s  in  "languages,"  to  the  de- 
triment of  the  poet's  grammar.  In  the  closing  paragraph,  the  author  uses  the 
expressiou,  "  he  is  indebted  to  Benevolence,"  and  this  was  apparently  deemed 
tcantins  in  dignitij,  for  it  was  altered  thus — "he  oioes  to  Benevolence!  "  In  the 
third  paragraph  of  the  preface,  we  are  reminded  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's 
observation  that,  "having  twenty  times  the  abilities  of  Allan  Bamsay  and  of 
FergusBon,  ho  talked  of  them  with  too  much  humility  as  his  models."] 

The  following  trifles  are  not  the  production  of  the  Poet,  who,  with  all  the 
advantages  of  learned  art,  and  perhaps  amid  the  elegancies  and  idlenesses  of 
upper  life,  looks  down  for  a  rural  theme,  with  an  eye  to  Theocrites  or  Virgil. 
To  the  Author  of  this,  these  and  other  celebrated  names  their  countrymen  are, 
in  their  original  languages,  'A  fountain  shut  up,  and  a  'book  sealed.'  Un- 
acquainted with  the  necessary  requisites  for  commencing  Poet  by  rule,  he  sings 
the  sentiments  and  manners,  he  felt  and  saw  in  himself  and  his  rustic  compeers 
around  him,  in  his  and  their  native  language.  Though  a  Ehymer  from  his 
earliest  years,  at  least  from  the  earliest  impulses  of  the  softer  passions,  it  was 
not  till  very  lately,  that  the  applause,  perhaps  the  partiality,  of  Friendship, 
wakened  his  vanity  so  far  as  to  make  him  think  any  thing  of  his  was  worth 
showing;  and  none  of  the  following  works  were  ever  composed  with  a  view 
to  the  press.  To  amuse  himself  with  the  little  creations  of  his  own  fancy, 
amid  the  toil  and  fatigues  of  a  laborious  life  ;  to  transcribe  the  various  feelings, 
the  loves,  the  griefs,  the  hopes,  the  fears,  in  his  own  breast;  to  find  some  kind 
of  counterpoise  to  the  struggles  of  a  world,  always  an  alien  scene,  a  task  uncouth 
to  the  poetical  mind ;  these  were  his  motives  for  courting  the  Muses,  and  in 
these  he  found  Poetry  to  be  it's  own  reward. 

Now  that  he  appears  in  the  public  character  of  an  Author,  he  does  it  with 
fear  and  trembling.  So  dear  is  fame  to  the  rhyming  tribe,  that  even  he,  an 
obscure,  nameless  Bard,  shrinks  aghast,  at  the  thought  of  being  branded  as 


'  An  Impertinent  blockhead,  obtruding  his  nonsense  on  the  world ;  and  because 
he  can  make  a  shift  to  jingle  a  few  doggerel,  Scotch  rhymes  together,  looks 
upon  himself  as  a  Poet  of  no  small  consequence  forsooth.' 

It  is  an  observation  of  that  celebrated  Poet,  *  whose  divine  Elegies  do  honor 
to  our  language,  our  nation,  and  our  species,  that  '  Humility  has  depressed  many 
a  genius  to  a  hermit,  but  never  raised  one  to  fame.'  If  any  Critic  catches  at  the 
word  genius,  the  Author  tells  him,  once  for  all,  that  he  certainly  looks  upon 
himself  as  possest  of  some  poetic  abilities,  otherwise  his  publishing  In  the 
manner  he  has  done,  would  be  a  manoeuvre  below  the  worst  character,  which, 
he  hopes,  his  worst  enemy  wll  ever  give  him :  but  to  the  genius  of  a  Bamsay, 
or  the  glorious  dawnings  of  the  poor,  unfortunate  Ferguson,  he,  with  equal  un 
affected  sincerity,  declares,  that,  even  in  his  highest  puise  of  vanity,  he  has  not 
the  most  distant  pretensions.  These  two  justly  admired  Scotch  Poets  he  has 
often  had  in  his  eye  in  the  following  pieces ;  but  rather  with  a  view  to  kindle 
at  their  flame,  than  for  servile  imitation. 

To  his  Subscribers,  the  Author  returns  his  most  sincere  thanks.  Not  the 
mercenary  bow  over  a  counter,  but  the  heart- throbbing  gratitute  of  the  Bard, 
conscious  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  Benevolence  and  Friendship,  for 
gratifying  him,  if  he  deserves  it,  in  that  dearest  wish  of  every  poetic  bosom — 
to  be  distinguished.  He  begs  his  readers,  particularly  the  Learned  and  the 
Polite,  who  may  honor  him  with  a  perusal,  that  they  will  make  every  allowance 
for  Education  and  Circumstances  of  Life :  but,  if  after  a  fair,  candid,  and 
impartial  criticism,  he  shall  stand  convicted  of  Dulness  and  Nonsense,  let  him 
be  done  by,  as  ho  would  in  that  case  do  by  others — let  him  be  condemned, 
without  mercy,  to  contempt  and  oblivion. 

*  Shenstone. 


THE   TWA   DOGS. 


[The  first  notice  we  have  of  this  admired  poem  is  in  one  of  the  Bard's  letters, 
dated  17th  February,  178(5,  addressed  to  his  Maucldine  friend  John  Eichmond, 
then  in  Edinburgh.  After  mentioning  "  The  Ordination,"  "  Scotch  Drinlc," 
"The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,"  and  '-An  Address  to  the  Deil,"  as  having  been 
newlj'  composed,  he  adds: — "  I  have  likewise  completed  my  poem  on  TJic  Dogs, 
but  have  not  shown  it  to  the  world."  This  was  but  a  few  weeks  before  sending 
out  his  printed  proposals  for  publishing ;  and  we  are  told  that  this  poem  was 
placed  the  first  in  his  volume  by  request  of  Wilson  the  printer,  who  suggested 
the  propriety  of  placing  one  of  his  more  important  pieces  at  the  beginning.  This 
accords  with  Gilbert  Burns'  information,  that  the  tale  of  the  Tu-a  Dogs  was  com- 
posed after  the  resolution  of  publishing  was  almost  formed.  Robert's  favourite 
dog,  Luath,  had  been  killed  by  the  wanton  cruelty  of  some  person,  the  night 
beforeliis  father's  death,  and  the  Poet  resolved  to  introduce  into  his  book  some 
composition  which  would  testify  his  regard  for  the  memory  of  his  quadruped 
friend.] 

'TwAs  iu  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle, 
That  bears  the  name  o'  auld  kmg  COIL, 
Upon  a  bonie  day  in  June, 
When  wearing  thro'  the  afternoon, 
Twa  Dogs,  that  were  na  thrang  at  hame. 
Forgather' d  ance  upon  a  time. 

The  first  I'll  name,  they  ca'd  him  Cccsar, 
Was  keepet  for  His  Honor's  plea.sure ; 
His  hair,  his  size,  his  mouth,  his  lugs, 
Shew'd  he  was  nane  o'  Scotland's  dogs, 
]^ut  whalpet  some  place  far  abroad, 
Where  sailors  gang  to  fish  for  Cod. 

His  locked,  letter'd,  ])raw  brass-collar 
Shew'd  him  the  gentleman  an'  scholar; 
But  tho'  he  was  o'  high  degree, 
The  fient  a  pride  na  pride  had  he, 
But  wad  hae  spent  an  hour  caressan, 
Ev'n  wi'  a  Tiukler-gipsey's  messan: 
At  Kirk  or  Market,  Mill  or  Smiddie, 
Nae  tawted  tyke,  tho'  e'er  sae  duddie, 
k  A 
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But  he  wad  stan't  as  glad  to  see  him, 
An'  stroan't  on  stanes  an'  hillocks  wi'  hiin. 

The  tither  was  Vi  plourjhnan' s  collie, 
A  rhyming,  ranting,  raving  billie, 
Wha  for  his  friend  an'  comrade  had  him, 
And  in  his  freaks  had  Limth  ca'd  him, 
After  some  dog  in  *  Highland  sang, 
Was  made  lang  syne,  lord  knows  how  lang. 

He  was  a  gash  an'  faithfu'  tijke, 
As  ever  lap  a  sheugh  or  dyke. 
His  honest,  sonsie,  baws'nt  face. 
Ay  gat  him  friends  in  ilka  place ; 
His  breast  was  white,  his  towzie  back, 
Weel  clad  wi'  coat  o'  glossy  black ; 
His  gawsie  tail,  wi'  upward  curl, 
Hung  owre  his  hurdles  wi'  a  swirl. 

Nae  doubt  but  they  were  fain  o'  ither. 
An'  unco  pack  an'  thick  thegither ; 
Wi'  social  nose  whyles  snuffd  an'  snowket ; 
Whyles  mice  and  modewurks  they  howket ; 
Whyles  scour'd  awa  in  lang  excursion, 
An'  worry'd  ither  in  diversion ; 
Till  tir'd  at  last  wi'  mouy  a  farce. 
They  set  them  down  upon  their  arse,| 
An'  there  began  a  lang  digression 
About  the  lords  o'  tlie  creation. 

CJESAR. 

I've  aften  wonder'd,  honest  Luath, 
What  sort  o'  life  poor  dogs  like  you  have ; 
An'  when  the  genirifs  life  I  saw, 
What  way  j^oor  bodies  liv'd  ava. 

Our  Laird  gets  in  his  racked  rents. 
His  coals,  his  kane,  an'  a'  his  stents : 
He  rises  when  he  likes  himsel ; 
His  llunkics  answer  at  the  bell ; 

•  Cuclmllin's  dog  in  Ossian's  Fingal.— (E.  B.    178G.) 

t  Altered,  in  1794,  to— 

"  Until  wi'  daflln  weary  grown, 
Upon  a  knowe  they  sat  them  down." 
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He  ca's  bis  coach ;  he  ca's  his  horse ; 
He  draws  a  bonie,  sillien  purse 
As  king's  my  tail,  wliare  thro'  the  steeks, 
The  yellow  letter'd  Geoi-die  kecks. 

Frae  morn  to  eeu  it's  nought  but  toiling, 
At  baking,  roasting,  frying,  boiling ; 
An'  tho'  the  gentry  first  are  steghan. 
Yet  ev'n  the  hd  folk  fill  their  peghan 
Wi'  sauce,  ragouts,  an'  sic  like  trashtrie, 
That's  little  short  o'  downright  wastrie. 
Our  Whipper-in^  wee,  l)lastet  wonner, 
Poor,  worthless  elf,  it  eats  a  dinner, 
Better  than  ony  Tenant-man 
His  Honor  has  in  a'  the  Ian' : 
An'  what  poor  Cot-folk  pit  their  painch  in, 
I  own  it's  past  my  comprehension, 

LUATn. 

Trowth,  Csesar,  whyles  their  fasli't  enough ; 
A  Cotter  howkan  in  a  sheugh, 
Wi'  dirty  stanes  biggan  a  dyke, 
Bairan  a  quarry,  an'  sic  like, 
Himscl,  a  wife,  he  thus  sustains, 
A  smytrie  o'  wee,  duddie  weans. 
An'  nought  but  his  hau'-daurk,  to  keep 
Them  right  an'  tight  in  thack  an'  raep. 

An'  when  they  meet  wi'  sair  disasters. 
Like  loss  o'  health  or  want  o'  masters. 
Ye  maist  wad  think,  a  wee  touch  langer, 
An'  they  maun  starve  o'  cauld  and  hunger : 
But  how  it  comes,  I  never  kent  yet. 
They're  maistly  wonderfu'  contented  ; 
An'  buirdly  chiels,  and  clever  hizzies, 
Are  bred  in  sic  a  way  as  this  is. 

CiESAR. 

But  then,  to  see  how  ye're  negleket, 
How  huff'd,  an'  cuff'd,  an'  disrespeket ! 
L — d  man,  our  gentry  care  as  little 
For  delvers^  ditchers^  au'  sic  cattle ; 


(  ^  ) 

They  gang  as  saucy  by  poor  folk, 
As  I  wad  by  a  stinkan  brock. 

I've  notic'd,  ou  our  Laird's  court-day. 
An'  mony  a  time  my  heart's  been  wae, 
Poor  tenant  bodies,  scant  o'  cash, 
How  they  maun  thole  o.  factor  s  snash  ; 
He'll  stamp  an'  threaten,  curse  an'  swear, 
He'll  apprehend  them,  j^oind  their  gear  ; 
While  they  maun  stan',  wi'  aspect  humble, 
An'  hear  it  a',  an'  fear  an'  tremble ! 

I  see  how  folk  live  that  hae  riches ; 
But  surely  poor-folk  maun  be  wretches ! 

LUATH. 

They're  no  sae  wretched's  ane  wad  think ; 
Tho'  constantly  on  poortith's  brink, 
They're  sae  accustom' d  wi'  the  sight, 
The  view  o't  gies  them  little  fright. 

Then  chance  and  fortune  are  sae  guided, 
They're  ay  in  less  or  mair  provided ; 
An'  tho'  fatigu'd  wi'  close  employment, 
A  blink  o'  rest's  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

The  dearest  comfort  o'  their  lives. 
Their  grushie  weans  an'  faithfu'  wives ; 
The  prattling  things  are  just  their  pride. 
That  sweetens  a'  their  fire  side. 

An'  whyles  twalpennie-worth  o'  nappi/ 
Can  mak  the  bodies  unco  happy  ; 
They  lay  aside  their  private  cares, 
To  mind  the  Kirk  and  State  affairs ; 
They'll  talk  o'  patronage  an'  priests, 
Wi'  kindling  fury  i'  their  breasts. 
Or  tell  what  new  taxation's  comin. 
An'  ferlie  at  the  folk  in  LON'ON. 

As  blcak-fac'd  TIallowmass  returns, 
Tliey  get  the  jovial,  rantan  Kirns, 
When  rural  life,  of  ev'ry  station, 
Unite  in  common  recreation  ; 
Love  blinks,  Wit  slaps,  an'  social  Mirth 
Forgets  there's  care  upo'  the  earth. 


(  ^  ) 

That  merry  day  the  year  begins, 
They  bar  the  door  on  frosty  win's ; 
The  nappy  reeks  wi'  mantUng  ream, 
An'  sheds'  a  heart-inspiring  steam  ; 
The  luntan  pipe,  an'  suceshiu  mill, 
Are  handed  ronnd  wi'  riglit  guid  will ; 
The  cantie,  anld  folks,  crackan  crouse. 
The  young  aues  rantan  thro'  the  house — 
]My  heart  has  been  sae  fain  to  see  them. 
That  I  for  joy  hae  barket  wi'  them. 

Still  it's  owre  true  that  ye  hae  said, 
Sic  game  is  now  owre  aften  play'd ; 
There's  monie  a  creditable  stock 
0'  decent,  honest,  fawsont  folk, 
Are  riven  out  baith  root  an'  branch, 
Some  rascal's  pridefu'  greed  to  quench, 
Wha  thinks  to  knit  himsel  the  faster 
In  favor  wi'  some  gentle  Master^ 
Wha  aiblins  thrang  a  j)arUamentw, 
For  Britain's  guid  his  saul  indentin — 

C^SAR. 

Haith  lad  ye  little  ken  aljout  it ; 

For  Britain's  guid!  guid  faith  !   1  doubt  it. 

Say  rather,  gaun  as  PREMIERS  lead  him. 

An'  saying  aye  or  no's  they  bid  him : 

At  Operas  an'  Plays  parading. 

Mortgaging,  gambling,  masquerading : 

Or  maybe,  in  a  frolic  daft. 

To  HAGUE  or  CALAIS  takes  a  waft. 

To  make  a  tour  an'  tak  a  whirl. 

To  learn  ban  ton  an'  see  the  worl'. 

There,  at  VIENNA  or  VERSAILLES, 
He  rives  his  father's  auld  entails  ; 
Or  by  MADRID  he  takes  the  rout. 
To  thrum  guittars  an'  fecht  wi'  nowt ; 
Or  down  Italian  Vista  startles, 
Wh — re-hunting  amang  groves  o'  myrtles  : 
Then  bowses  drumlie  German-icater, 
To  mak  himsel  look  fair  and  fatter, 


(  <3  ) 

An'  purge  the  bitter  ga's  an'  cankers, 
O'  curst  Venetian  b — res  an'  ch — ncres.* 
Foi-  Britain's  guid!  for  her  destruction  ! 
Wi'  dissipation,  feud,  an'  faction ! 

LUATII. 

Hech  man  !  dear  sirs  !  is  that  the  gate. 
They  waste  sae  mony  a  braw  estate ! 
Are  we  sae  foughten  and  harass'd 
For  gear  to  gang  that  gate  at  last ! 

O  would  they  stay  aback  frae  courts, 
An'  please  themsels  wi'  countra  sports, 
It  wad  for  ev'ry  ane  be  better. 
The  Laird.,  the  Tenant.,  an'  the  Cotter  t 
For  thae  frank,  rantan,  ramblan  billies, 
Fient  haet  o'  them's  ill  hearted  fellows ; 
Except  for  breakin  o'  their  timmer. 
Or  speakin  lightly  o'  their  Limmcry 
Or  shootin  of  a  hare  or  moorcock. 
The  ne'er-a-bit  they're  ill  to  poor  folk. 

But  will  ye  tell  me,  master  Cwsar, 
Sure  great  folk's  life's  a  life  o'  pleasure? 
Nae  cauld  nor  hunger  e'er  can  steer  them. 
The  vera  thought  o't  need  na  fear  them. 

C^SAR. 

L — d  man,  were  ye  but  whyles  where  I  am, 
The  gentles  ye  wad  ne'er  envy  them  ! 

It's  true,  they  need  na  starve  or  sweat. 
Thro'  Winters  cauld,  or  Summer's  heat ; 
They've  nae  sair-wark  to  craze  their  banes. 
An'  fill  anld-age  wi'  gri})s  an'  granes ; 
But  hmnan-hodies  are  sic  fools, 
For  a'  their  coUedges  an'  schools, 
That  when  nae  real  ills  perplex  them, 
They  mak  enow  themsels  to  vex  them ; 
An'  ay  the  less  they  hae  to  sturt  them. 
In  like  proportion,  less  will  hurt  them. 

•  Altered,  in  1787,  to— 

"  And  clear  the  cousequontial  sorrows, 
Love-gifts  of  Carnival  SlgnioraB." 


(     7     ) 

A  couutry  fellow  at  the  i)leu<^li, 
His  acre's  till'd,  lie's  right  eneugU  ; 
A  country  girl  at  her  wheel, 
Her  dizzen's  done,  she's  unco  weel ; 
But  Gentlemen,  an'  Ladies  warst, 
Wi'  ev'n  down  ivant  d  ivark  are  curst. 
They  loiter,  lounging,  lank  an'  lazy ; 
Tho'  deil-haet  ails  tliem,  yet  uneasy ; 
Their  days,  insipid,  dull  an'  tasteless, 
Their  nights,  unquiet,  king  an'  restless. 

An'  ev'n  their  sports,  their  balls  an*  races, 
Their  galloping  thro'  public  places, 
There's  sic  parade,  sic  pomp  an'  art. 
The  joy  can  scarcely  reach  the  heart. 

The  Men  cast  out  in  party-matches. 
Then  sowther  a'  in  deep  debauches. 
Ae  night,  they're  mad  wi'  drink  an'  wh — ring, 
Niest  day  their  life  is  past  enduring. 

The  Ladies  arm-in-arm  in  clusters, 
As  great  an'  gracious  a'  as  sisters ; 
But  hear  their  absent  thoughts  o'  ither 
They're  a'  run  deils  an'  jads  thegither. 
Whyles,  owre  the  wee  bit  cup  an'  platie, 
They  sip  the  scandal-potion  pretty ; 
Or  lee-lang  nights,  wi'  crabbet  leaks, 
Pore  owre  the  devil's  pictiu'd  beuks  ; 
Stake  on  a  chance  a  farmer's  stackyard. 
An'  cheat  like  ony  imhancjd  blackguard. 

There's  some  exceptions,  man  an'  woman ; 
But  this  is  Gentry's  life  in  common. 

By  this,  the  sun  was  out  o'  sight. 
An'  darker  gloamin  brought  the  night : 
The  bum-clock  humm'd  wi'  lazy  drone, 
The  kye  stood  rowtan  i'  the  loan  ; 
When  up  they  gat  an'  shook  their  lugs, 
Rejoic'd  they  were  na  men  but  dogs; 
An'  each  took  oft'  his  several  way, 
Resolv'd  to  meet  some  ither  day. 


(     8     ) 


SCOTCH  DRINK. 

(lie  him  stronn  Driuk  until  he  icink. 

That's  sinkiwj  in  clcspair; 
An  liquoi-  (juid  to  fire  his  bluiJ, 

TViat'sprest  wi  grief  an'  care: 
There  let  him  boiose  an  deep  carouse, 

]Vi'  bumpers  fiowinf/  o'er, 
Till  he  forgets  his  loves  or  debts, 

An'  minds  his  griefs  no  more. 

SOLOilO^J'S  PaOVERBS,  XXXi.  6,  7. 

[It  has  been  pointed  out  by  former  editors  that  this  poem  must  have  been  com- 
posed on  the  model  of  Kobert  Fergusson's  "  Caller  Water,''  but  the  resemblance 
consists  only  in  the  measure  being  the  same,  and  in  the  one  celebrating 
aqna-ritx.  while  the  other  cries  up  aqiia-fontis.  That  our  poet  had  read  the 
Poems  of  Fergusson  before  '•Scotch  Drink"  was  composed  at  the  close  of 
the  year  ITSS.  we  know  from  his  autobiography,  in  which  he  says,  referring  to 
his  unlucky  winter  of  17S1-S2  in  the  town  of  Irvine,  "KhjTne  I  had  given  up; 
but  meeting  with  Fergusson's  Scottish  Poems,  I  strung  anew  my  wildly-souniling 
lyre  with  emulating  vigour :  "  yet  it  is  curious  to  observe  in  part  of  the  same 
letter  referred  to  in  our  head-note  to  the  Twa  Dogs,  that  in  Febniarj',  1786, 
Burns  did  not  possess  a  copy  of  Fergusson's  Poems,  which  he  requests  his 
friend  in  Edinburgh  to  procure  for  him,  and  despatch  by  the  Mauchline  Carrier.] 

Let  other  Poets  raise  a  fracas 

'Bout  vines,  an'  ■wines,  an'  druken  Bacchus, 

An'  crabbed  names  an'  stones  wrack  us, 

An'  grate  our  ln<r, 
I  sing  the  juice  Scotch  bear  can  mak  us, 

In  glass  or  jug. 

0  thou,  my  3Iuse  !  guid,  auld  Scotch  Drink  ! 
"Whetlier  thro'  wimplin  worms  thou  jink. 
Or,  richly  brown,  ream  owre  the  lirink, 

In  glorious  faem. 
Inspire  me,  till  I  lisp  an'  winl\ 

To  sing  thy  name ! 

Let  liusky  Wheat  the  hanghs  adorn. 
And  Aits  sot  up  their  awnie  horn, 
An'  Pease  an'  Beans,  at  e'en  or  morn. 

Perfume  the  plain, 
Leeze  me  on  thee  John  Barleycorn,, 

Thou  king  o'  grain  ! 

On  thee  aft  Scotland  chows  her  cood. 
In  souple  scones,  the  wale  o'  food  ! 


(  ^  ) 

Or  fuiiil)liiig  iu  the  boiling-  flood 

^XV  Icail  au'  beef ; 

But  wlieu  thou  pours  tliy  strong  heart's  Mood, 
Tiiere  thou  shines  chief. 

Food  fills  the  wame,  an'  keeps  us  livin  ; 
Tho'  life's  a  gift  no  worth  receivin, 
AVhen  hcavy-dragg'd  wi'  pine  an'  grievin ; 

But  oil'd  by  thee, 
The  wheels  o'  life  gae  down-hill,  scrievin, 

Wi'  rattlin  glee. 

Thou  clears  the  head  o'  doited  Lear  ; 
Thou  chears  the  heart  o'  drooping  Care  ; 
Thou  strings  the  nerves  o'  Labor-sair, 

At's  weary  toil ; 
Thou  ev'n  brightens  dark  Despair, 

Wi'  gloomy  smile. 

Aft,  clad  in  massy,  siller  weed, 
Wi'  Gentles  thou  erects  thy  head  ; 
Yet  humbly  kind,  iu  time  o'  need. 

The  2'>oor  mmis  wine  ; 
His  wee  drap  pirratcli,*  or  his  bread, 

Thou  kitchens  fine. 

Thou  art  the  life  o'  pul>lic  haunts  ; 
But  thee,  what  were  our  fairs  and  rants  ? 
Ev'n  godly  meetings  o'  the  saunts. 

By  thee  iuspir'd, 
When  gaping  they  besiege  the  tents^ 

Are  doubly  fir'd. 

That  merry  night  we  get  the  corn  in, 
O  sweetly,  then,  thou  reams  the  horn  in ! 
Or  reekan  on  a  Neic-ycar-mornin 

In  cog  or  bicker, 
An'  just  a  wee  drap  sp  ritual  hum  iu. 

An'  gusty  sucker ! 

*  Corrected  to  "  parritch  "  in  17S7. 


(     10     ) 

When  Yulcan  gies  Lis  bellys  *  breath, 
Au'  Plougliraen  gather  wi'  their  graith, 
O  rare !  to  see  thee  fizz  an'  freath 

1'  the  higget  caup  ! 
Then  Burnewin  comes  on  lilve  Death 

At  ev'ry  chap.f 

Nae  mercy,  then,  for  airn  or  steel ; 
The  brawnie,  banie,  ploughman-chiel 
Brings  hard  owrehip,  wi'  sturdy  wheel, 

The  strong  forehamraer, 
Till  block  an'  studdie  ring  an'  reel 

Wi'  dinsome  clamour. 

When  skirlin  weanies  see  the  light, 
Thon  maks  the  gossips  clatter  bright, 
How  fumbling  coofs  their  dearies  slight, 

Wae  worth  them  for't ! 
While  healths  gae  round  to  him  wha,  tight^ 

Gies  famous  sport.:}: 

When  neebors  anger  at  a  plea. 
An'  just  as  wud  as  wud  can  be, 
How  easy  can  the  harleij-hrie 

Cement  the  quarrel ! 
It's  aye  the  cheapest  Lawyer's  fee 

To  taste  the  barrel. 

Alake  !  that  e'er  my  Muse  has  reason, 
To  wyte  her  countrymen  wi'  treason  ! 
l]ut  monie  daily  weet  their  weason 

Wi'  liquors  nice. 
An'  hardly,  in  a  winter  season, 

E'er  spier  her  price. 

Wae  worth  that  Brandy^  burnan  trash  ! 
Fell  source  o'  monie  a  pain  an'  brash  ! 


♦  Corrected  to  "bellows"  iu  1787.  t  Altered  to  "ehaup"  in  1787. 

t  Altered,  In  1787,  to— 

"  Wae  worth  the  name ! 
Nae  Howdie  gets  a  social  night. 

Or  plack  frae  thera." 


(  n  ) 

Twins  raoiiie  a  poor,  doylt,  drnken  hash 
O'  half  his  days  ; 

Au'  sends,  beside,  aidd  ScotlamTs  cash 
To  her  warst  faes. 

Ye  Scots  wha  wish  auld  Scotland  well, 
Ye  chief,  to  you  my  tale  J  tell, 
Poor,  plackless  devils  like  mysel. 

It  sets  you  ill, 
Wi'  bitter,  dearthfu'  wines  to  raell. 

Or  foreign  gill. 

May  Gravels  round  his  blather  wrench, 
An'  Gouts  torment  him,  inch  by  inch, 
Wha  twists  his  gruntle  wi'  a  glunch 

0'  sour  disdain. 
Out  owre  a  glass  o'  WhisJcy-pimch 

Wi'  honest  men  ! 

O  Whisky  !  soul  o'  plays  an'  pranks  ! 
Accept  a  Bardie's  gratefu'  *  thanks  ! 
When  wanting  thee,  what  tuneless  cranks 
Are  my  poor  Verses  ! 
Thou  comes — they  rattle  i'  their  ranks 
At  ither's  arses  ! 

Thee  Feriniosh  !  0  sadly  lost ! 
Scotland  lament  frae  coast  to  coast ! 
Now  colic-grips,  an'  barkin  hoast. 

May  kill  us  a' ; 
For  loyal  Forbes'  Charter'' d  hoast 

Is  ta'en  awa ! 

Thae  curst  horse-leeches  o'  th'  Excise, 
Wha  mak  the  Whisky  stells  their  prize  ! 
Hand  up  thy  han'  Deil !  ance,  twice,  thi-ice  ! 
There,  sieze  the  blinkers  ! 
An'  bake  them  up  in  brunstane  pies 

For  poor  d — n'd  Drinkers. 

*  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "hiunble.'' 


(  1-^  ) 

Fortune^  if  thou'll  but  gie  me  still 
Hale  breaks,  a  scone,  au'  lohishj  gill, 
An'  rowth  o'  i-Iipne  to  rave  at  will, 

Tak  a'  the  rest. 
An'  deal't  about  as  thy  blind  skill 

Directs  tbee  best. 


THE  AUTHOR'S  EARNEST  CRY  AND  PRAYER,* 

TO    THE    RIGHT    HONORABLE    AND    HONORABLE,    THE 

SCOTCH    REPRESENTATIVES    IN    THE 

HOUSE  OF  COMMONS. 


Dearest  of  Distillation !  hist  and  best.' 

■ How  art  thou  lost ! 

Parody  on  Miltox, 

[The  subject  of  Scotch  Drink  is  here  resumed  in  the  same  favourite  measure 
and  with  even  more  poetic  0re  than  its  precursor.  The  opening  words  of  this 
poem  have  given  rise  to  some  discussion,  no  former  editor  having  ventured  or 
deemed  it  necessary  to  point  out  why  the  poet  addresses  Irish  Lords  as  among 
the  "  Scotch  Representatives  in  the  House  of  Commons."  We  will  now  attempt 
an  explanation  of  this.  On  referring  to  the  Almanacks  of  that  period  we  find  the 
names  of  several  Irish  Peers  on  the  list  of  Scotland's  "  chosen  Five  and  Forty." 
Election  patronage  in  North  Britain  was  then  in  the  hands  of  a  very  few  domi- 
nant Dukes  and  Earls,  whose  daughters  were  frequently  allied  in  marriage  to 
poor  Peers  of  Erin,  who  then,  as  now,  were  fain  to  improve  their  fortunes  by 
any  likely  shift  of  position,  and  found  no  difliculty  in  being  elected  Scotcli 
Members  of  Parliament.  Tlie  Poet  winced  under  this  implied  disgrace,  and  hia 
reference  to  the  Irish  Lords  in  this  "Earnest  Cry"  is.  therefore,  strongly 
satirical.  An  Edinburgh  edition  of  the  Poet's  worlis — 1805 — ridiculously  alters 
the  reading  of  the  llrst  line  to  "  Ye  Scottish  Lords,"  &c.] 


Ye  Irish  lords,  ye  knights  an'  squires, 
Wha  represent  our  Bnighs  an'  Shires, 
An'  dousely  manage  our  affairs 

In  Parliament, 
To  you  a  simple  Bardie's  f  pray'rs 

Are  humbly  sent. 


*  Foot-notfl  added  in  1787: — "This  was  wrote  before  the  Act  aucnt  the 
Scotch  Distilleries,  of  session  1786;  for  which  Scotland  and  the  Author  return 
their  most  grateful  thanks." 

t  Changed,  in  1701,  to  "Poet's." 


(     13     ) 

Alas !  my  roupet  Muse  is  haerse ! 
Your  Honor's  hearts  wi'  grief  'twad  pierce, 
To  see  her  sittan  on  lier  arse 

IjOW  i'  the  dust, 
An'  scriechan  out  prosaic  verse, 

An'  like  to  brust ! 

Tell  them  wha  hae  the  chief  direction, 

Scotland  an'  me's  in  great  affliction. 

E'er  sin'  they  laid  that  curst  restriction 

On  AQUAVITS  ; 

An'  rouse  them  up  to  strong  conviction, 

An'  move  their  pity. 

Stand  forth  and  tell  yon  PREMIER  YOUTH, 

The  honest,  open,  naked  truth  : 

Tell  him  o'  mine  an'  Scotland's  drouth. 

His  servants  humble : 
The  muckle  devil  blaw  you  south. 

If  ye  dissemble ! 

Does  ony  great  man  glunch  an'  gloom  ? 
Speak  out  an'  never  fash  your  thumb. 
Let  posts  an'  pensions  sink  or  swoom 

Wi'  them  wha  grant  them  : 
If  honestly  they  canna  come. 

Far  better  want  them. 

In  gath'rin  votes  you  were  na  slack, 
Now  stand  as  tightly  by  your  tack : 
Ne'er  claw  your  lug,  an'  fidge  your  back. 

An'  hum  an'  haw. 
But  raise  your  arm,  an'  tell  your  crack 

Before  them  a'. 

Paint  Scotland  greetan  owre  her  thrissle ; 
Her  mntchkin  stowp  as  toom's  a  whissle ; 
An'  d — mn'd  Excise-men  in  a  bussle, 

Seizan  a  Stell, 
Triumphant  crushan't  like  a  muscle  * 

Or  laimpet  shell. 

•  Corrected  to  "mussel"  in  1787. 
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Then  on  the  tither  hand  present  her. 
A  blackgnard  Smuggler,  rio'ht  behint  lier, 
An'  check-for-chow,  a  chuflie  Vintner, 

Colleaguing  join, 
Picking  her  pouch  as  bare  as  Winter, 

Of  a'  kind  coin. 

Is  there,  that  bears  the  name  o'  SCOT, 
But  feels  his  heart's  bhiid  rising  hot, 
To  see  his  poor,  anld  Mither's  ;j»o^, 

Thus  dung  in  staves. 
An'  plunder'd  o'  her  hindmost  groat. 

By  gallows  knaves  ? 

Alas !  I'm  but  a  nameless  wight, 
Trode  i'  the  mire  out  o'  siffht ! 
But  could  I  like  MONTGOMERIES  fight, 

Or  gab  like  BOSWELL, 
There's  some  sarJc-necks  I  wad  draiu  tight, 
An'  tye  some  hose  well. 

God  bless  your  Honors,  can  ye  see't, 
The  kind,  auld,  cantie  Carlin  greet. 
An'  no  get  warmly  to  your  feet. 

An'  gar  them  hear  it. 
An'  tell  them,  wi'  a  patriot-heat, 

Ye  winna  bear  it  ? 

Some  o'  you  nicely  ken  the  laws. 
To  round  the  period  an'  pause, 
An'  with  rlietoric  clause  on  clause 

To  mak  harangues ; 
Then  echo  thro'  Saint  Stephen's  wa's 

Auld  Scotland's  wi*angs, 

Dempster,  a  true-blue  Scot  I'se  warran  ; 
Thee,  aith-detcsting,  chaste  Kilkcrran  ; 
An'  that  glib-gabbet  Ilighland  Jiaron, 

The  Laird  o'  Gralum  ; 
And  ana,  a  chap  that's  d — mn'd  auldfarran, 

Dundas  his  name. 


(     15     ) 

Erskine^  a  spmikie  norland  billie ; 
True  Campbells,  Frederick  an'  Ilaj/ ; 
An'  Livistonc,  the  bauld  Sir  Willie ; 
An'  monie  itlicrs, 
Whom  auld  Demosthenes  or  Tully 

Might  own  for  brithers.* 

Arouse  my  boys !  exert  your  mettle, 
To  get  auld  Scotland  back  her  kettle  ! 
Or  faith !  I'll  wad  my  new  pleugh-pcttle, 

Ye'll  see't  or  lang 
She'll  teach  you,  wi'  a  reekan  whittle, 

Auither  sang. 

This  while  she's  been  in  crankous  mood, 
Her  lost  Militia  fir'd  her  bluid ; 
(Deil  na  they  never  mair  do  guid, 

Play'd  her  that  pliskie ! ) 
An'  now  she's  hke  to  riu  red-wud 

About  her  Whisky. 

An'  L — d !  if  ance  they  pit  her  till't, 
Her  tartan  petticoat  she'll  kilt. 
An'  durk  an'  pistol  at  her  belt. 

She'll  tak  the  streets, 
An'  riu  her  whittle  to  the  hilt, 

I'  th'  first  she  meets ! 

For  G — d-sake,  Sirs !  then  speak  her  fair, 
An'  straik  her  cannie  wi'  the  hair, 
An'  to  the  muckle  home  repair, 

Wi'  instant  speed, 
An'  strive,  wi'  a'  your  Wit  an'  Lear, 
To  get  remead. 


I  the  ciirly  MS.  copies  of  this  poem,  of  which  several  exist,  a  verse  compli- 
ry  to  Colonel  Hugh  Montogomery  of  Coilsfleld,  is  here  iutroduccd,  (and  it 


*  Inl 
mentarj        _  „  ^  . 

is  given  in  the  most  of  modern  editions.)  but  the  bard  suppressed  it  ovi-ing  to  tlie 
banter  in  the  closing  words,  alluding  to  the  imperfect  eloquence  of  the  gallant 
soldier.    The  verse  is  as  follows : — 

"  See,  sodger  Hugh,  my  watchman  stented, 
If  poets  e'er  are  represented ; 
I  ken  if  that  your  sword  were  wanted, 

Ye'd  lend  a  hand. 
But  when  there's  ought  to  say  ancnt  it, 
Ye're  at  a  stand." 
All  the  "bardies"  in  this  and  other  poems  of  1786,  were  afterwards  altered  to 
"  poets  " — a  more  intelligible  word. 


(  1^  ) 

You  ill-tongu'd  tiukler,  Charlie  Fox, 
May  taunt  you  wi'  bis  jeers  an'  mocks ; 
But  gie  liim't  het,  my  hearty  cocks! 

E'en  cowe  the  cadie ! 
An'  send  him  to  his  dicing  box, 

An'  t^portin  lady. 

Tell  yon  guid  bluid  o'  auld  BoconnocJcs,* 
I'll  be  his  debt  twa  masblum  bounocks, 
An'  drink  his  health  in  auld  f  Nanse  Tinnock's 

Nine  times  a  week, 
If  he  some  scheme,  like  tea  an'  winnocks, 

Wad  kindly  seek. 

Could  he  some  commutation  broach, 
I'll  pledge  my  aith  in  guid  braid  Scotch, 
He  need  na  fear  their  foul  reproach 

Nor  erudition. 
Yon  mixtie-maxtie,  queer  hotch-potch, 

The  Coalition. 

Auld  Scotland  has  a  raucle  tongue  ; 
She's  just  a  devil  wi'  a  rung  ; 
An'  if  she  promise  auld  or  young 

To  tak  their  part, 
Tho'  by  the  neck  she  should  be  strung. 

She'll  no  desert. 

And  now,  ye  chosen  FIVE  AND  FORTY, 

May  still  your  INIither's  heart  support  ye; 
Then,  tho'  a  Minister  grow  dorty. 

An'  kick  your  place, 
Ye'll  snap  your  fingers,  poor  an'  hearty. 

Before  his  face. 

God  bless  your  Honors,  a'  your  days, 
Wi'  sowps  o'  kail  and  brats  o'  claise, 

*  The  reference  hero  is  to  tho  Prime  Minister  of  State,  William  Pitt,  whose 
granJl'ather  was  Eobert  Pitt  of  Boconnoek,  in  Cornwall. 

t  A  worthy  old  Hostess  of  tlie  Author's  in  Afauchline,  where  he  sometimes 
Btudies  Politics  over  a  glass  of  guiJ,  auld  Scotch  Drink. — (R.  B.     ITtiU.) 


(     17     ) 

In  spite  o'  a'  the  thievish  kaes 

That  haunt  St.  Jamie's ! 
Your  humble  Bardie  sings  an'  prays 

While  Rah  his  name  is. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Let  half-starv'd  slaves  in  warmer  skies, 
See  future  wines,  rich-clust'ring,  rise ; 
Their  lot  auld  Scotland  ne'er  envies. 

But  blythe  an'  frisky, 
She  eyes  her  freeborn,  martial  boys, 

Tak  aff  theu-  Whisky. 

What  tho'  their  Phoebus  kinder  warms, 
While  Fragrance  blooms  an'  Beauty  charms ! 
When  wretches  range,  in  famish'd  swarms, 

The  scented  groves, 
Or  hounded  forth,  dishonor  arms 

In  hungry  droves. 

Their  guii's  a  burden  on  their  shouther ; 
They  downa  bide  the  stink  o'  poivther  ; 
Their  bauldest  thought's  a  hank'ring  swither, 

To  Stan'  or  rin. 
Till  skelp — a  shot — they're  aff,  a'  throw'ther, 

To  save  theu*  skin. 

But  bring  a  SCOTCHMAN  frae  his  hill, 
Clap  in  his  cheek  a  Highland  gill, 
Say,  such  is  royal  GEORGE'S  will. 

An'  there's  the  foe. 
He  has  nae  thought  but  how  to  kill 
Twa  at  a  blow. 

Nae  cauld,  faint-hearted  doubtings  tease  him ; 
Death  comes,  wi'  fearless  eye  he  sees  him ; 
Wi'  bluidy  han'  a  welcome  gies  him ; 

An'  when  he  fa's. 
His  latest  draught  o'  breathin  lea'es  him 

In  faint  huzzas. 
k  B 


(     18     ) 

Sages  their  solemn  een  may  steek, 
An'  raise  a  philosophic  reek, 
An'  physically  causes  seek, 

In  clime  an'  season, 
But  tell  me  Whisky's  name  in  Greek, 

I'll  tell  the  reason. 

SCOTLAND,  my  auld,  respected  Mither ! 
Tho'  whyles  ye  moistify  your  leather, 
Till  whare  ye  sit,  on  craps  o'  heather. 

Ye  tine  your  dam ; 
FREEDOM  and  WHISKY  gang  thegither, 

Tak  all  your  dram  !  * 

*  In  the  Edition  of  1794, — being  the  last  the  author  lived  to  edit, — he  altered 
these  closing  lines  as  follows : — 

"  Till,  when  ye  speak,  ye  aiblins  blether, 
Yet,  deil  mak  matter! 
Freedom  and  Whisky  pang  thegither, 

Tak  a£f  your  whitter! " 
But  the  public  did  not  approve  of  this  alteration,  and  no  sul>spquent  editor 
peems  to  have  adopted  it. 


(      !'■»     ) 


THE   HOLY   FAIR.* 

A  robe  of  seeming  ti-irth  and  trust 

Hid  crafty  observation ; 
And  secret  hitno,  jcith  jmison'd  crust. 

The  dirk  of  Defamation: 
A  mask  thai  like  the  gorget  show'd, 

Diie-varyimj,  on  the  pigeon ; 
And  for  a  mantle  large  and  broad. 

He  wrapt  him  in  Keligion. 

Hypocrisy  a-la-Mode. 

[In  this  pnem,  as  well  as  in  "  The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night "  and  "  Hallowccn." 
(all  portions  of  the  marvoUous  work  of  that  prolific  Spring  of  1786,)  we  have 
proof  that  .Tolm  Kichmond  did  not  neglect  the  Bard's  order  to  forward  to  him 
the  poems  of  Forgusson.  The  '•  Hallow  Fair  "  of  that  poet  suggested  the  title  and 
the  measure  of  the  present  worlv  of  genius,  and  his  "  Leith  Eaces  "  suppUed  ils 
plan,  for  an  imaginarj'  being  called  MIKTH — 

"  A  sweet  braw  buskit  bonnie  lass 
That  lap  like  Hebe  o'er  the  grass," 
convoyed  the  Edinburgh  poet  to  the  races,  in  the  same  way  as  FUN  conducted 
the  bard  of  Ayrshire  to  the  Holy  Fair ;  yet  everj'  reader  of  both  poets  is  bound 
to  confess  that  Burns  spoke  the  truth  in  his  first  Preface  when  he  said  that  ho 
"  often  had  Eamsay  and  Fergusson  in  his  eye  in  the  following  pieces,  but  rather 
with  a  view  to  kindle  at  their  flame  than  for  servile  imitation."] 

Upon  a  simmer  Sunday  morn, 

When  Nature's  face  is  fair, 
I  walked  forth  to  view  the  corn, 

An'  snuff  the  callor  au*. 
The  rising  sun,  ourf  G  ALSTON  Muu-s, 

AVi'  glorious  light  was  gliutan  ; 
The  hares  were  hirplan  down  the  furrs, 

The  lav'rocks  they  were  chantan 

Fu'  sweet  that  day. 

As  lightsomely  I  glowr'd  abroad, 

To  see  a  scene  sae  gay. 
Three  hizzies^  early  at  the  road, 

Cam  skelpan  up  the  way. 
Twa  had  manteeles  o'  dolefu'  black, 

But  aue  wi'  lyart  lining  ; 
The  thu'd,  that  gaed  a  wee  a-back, 

Was  in  the  fashion  shining 

Fu'  gay  that  day. 

•  Foot-noto,  added  in  1787 :— "  Holy  Fair  is  a  common  phrase  in  the  AVest  of 
Scotland  for  a  sacramental  occasion."  t  Corrected  to  "  owre  "  in  1787, 
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The  twa  appear'd  like  sisters  twin, 

In  feature,  form  an'  claes ; 
Their  visage  wither'd,  lang  an'  thin, 

An'  sour  as  ony  slaes  : 
The  third  cam  up,  hap-step-an'-loup, 

As  hght  as  ony  lambie. 
An'  wi'  a  curchie  low  did  stoop, 

As  soon  as  e'er  she  saw  me, 

Fu'  kind  that  day. 

Wi'  bonnet  aff,  quoth  I,  "  Sweet  lass, 

"  I  think  ye  seem  to  ken  me ; 
'"  I'm  sure  I've  seen  that  bonie  face, 

"  But  yet  I  canua  name  ye." 
(Juo'  she,  an'  laughan  as  she  spak. 

An'  taks  me  by  the  han's, 
"  Ye,  for  my  sake,  hae  gien  the  feck 

"  Of  a'  the  ten  commands 

"  A  screed  some  day." 

''  My  name  is  FUN — your  cronie  dear, 

"  The  nearest  friend  ye  hae ; 
"  An'  this  is  SUPERSTITION  here, 

"  An'  that's  HYPOCRISY. 
"  I'm  gaun  to  *********  holi/fair,* 

"  To  spend  an  hour  in  daffin : 
"  Gin  ye'll  go  there,  yon  runkl'd  pair, 

"  We  will  get  famous  laughin 

"  At  them  this  day." 

Quoth  I,  "  With  a'  my  heart,  I'll  do't ; 

"  I'll  get  my  Sunday's  sark  on, 
"  An'  meet  you  on  the  holy  spot ; 

"  Faith,  we'se  hae  fine  remarkin!" 
Then  I  gaed  hame  at  crowche-time. 

An'  soon  I  made  me  ready ; 
For  roads  were  clad,  frae  side  to  side, 

Wi'  monie  a  wearie  body. 

In  droves  that  day. 

*  {Mn\ichllno.) 
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Here,  farmers  gash,  iu  ridin  graith, 

Gaed  hoddau  by  their  cotters ; 
There,  swankics  youuti:,  in  braw  braid-claith, 

Are  springan  owre  the  gutters. 
The  lasses,  skelpan  barefit,  thrang. 

In  silks  an'  scarlets  ghtter ; 
Wi'  sweet-milk  cheese^  in  monie  a  whang. 

An'  farls,  bak'd  wi'  butter, 

Fu'  crump  that  day. 

When  by  the  plate  we  set  our  nose, 

Weel  heaped  up  wi'  ha'pence, 
A  greedy  glowr  hlach-honnet  throws. 

An'  we  maun  draw  our  tippeuce. 
Then  in  we  go  to  see  the  show. 

On  ev'ry  side  they're  gath'ran ; 
Some  carryan  dails,  some  chairs  an'  stools, 

An'  some  are  busy  bleth'ran 

Right  loud  that  day. 

Here  stands  a  shed  to  fend  the  show'rs, 

An'  screen  our  countra  Gentry ; 
There,  racer  Jess,  an'  twathree  wh — res, 

Are  bhnkan  at  the  entry. 
Here  sits  a  raw  o'  tittlan  jads, 

Wi'  heavmg  breasts  an'  bare  neck  ; 
An'  there  a  batch  o'  Wabster  lads, 

Blackguarding  frae  K*******ck* 
For  fun  this  day. 

Here,  some  are  thinkan  on  their  sins, 

An'  some  upo'  their  claes  ; 
Ane  curses  feet  that  fyl'd  his  shms, 

Anither  sighs  an'  prays  : 
On  this  hand  sits  an  Elect  f  swatch, 

Wi'  screw'd-up,  grace-proud  faces ; 
On  that,  a  set  o'  chaps,  at  watch, 

Thrang  winkan  on  the  lasses 

To  chairs  that  day. 


*  (Kiliuainock.)  t  Altered,  in  1787,  to  " a  chosen.' 
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O  happy  is  that  mau,  an'  blest ! 

Nae  wonder  that  it  pride  him ! 
AVhase  aiu  dear  lass,  that  he  Ukes  best, 

Comes  chnkan  down  beside  him ! 
Wi'  arm  rei^os'd  on  the  chair-back, 

He  sweetly  does  compose  him ; 
Which,  by  degrees,  shps  round  her  neck, 

An's  loof  upon  her  bosom 

Unkend  that  day. 

Now  a'  the  congregation  o'er 

In  silent  expectation-, 
For  ******  speels  the  holy  door,* 

Wi'  tidings  o'  s — Iv — t — n.f 
Should  Hornie,  as  in  ancient  days, 

'Mang  sons  o'  G —  present  him, 
The  vera  sight  o'  ******'$  face,  | 

To's  ain  het  hame  had  sent  him 

Wi'  fright  that  day. 

Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o'  Faith 

Wi'  ratthn  an'  thumpin  ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath. 

He's  stampan,  an'  he's  jumpan ! 
His  lengthen'd  chin,  his  turn'd  up  snout, 

His  eldritch  squeel  an'  gestures, 
0  how  they  fire  the  heart  devout, 

Like  cantharidian  plaisters 

On  sic  a  day ! 

But  hark  !  the  tent  has  chang'd  it's  voice ; 

There's  peace  an'  rest  nae  langer ; 
For  a.'  the  realjmhjes  rise. 

They  canna  sit  for  anger. 
*****  opens  out  his  cauld  harangues,  § 

On  practice  and  on  morals ; 
An'  aff  the  godly  pour  in  thrangs. 

To  gie  the  jars  an'  l)arrcls 

A  hft  that  day. 

*  (Mooclle.) 

t  Altcreil,  in  1787.  to  "  d — nin — t — n,"  at  the  suggostioii  of  Or.  Hugh  Blair. 

t  (Moodie.)  §  (Smith.) 
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What  signifies  his  barren  shine, 

Of  moral  pow'rs  an'  reason  ? 
His  English  style,  and  gesture  fine. 

Are  a'  clean  out  o'  season. 
Like  SOCRATES  or  ANTONINE, 

Or  some  auld  pagan  heathen. 
The  moral  man  he  does  define. 

But  ne'er  a  word  o'  faith  in 

That's  right  that  day. 

In  guid  time  comes  an  antidote 

Against  sic  poosion'd  nostrum ; 
Yqy  *******,  frae  the  water-fit,* 

Ascends  the  holy  rostrum : 
See,  up  he's  got  tlie  word  o'  G— -, 

An'  meek  an'  mim  has  view'd  it. 
While  COMMON-SENSE  f  has  taen  the  road, 

An'  aff,  an'  up  the  Cowgate  ^ 

Fast,  fast  that  day. 

-^Yee  ******  niest,  the  Guard  relieves,  § 

An'  Orthodoxy  raibles, 
Tho'  in  his  heart  he  weel  believes. 

An'  thinks  it  auld  wives'  fables  : 
But  faith  !  the  birkie  wants  a  Manse^ 

So,  caunilie  he  hums  them  ; 
Altho'  his  carnal  Wit  an'  Sense 

Like  hafflins-wise  o'ercomes  him 

At  times  that  day. 


*  {The  verj'  orthoilox  Wm.  Peebles,  minister  of  Newton-upon-Ayi-,  locally 
styled  "  The  Watcr-flt.") 

t  Many  well-informed  persons  in  Mauchline  had  tho  idea  that  the  phrase 
"Coiumou  Sense,"  in  this  passage— instead  of  being  used  allegorieally  tosigmfy 
that  tho  sensible  portion  of  the  hearers  ran  away  at  sight  of  Mr.  Peebles- 
referred,  in  fact,  to  Mr.  Mackenzie,  the  village  surgeon,  who  had  recently 
published  in  a  local  journal,  his  opinion  on  some  topic  of  controversy,  with  the 
signature  Common  Sense  attached;  but  as  we  find  the  poet  again  adoptmg  the 
same  allegorical  phrase  in  '-The  Ordination,"  where  it  can  mean  only  ^ew 
Light  Doctrine,  we  must  discard  such  an  idea. 

t  Foot-note,  added  in  17S7:— "A  street  so  called,  which  faces  the  lent 
in ."    [Mauchline.] 

§  (Mr.  Miller,  a  short,  paunchy  minister,  suspected  of  a  ?i^ew  Light  tendency.) 
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Now,  butt  an'  ben,  the  Change-house  fills, 

Wi'  yill-caup  Commentators  : 
Here's  crying  out  for  bakes  an'  gills, 

An'  there  the  pint-stowi^  clatters  ; 
While  thick  an'  thrang,  an'  loud  an'  lang, 

Wi'  Locjic^  an'  wi'  Scripture^ 
They  raise  a  din,  that,  in  the  end. 

Is  like  to  breed  a  rupture 

0'  wrath  that  day. 

Leeze  me  on  Drink  !  it  gies  us  mair 

Than  either  School  or  Colledge : 
It  kindles  Wit,  it  waukens  Lear, 

It  pangs  us  fou  o'  Knowledge. 
Be't  whisky-gill  or  penmj-wlieep^ 

Or  ony  stronger  i)otion. 
It  never  fails,  on  drinkin  deep, 

To  kittle  up  our  notion, 

By  night  or  day. 

The  lads  an'  lasses,  blythely  bent    • 

To  mind  baith  said  an'  bod]/. 
Sit  round  the  table,  weel  content, 

An'  steer  about  the  toddy. 
On  this  ane's  dress,  an'  that  ane's  lank, 

They're  makin  observations ; 
While  some  are  cozie  i'  the  neuk. 

An'  forming  assignatioiis 

To  meet  some  day. 

But  now  the  L — 's  ain  trumpet  touts. 

Till  a'  the  hills  are  rairan. 
An'  echoes  back  return  the  shouts ; 

Black  ******  is  na  spairan :  * 
His  piercin  words  hke  Ilighlan  swords, 

Divide  the  joints  an'  marrow ; 
His  talk  o'  H — 11,  whare  devils  dwell, 

Our  vera  f  "  Sauls  does  harrow  " 

Wi'  fright  that  day ! 


(EusBoU.)  t  Shakfispeare's  Ifimilrtt.— (I?.  R.    1786.) 


(  -^^  ) 

A  vast,  unbottom'd,  boundless  Pit, 

Fill'd  fou  o'  loivan  brunstane, 
Whase  raging  flame,  an'  scorcliing  heat, 

Wad  luolt  the  hardest  whun-staue  ! 
The  half  asleep  start  up  \vi'  fear. 

An'  think  they  hear  it  roaran. 
When  presently  it  does  appear, 

'Twas  but  some  neebor  snoran 

Asleep  that  day. 


'Twad  be  owre  lang  a  tale  to  tell. 

How  monie  stories  past, 
An'  how  they  crouded  to  the  yill, 

When  they  were  a'  dismist : 
How  drink  gaed  round,  in  cogs  an'  caups, 

Amang  the  furms  an'  benches ; 
An'  cheese  an'  bread.,  frae  women's  laps. 

Was  dealt  about  in  lunches 

An'  dawds  that  day. 

In  comes  a  gawsie,  gash  Gukhoife, 

An'  sits  down  by  the  fire. 
Syne  draws  her  lehbuck  an'  her  knife ; 

The  lasses  they  are  shyer. 
The  auld  Guicbnen,  about  the  fjrace, 

Fnie  side  to  side  they  bother. 
Till  some  aue  by  his  bonnet  lays, 

An'  gies  them't,  hke  a  tether, 

Fu'  lang  that  day. 

Waesucks  !  for  him  that  gets  nae  lass, 

Or  lasses  that  hae  naething  ! 
Sma'  need  has  he  to  say  a  grace, 

Or  melvie  his  braw  claithing  ! 
0  Wives  be  mindfu',  ance  yoursel. 

How  bonie  lads  ye  wanted, 
An'  chnna,  for  a  kebbnck-heel, 

Let  lasses  be  affronted 

On  sic  a  day  ! 


(     2G     ) 

Now  CUnhnnhell^  wi'  rattlau  tow, 

Begins  to  jow  an'  croon  ; 
Some  swagger  liame,  the  best  they  dow, 

Some  wait  the  afternoon. 
At  slaps  the  bilUes  halt  a  bhnk, 

Till  lasses  strip  their  shoon  : 
Vfi\faith  an'  hope^  an'  love  an'  drink^ 

They're  a'  in  famous  tune 

For  crack  that  day. 

How  monie  hearts  this  day  converts, 

0'  sinners  and  o'  Lasses  ! 
Their  liearts  o'  stane,  gin  night  are  gane, 

As  saft  as  ony  flesh  is. 
There's  some  are  fou  o'  love  divine  ; 

There's  some  are  fou  o'  brandy  ; 
An'  monie  jobs  that  day  begin, 

May  end  in  Hoiightnagandie 

Some  ither  day. 


ADDRESS    TO    THE    DEIL. 


0  Prince.  0  chief  of  many  throned  poie'rs. 
That  led  th'  embaiu'd  Seraphim  to  tear — 

Milton. 


[Gilbert  Burns  gives  the  winter  of  17»4-85  as  the  date  of  this  universally 
admiroa  production.  Ecforriiitc  to  the  last  verse,  Carlyle  remarks,—"  Burns 
even  pities  the  very  dcil,  without  knowing,  I  am  sure,  that  my  undo  Toby  had 
been  beforehand  there  with  him!  'IIo  is  the  father  of  curses  and  lies."  said  Dr. 
Slop,  'and  is  cursed  and  damned  already.'  'I  am  sorry  for  it,'  said  my  undo 
Tuby.    A  poet  without  love  wore  a  physical  and  metaphysical  impossibility."] 

0  Thou,  whatever  title  suit  thee ! 
Auld  Horiiie,  Satan,  Nick,  or  Clootie, 
Wha  in  yon  cavern  grim  an'  sootie, 

Clos'd  under  hatches, 
Spairges  al)Out  the  brnnstane  cootie. 

To  scaud  poor  wretches  ! 
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Hear  me,  atdd  Hangie^  for  a  wee, 
An'  let  poor,  damned  bodies  bee ; 
I'm  sure  sma'  pleasure  it  can  gie, 

Ev'u  to  a  ded, 
To  skelp  an'  scaud  poor  clogs  like  me, 

An'  hear  us  squeel ! 

Great  is  thy  pow'r,  an'  great  thy  fame ; 
Far  kcud  an'  noted  is  thy  name ; 
An'  tho'  yon  lowan  heugJis  thy  hame. 

Thou  travels  far ; 
An'  faith !  thou's  neither  lag  nor  lame, 

Nor  blate  nor  scaur. 

Whyles,  rangmg  hke  a  roaran  Uon, 
For  prey,  a'  holes  an'  corners  tryin; 
Whyles,  on  the  strong-wing'd  Tempest  Ilyiii, 

Tirlan  the  kirks  ; 
Whyles,  in  the  human  bosom  pryin. 

Unseen  thou  lurks, 

I've  heard  my  rev'rend  Grannie  say, 
In  lanely  glens  ye  hke  to  stray ; 
Or  where  auld,  ruin'd  castles,  gray, 

Xod  to  the  moon, 
Ye  fright  the  nightly  wand'rer's  way, 

Wi'  eldritch  croon. 

When  twihght  did  my  Grannie  summon, 
To  say  her  pray'rs,  douse,  honest  woman ! 
Aft  'yont  the  dyke  she's  heard  you  bumman, 

Wi'  eerie  drone ; 
Or,  rusthng,  thi-o'  the  boortries  coman, 

Wi'  heavy  groan. 

Ae  dreary,  windy,  whiter  night. 
The  stars  shot  down  wi'  skleutan  hght, 
Wi'  you,  mysd^  I  gat  a  fright, 

Ayont  the  lough ; 
Ye,  like  a  rash-huss,  stood  in  sight, 

Wi'  waving  sugh. 


(     28     ) 

The  cudgel  in  my  nieve  did  shake, 
Each  bristl'd  hair  stood  Hke  a  stake, 
When  wi'  an  eldritch,  stoor  quaick^  quaick^ 

Amang  the  springs, 
Awa  ye  squatter'd  Uke  a  dralce^ 

On  whistling  wings. 

Let  Waiiochs  grim,  an'  wither'd  Hags^ 
Tell  how  wi'  you  on  ragweed  nags, 
They  skim  the  muirs  an'  dizzy  crags, 

Wi'  wicked  speed ; 
And  in  kirk-yards  renew  their  leagues, 

Owre  howcket  dead. 

Thence,  countra  wives,  wi'  toil  an'  pain. 
May  })kmge  an'  plunge  the  kirn  in  vain ; 
For  Oh !  the  yellow  treasure's  taen 

By  witching  skill ; 
An'  dawtet,  twal-pint  Ilawkie's  gane 

As  yell's  the  Bill. 

Thence,  mystic  knots  mak  great  abuse, 
On  Young-Guidmen,  fond,  keen  an'  croose ; 
When  the  best  wark-lume  i'  the  house, 

By  cantraip  wit, 
Is  instant  made  no  worth  a  louse. 
Just  at  the  bit. 

When  thowes  dissolve  the  snawy  hoord. 
An'  float  the  jinglan  icy  boord. 
Then,  Water-kelpies  haunt  the  foord, 

By  your  direction,  ' 
An'  nighted  Trav'llers  are  allur'd 

To  their  destruction. 

An'  aft  your  moss-traversiug  Sjmnkies 
Decoy  the  wight  that  late  an'  drunk  is : 
The  bleezan,  curst,  mischievous  monkies 

Delude  his  eyes, 
Till  in  some  miry  slough  he  sunk  is, 

Ne'er  mair  to  rise. 


(     20     ) 

When  MASONS'  mystic  word  an'  grq)^ 
In  storms  an'  tempests  raise  you  up, 
Some  cock  or  cat,  your  rage  maun  stop, 

Or,  strange  to  tell ! 
The  youngest  Brother  ye  wad  whip 

Aff  straught  to  II— U. 

Lang  syne,  in  EDEN'S  bonie  yard, 
When  youthfu'  lovers  first  were  pair'd. 
An'  all  the  Soul  of  Love  they  shar'd. 

The  raptur'd  hour, 
Sweet  on  the  fragrant,  flow'ry  swaird, 

In  shady  bovv'r.* 

Then  you,  ye  auld,  snick-drawing  dog  ! 
Ye  cam  to  Paradise  incog. 
An'  play'd  on  man  a  cursed  brogue, 

(Black  be  your  fa' !) 
An'  gied  the  infant  warld  a  shog, 

'Maist  ruin'd  a'. 

D'ye  mind  that  day,  when  in  a  bizz 
Wi'  reeket  duds,  an'  reestet  gizz. 
Ye  did  present  your  smoutie  phiz, 

'Mang  better  folk, 
An'  sklented  on  the  man  of  Uzz, 

Your  spitefu'  joke  ? 

An'  how  ye  gat  him  i'  your  thrall, 
An'  brak  him  out  o'  house  an'  hal', 
While  scabs  an'  botches  did  him  gall, 

Wi'  bitter  claw. 
An'  lows'd  his  ill-tongu'd,  wicked  Scawl 
Was  warst  ava? 


In  early  MS.  copies  this  verse  reads  tlius:— 

"  Lang  s%nie  in  Eden's  happy  scene, 
Wlien  strappin  Adam's  days  were  green, 
And  Eve  was  lilie  my  bonie  Jean, 
My  dearest  part, 
A  dancin,  sweet,  young  handsome  quean 
Wi'  guileless  heart." 
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But  a'  your  doings  to  reliearse, 
Your  wily  snares  an'  fechtiu  fierce, 
Sin'  that  day  *  MICHAEL  did  you  pierce, 

Down  to  this  time. 
Wad  ding  a'  Lallan  tongue,  or  Erse, 

In  Prose  or  Rhyme. 

An'  now,  auld  Cloots,  I  ken  ye're  thinkan, 
A  certain  Bardie's  rautin,  driukin. 
Some  luckless  hour  will  send  him  hnkan, 

To  your  black  pit ; 
But  faith !  he'll  turn  a  corner  jiukan, 

An'  cheat  you  yet. 

But  fare-you-weel,  auld  Nichie-hen ! 
O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  an'  men' ! 
Ye  aibhns  might — I  chnna  ken — 

Still  hae  a  stake — 
I'm  wae  to  think  upo'  yon  den, 

Ev'n  for  your  sake ! 


THE  DEATH  AND  DYING  WORDS  OF  TOOK 
MAILIE,  THE  AUTHOR'S  ONLY  RET  YOWE, 

AN   UNCO   MOURNFU'   TALE. 

[The  poet  includes  this  in  the  list  of  his  early  elTorts,  before  the  ajro  of  23. 
Gilbert  tells  us,  that  it  had  its  orif;in  in  a  real  incident  at  Lochloa,  his  brother's 
pet-yowe  having  narrowly  escaped  strangling  by  the  timely  arrival  of  her  master, 
will)  was  attracted  to  the  scene  by  Uughoc's  cnmical  consfernatiou.  The  AVc;/;/ 
seems  to  be  the  work  of  a  later  period.  Carlylo  classes  "Poor  Mailio "  along 
with  the  "Address  to  a  Mouse"  and  "The  Farmer's  Auld  Marc"  as  lino 
examples  of  the  tender  sportfulness  of  the  poet,  and  he  thinks  the  first  is  his 
liappiest  effort  of  that  kind.  "  In  these  pieces,"  he  adds,  '•  there  is  a  humour  as 
tine  as  that  of  Sterne,  and  yet  altogether  dillerout,  original,  peculiar,— in  one 
word,  the  humour  of  Burns."] 

As  MAILIE,  an'  her  Iambs  thegither, 
Was  ae  day  nibbling  on  the  tether. 
Upon  her  clout  she  coost  a  hitch, 
An'  owre  she  warsl'd  in  the  ditch : 


Vide  Milton,  Book  Cth.— (E.  B.    1786.) 
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There,  groaning,  dying,  she  did  ly, 
When  *  Hue/hoc  he  cam  doytan  by. 
Wi'  glowriu  een,  an'  Uftcd  han's. 
Poor  JIufjhoc  Uke  a  statue  stan's ; 
He  saw  her  days  were  near  hand  ended, 
But,  waes  my  heart !  he  could  na  mend  it ! 
He  gaped  wide,  but  naething  spak. 
At  length  poor  Mailie  silence  brak. 

"  0  thou,  whase  lamentable  face 
Appears  to  mourn  my  woefu'  case ! 
My  diiing  tvords  attentive  hear. 
An'  bear  them  to  my  Master  dear. 

Tell  him,  if  e'er  again  he  keep 
As  muckle  gear  as  buy  a  sheep^ 
0,  bid  him  never  tye  them  mair, 
Wi'  wicked  strings  o'  hemp  or  hair ! 
But  ca'  them  out  to  park  or  hill. 
An'  let  them  wander  at  their  will : 
So,  may  his  flock  increase  an'  grow 
To  scores  o'  lambs,  an'  ^jac/js  of  woo' ! 

Tell  him,  he  was  a  Master  kin', 
An'  ay  was  giiid  to  me  an'  mine ; 
An'  now  my  dying  charge  I  gae  him, 
My  helpless  lamhs,  I  trust  them  wi'  him. 

O,  bid  him  save  their  harmless  hves, 
Frae  dogs  an'  tods,  an'  butchers'  knives ! 
But  gie  them  guid  cow-milk  their  fill,  > 

Till  they  be  fit  to  fend  themsel ; 
An'  tent  them  duely,  e'en  an'  morn, 
Wi'  taets  o'  hay  an'  ripps  o'  corn. 

An'  may  they  never  learn  the  gaets. 
Of  ither  vile,  wanrestf u'  Pets  ! 
To  sUnk  thro'  slaps,  an'  reave  an'  steal. 
At  stacks  o'  pease,  or  stocks  o'  kail. 
So  may  they,  hke  their  great  forbears^ 
For  monie  a  year  come  thro'  the  sheers : 
So  vrives  will  gie  them  bits  o'  bread. 
An'  hairns  greet  for  them  when  they're  dead.f 


*  A  neibor  herd-callan. — (E.  B.    17S6.) 
t  Hogg  says:—"  I  know  of  no  two  lines  that  everaffected  me  more  than  these.' 
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My  poor  toop-lamh^  my  son  an'  heir, 
O,  bid  him  breed  him  up  wi'  care ! 
An'  if  he  live  to  be  a  beast, 
To  pit  some  havins  in  his  breast ! 
An'  warn  him  ay  at  richn  time,* 
To  stay  content  wi'  yoives  at  hame ; 
An'  no  to  rin  an'  wear  his  cloots, 
Like  ither  menseless,  graceless  brutes. 

An'  niest  my  yowie^  silly  thing, 
Gude  keep  thee  frae  a  tetlier  string  ! 
0,  may  thou  ne'er  forgather  up, 
Wi'  oiiie  blastet,  moorlan  too})  ; 
But  ay  keep  mind  to  moop  an'  mell, 
Wi'  sheep  o'  crecht  Uke  thysel ! 

And  now,  my  bairns^  wi'  my  last  breath, 
I  lea'e  my  blessin  wi'  you  baith : 
An'  when  ye  think  upo'  your  Mither, 
Mind  to  be  kind  to  ane  anither. 

Now,  honest  Hughoc,  dinna  fail, 
To  tell  my  Master  a'  my  tale ; 
An'  bid  him  burn  this  cursed  tether^ 
An'  for  thy  pains  thou'se  get  my  blather." 

This  said,  poor  Mailie  turn'd  her  head, 
An'  clos'd  her  een  amang  the  dead ! 


POOR  MAILIE'S   ELEGY. 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose, 

Wi'  saut  tears  trickUng  down  your  nose ; 

Our  Bardies  fate  is  at  a  close, 

Past  a'  rcmeatl ! 
The  last,  sad  cape-stane  of  his  woes ; 

Poor  Mailie  s  dead  ! 

It's  no  the  loss  o'  warl's  gear, 
That  could  sae  bitter  draw  the  tear. 


♦  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "  what  I  winna  name." 
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Or  make  our  Bardie^  dowie,  wear 

The  mourning  weed : 

He's  lost  a  friend  and  neebor  dear, 
In  Mailie  dead. 

Thro'  a'  the  town  she  trotted  by  him ; 
A  hxng  half-mile  she  could  descry  him ; 
Wi'  kindly  bleat,  when  she  did  spy  him. 

She  ran  wi'  speed : 
A  friend  mair  faithfu'  ne'er  came  nigh  him, 

Than  Mailie  dead. 

I  wat  she  was  a  slieej>  o'  sense, 
An'  could  behave  hersel  wi'  mense : 
I'll  say't,  she  never  brak  a  fence. 

Thro'  thievish  greed. 
Our  Bardie,  lanely,  keeps  the  spence 

Sin'  Mailie's  dead. 

Or,  if  he  wanders  up  the  howe, 
Her  living  image  in  her  yowe. 
Comes  bleating  till  him,  owre  the  knowe. 

For  bits  o'  bread ; 
An'  down  the  briny  pearls  rowe 

For  Mailie  dead. 

She  was  nae  get  o'  moorlan  tips, 
Wi'  tauted  ket,  an'  hairy  hips ; 
For  her  forbears  were  brought  in  ships, 

Frae  'yont  the  TWEED  : 
A  bonier ^eesA  ne'er  cross'd  the  clips 

Than  Mailie's  dead.* 

Wae  worth  that  f  man  wha  first  did  shape, 
That  vile,  wanchancie  thmg — a  raep  ! 


*  In  the  original  MS.  this  verse  reads  as  follows : — 
"  She  was  nae  get  o'  runted  rams, 
Wi'  woo'  like  goat's,  an'  legs  like  trams  j 
She  was  the  flower  o'  Fairlee  lambs, 

A  famous  breed : 
Now  Eobin,  greetin'  chows  the  hams 
O'  Mailie  dead." 
t  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "  the." 

k  0 
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It  maks  guid  fellows  girn  an'  gape, 
Wi'  chokin  dread ; 

An'  Robin's  bonnet  wave  wi'  crape 
For  Mailie  dead. 

0,  a'  ye  Bards  on  bonie  DOON  ! 
An'  wha  on  AIRE  *  your  chanters  tune  ! 
Come,  join  the  melanchoUous  croon 

O'  Robin's  reed ! 
His  heart  will  never  get  aboon ! 

His  Mailie' s  dead  ! 


TO    J.    S****. 

Friendship,  mysterious  cement  of  the  soul  I 
Bvoeet'ncr  of  Life,  and  solder  of  Society ! 

I  owe  thee  much 

Blair. 

[Here  we  have  the  poet  in  the  Spring  of  1786,  while  on  the  eve  of  commitrtng 
himself  "to  try  his  fate  in  guid  lilack  prent,"  addrcssino;  a  Mauchline  comrade, 
James  Smith;  at  first,  in  an  off-liand  familiar  way,  and  then  sliding  insensibly 
into  a  rich  strain  of  philosophic  musing,  which  is  followed  again  by  a  humor- 
ous burst  of  self-gratulation  and  defiance  of  care.  "  Where,"  says  Professor 
Walker.  "  can  we  "find  a  more  exhilarating  enumeration  of  the  enjoyments  of 
youth,  contrasted  with  their  successive  extinction  as  age  advances,  than  in  the 
epistle  to  J.  S ?"] 

Dear  S****,  the  sleest,  pawkie  thief, 
That  e'er  attempted  stealth  or  rief, 
Ye  surely  hae  some  warlock-breef 

Owre  human  hearts ; 
For  ne'er  a  bosom  yet  was  prief 

Against  your  arts. 

For  me,  I  swear  by  sun  an'  moon, 
And  ev'ry  star  that  bhnks  aboon, 
Ye've  cost  me  twenty  pair  o'  shoon 

Just  gaun  to  see  you  ; 
And  ev'ry  ither  pair  that's  done, 

Mair  taen  I'm  wi'  you. 


•  Altered,  in  1787,  to   '  Ayr." 
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That  auld,  capricious  carliu,  Nature^ 
To  mak  amends  for  scriinpet  stature, 
She's  turu'd  you  off,  a  human-creature 

On  \itv  first  plan, 
And  in  her  freaks,  ou  ev'ry  feature, 

She's  wrote,  the  Man. 

Just  now  I've  taen  the  fit  o'  rhyme, 
My  barmie  noddle's  working  prime, 
My  fancy  yerket  up  sublime 

Wi'  hasty  summon : 
Hae  ye  a  leisure-moment's  time 

To  hear  what's  comin  ? 

Some  rhyme  a  neebor's  name  to  lash ; 
Some  rhyme,  (vain  thought !)  for  needfu'  cash  ; 
Some  rhyme  to  court  the  countra  clash, 

An'  raise  a  din ; 
For  me,  an  <iim  I  never  fash  ; 

I  rhyme  for  fun. 

The  star  that  rules  my  luckless  lot. 
Has  fated  me  the  russet  coat, 
An'  damn'd  my  fortune  to  the  groat ; 

But,  in  requit, 
Has  blest  me  with  a  random-shot 

O'  countra  wit. 

This  while  my  notion's  taen  a  sklent, 
To  try  my  fate  in  guid,  black  prent ; 
But  still  the  mair  I'm  that  way  bent. 

Something  cries,  "  HooKe ! 
"  I  red  you,  honest  man,  tak  tent ! 

"  Ye'U  shaw  your  folly. 

"  There's  ither  Poets,  much  your  betters, 
"  Far  seen  in  Greek,  deep  men  o'  letters, 
"  Hae  thought  they  had  ensur'd  their  debtors, 

"  A'  future  ages  ; 
"  Now  moths  deform  in  shapeless  tatters, 

"  Their  unknown  pages." 
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Then  farewel  hopes  of  Laurel-boughs, 
To  garland  my  poetic  brows  ! 
Henceforth,  I'll  rove  where  busy  ploughs 

Are  whistUng  thrang, 
An'  teach  the  lanely  heights  an'  howes 

My  rustic  sang. 

I'll  wander  on  with  tentless  heed. 
How  never-halting  moments  speed, 
Till  fate  shall  snap  the  brittle  thread ; 

Then,  all  unknown, 
I'll  lay  me  with  th'  inglorious  dead^ 
Forgot  and  gone ! 

But  why,  o'  Death,  begin  a  tale  ? 
Just  now  we're  Uving  sound  an'  hale ; 
Then  top  and  maintop  croud  the  sail, 

Heave  Care  o'er-side ! 
And  large,  before  Enjoyment's  gale. 

Let's  tak  the  tide. 

This  life,  sae  far's  I  understand, 
Is  a'  enchanted  fairy-land. 
Where  Pleasure  is  the  Magic-wand, 

That,  wielded  right. 
Mats  Hours  like  Minutes,  hand  in  hand, 

Dance  by  fu'  hght. 

The  magic-ivand  then  let  us  wield  ; 
For,  ance  that  five  an'  forty's  speel'd. 
See,  crazy,  weary,  joyless  Kild, 

Wi'  wrinkl'd  face, 
Comes  hostan,  hirplan  owre  the  field, 

Wi'  creeping  pace. 

When  ance  life's  daxj  draws  near  the  gloamin, 
Then  fareweel  vacant,  careless  roamiu ; 
An'  fareweel  chearfu'  tankards  foamin, 

An'  social  noise ; 
An'  fareweel  dear,  deluding  woman. 

The  joy  of  joys ! 
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0  Life !  how  pleasant  in  thy  morning, 
Young  Fancy's  rays  the  hills  adorning ! 
Cold-pausing  Caution's  lesson  scorning, 

AVe  frisk  away, 
Like  school-boys,  at  th'  expected  warning, 

To  joy  and  play. 

We  wander  there,  we  wander  here, 
We  eye  the  rose  upon  the  brier, 
Unmindful  that  the  thorn  is  near. 

Among  the  leaves ; 
And  tho'  the  puny  wound  appear, 

Short  while  it  grieves. 

Some,  lucky,  find  a  flow'ry  spot, 
For  which  they  never  toil'd  nor  swat ; 
They  drink  the  sweet  and  eat  the  fat^ 

But  care  or  pain ; 
And  hap'ly,  eye  the  barren  hut. 

With  high  disdain. 

With  steady  aim.  Some  Fortune  chase ; 
Keen  hope  does  ev'ry  sinew  brace ; 
Thro'  fair,  thro'  foul,  they  urge  the  race, 

And  sieze  the  prey : 
Then  canie,  in  some  cozie  place. 

They  close  the  dmj. 

And  others,  hke  your  humble  servan'. 
Poor  tvights!  nae  rules  nor  roads  observin; 
To  right  or  left,  eternal  swervin. 

They  zig-zag  on ; 
Till  curst  with  Age,  obscure  an'  starvin, 
They  aften  groan. 

Alas !  what  bitter  toil  an'  straining— 
But  truce  with  peevish,  poor  complaining ! 
Is  Fortune's  fickle  Luna  waning  ? 

E'en  let  her  gang  ! 
Beneath  what  Ught  she  has  remaining. 
Tret's  sing  our  Sang. 


(  '-^s  ) 

My  peu  1  here  fling  to  the  door, 
And  kneel,  '  Ye  Poiv'is,  and  warm  implore, 
'  The'  I  should  wander  Terj^a  o'er, 

'  In  all  her  cUmes, 
'  Grant  me  but  this,  I  ask  no  more, 

'  Ay  rowth  o'  rhymes. 

'  Gie  dreeping  roasts  to  countra  Lairds^ 
'  Till  icicles  hing  frae  their  beards ; 
'  Gie  fine  braw  claes  to  fine  Life-guards^ 

'  And  Maids  of  Honor  ; 
'  And  yill  an'  whisky  gie  to  Cairds^ 

'  Until  they  sconner. 

'  A  Title,  DEMPSTER  merits  it ; 
'  A  Garter  gie  to  WILLIE  PIT  ; 
'  Gie  Wealth  to  some  be-ledger'd  Cit, 

'  In  cent  per  cent ; 
'  But  give  me  real,  sterhug  Wit, 

'  And  I'm  content. 

*  While  ye  are  pleas'd  to  keep  me  hale, 
'  I'll  sit  down  o'er  my  scanty  meal, 
'  Be   't   water-hrose,  or  muslin-kail, 

'  Wi'  chearfu'  face, 
'  As  lang's  the  Muses  dirma  fail 

'  To  say  the  grace.' 

An  anxious  e'e  I  never  throws 
Behint  my  lug,  or  by  my  nose ; 
I  jouk  beneath  Misfortune's  blows 

As  weel's  I  may  ; 
Sworn  foe  to  sorrow,  care,  and  jirose, 

I  rhyme  away. 

0  ye,  douse  folk,  that  live  l)y  rule, 
Grave,  tideless-blooded,  calm  and  cool, 
Compar'd  wi'  you — O  fool !  fool !  fool ! 

How  much  unUke ! 
Your  hearts  are  just  a  stancUng  pool, 

Your  Hves,  a  dyke  I 


(  ;^y  ) 

Nae  hair-brain'd,  sentimental  traces,* 
In  your  unletter'd,  nameless  faces  ! 
In  arioso  trills  and  graces 

Ye  never  stray, 
But  gravissimo^  solemn  basses, 

Ye  hum  away. 

Ye  are  sae  grave,  nae  doubt  ye're  ivise ; 
Nae  ferly  tlio'  ye  do  despise 
The  hairum-scairum,  ram-stam  boys. 

The  rambling  f  squad : 
I  see  ye  upward  cast  your  eyes — 

— Ye  ken  the  road — 

Whilst  I — but  I  shall  haud  me  there — 
Wi'  you  I'll  scarce  gang  ony  lohere — 
Then  Jamie,  I  shall  sae  nae  mair, 

But  quat  my  sang, 
Content  with  YOU  to  mak  a  pair, 

Whare'er  I  gang. 


*  It  will  be  found  that  this  line  is  afterwards  quoted  by  the  poet  himself  in 
'The  Vision."  t  Altered,  in  1787,  to  "rattling." 
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A    DREAM. 


Thoughts,  words  and  deeds,  the  Statute  blames  tcith  reason ; 
But  surely  Dreams  were  ne'er  indicted  Treason. 

[The  date  of  this  clever  political  pasquinade  is  told  in  its  prose  introduction 
— in  itself,  an  excellent  satire  on  the  "Birth-Day  Odes"  of  poets-laureate — 
sleepy  productions  all  of  them !  Some  of  the  author's  newly  acquired  patrons, 
in  the  following;  year,  tried  in  vain  to  dissuade  him  from  reproducing  this 
poem  in  the  Edinburgh  edition,  lest  it  should  damage  his  prospects  of  govern- 
ment appointment.  On  30th  AprU,  17S7,  he  wrote  thus  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  "  My 
Dream  has  unfortunately  incurred  your  loyal  displeasure  ;  Init  1  set  as  little  by 
princ  s,  lords,  clergy  and  critics,  as  all  these  respective  gentry  do  by  my  bard- 
Khip."J 


ON  READING,  IN  THE  PUBLIC  PAPERS,  THE  LAUREATE  8 
ODE,  WITH  THE  OTHER  PARADE  OF  JUNE  4th,  1786,  THE 
AUTHOR  WAS  NO  SOONER  DROPT  ASLEEP,  THAN  HE 
IMAGINED  HIMSELF  TRANSPORTED  TO  THE  BIRTH-DAY 
LEVEE;  AND,  IN  HIS  DREAMING  FANCY,  MADE  THE 
FOLLOWING    ADDRESS. 

GuiD-MORNiN  to  your  MAJESTY  ! 

May  heaven  augment  your  bUsses, 
On  ev'ry  new  Birth-day  ye  see, 

A  humble  Bardie  *  wishes  ! 
My  Bardship  here,  at  your  Levee, 

On  sic*  a  day  as  this  is, 
Is  sure  an  uucouth  sight  to  see, 

Amang  thae  Birth-day  dresses 
Sae  fine  this  day. 

I  see  ye're  complimented  thrang. 

By  many  a  lord  an'  lady ; 
"  God  save  the  King  "  's  a  cukoo  sang 

That's  unco  easy  said  ay  : 
The  Poets  too,  a  venal  gang, 

Wi'  rhymes  weel-turn'd  an'  ready. 
Wad  gar  you  trow  ye  ne'er  do  wrang. 

But  ay  unerring  steady, 

On  sic  a  day. 

•  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "Poet." 


(     41     ) 

For  rue !  before  a  Monarch's  face, 

Ev'n  there  I  winna  flatter ; 
For  neither  Pension,  Tost,  nor  Place, 

Am  I  your  humble  debtor : 
So,  nae  reflection  on  YOUR  GRACE, 

Your  Kingship  to  bespatter  ; 
There's  monie  ivaur  been  o'  the  Race, 

And  aiblins  ane  been  better 

Than  You  this  day. 

'Tis  very  true,  my  sovereign  King, 

My  skill  may  vreel  be  doubted ; 
But  Facts  are  cheels  that  winna  ding. 

An'  downa  be  disputed  : 
Your  roijal  nest^  beneath  Your  wing. 

Is  e'en  right  reft  an'  clouted. 
And  now  the  third  part  o'  the  string. 

An'  less,  will  gang  about  it 

Than  did  ae  day.* 

Far  be't  frae  me  that  I  aspire 

To  blame  your  Legislation, 
Or  say,  ye  wisdom  want,  or  fire, 

To  rule  this  mighty  nation ; 
But  faith !  I  muckle  doubt,  my  SIRE, 

Ye've  trusted  'Ministration, 
To  chaps,  wha,  in  a  ham  or  hyre^ 

Wad  better  fill'd  their  station 

Than  courts  yon  day. 

And  now  Ye've  gien  auld  Britain  peace, 

Her  broken  shins  to  plaister  ; 
Your  sair  taxation  does  her  fleece. 

Till  she  has  scarce  a  tester : 
For  me,  thank  God,  my  life's  a  lease^ 

Nae  bargain  wearing  faster. 
Or  faith !  I  fear,  that,  wi'  the  geese, 

I  shortly  boost  to  pasture 

r  the  craft  some  da  v. 


*  Alluding  to  the  loss  of  our  American  Colonies,  &c. 
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I'm  no  mistrusting  Willie  Fit, 

When  taxes  he  enlarges, 
(An'  Wilfs  a  true  guid  fallow's  get, 

A  Name  not  Envy  spairges) 
That  he  intends  to  pay  your  debt, 

An'  lessen  a'  your  charges; 
But,  G — d-sake  !  let  nae  saving-Jit 

Abridge  your  bonie  Barges 

An'  Boats  this  day. 

Adieu,  my  LIEGE  !  may  Freedom  geek 

Beneath  your  high  protection ; 
An'  may  Ye  rax  Corruption's  neck. 

And  gie  her  for  dissection ! 
But  since  I'm  here,  I'll  no  neglect. 

In  loyal,  true  affection. 
To  pay  your  QUEEN,  with  due  respect. 

My  fealty  an'  subjection 

This  great  Birth-day. 

Hail,  Majestij  most  Excellent  ! 

While  Nobles  strive  to  please  Ye, 
Will  Ye  accept  a  Comphment, 

A  simple  Bardie  *  gies  Ye  ? 
Thae  bonie  Bairntime,  Heav'n  has  lent. 

Still  higher  may  they  heeze  Ye 
In  bhss,  till  Fate  some  day  is  sent. 

For  ever  to  release  Ye 

Frae  Care  that  day. 

For  you,  young  Potentate  o'  W — , 

I  tell  your  Highness  fairly, 
Down  Pleasure's  stream,  wi'  swelHng  sails, 

I'm  tauld  ye're  driving  rarely  ; 
But  some  day  ye  may  gnaw  your  nails, 

An'  curse  your  folly  sairly. 
That  e'er  ye  brak  Diana's  jo«7fs. 

Or  rattl'd  dice  wi'  Charlie 

By  night  or  day.f 


•  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "  Poet." 
t  Thp  Prince  of  Wales  was  then  of  the  Whlj;,  or  Fox  Party. 


(     43     ) 

Yet  aft  a  ragged  Cowte's  been  kuowa, 

To  mak  a  noble  A  iver  ; 
So,  ye  may  dousely  fill  a  Throne, 

For  a'  their  CUsh-ma-claver : 
There,  Him*  at  Agincourl  wha  shoue, 

Few  better  were  or  braver  ; 
And  yet,  wi'  funny,  queer  aS'^V  f  John^ 

He  was  an  unco  shaver 

For  monie  a  day. 

For  you,  right  rev'rend  0- 


Nane  sets  the  laicn-sleeve  sweeter, 
Altho'  a  ribban  at  your  lug 

Wad  been  a  dress  compleater  : 
As  ye  disown  yon  paughty  dog. 

That  hears  the  Keys  of  Peter, 
Then  swith  !  an'  get  a  ivife  to  hug, 

Or  trouth !  ye'U  stain  the  Mitre 
Some  luckless  day. 

Young,  royal  TARRY-BREEKS,  I  learn, 

Ye've  lately  come  athwart  her ; 
A  glorious  §  Galley^  stem  and  stern, 

Weel  rigg'd  for  Venus  barter; 
But  first  hang  out  that  she'll  discern, 

Your  hymeneal  Charter^ 
Then  heave  aboard  your  grapple  airn^ 

An',  large  upon  her  quarter^ 

Come  full  that  day. 

Ye  lastly,  bonie  blossoms  a'. 

Ye  royal  Lasses  dainty, 
Heav'n  mak  you  guid  as  weel  as  braw, 

An'  gie  you  lads  a  plenty : 
But  sneer  na  British-hoys  awa ; 

For  King's  are  unco  scant  ay, 
An'  German-Gentles  are  but  sma\ 

*  Foot-note,  1787,  "  King  Henrj'." 
t  Sir  John  Falsta£f,  Vide  Shakespeare.— (R.  B.     1786.) 
X  Frederick,  the  second  son  of  George  III.,  at  first  Bishop  of  Osnaburg,  after- 
wards Duke  of  York. 

§  Alluding  to  the  Newspaper  account  of  a  certain  royal  Sailor's  Amour.— 
(R.  B.    1786.)     [His  alliance  with  Mrs.  Jordan,  the  actress.] 
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They're  better  just  than  want  ay 
On  onie  day. 

God  bless  you  a' !  consider  now, 

Ye're  unco  muckle  dautet ; 
But  ere  the  course  o'  hfe  be  through, 

It  may  be  bitter  sautet : 
An'  I  hae  seen  their  coggie  fou, 

That  yet  hae  tarrow't  at  it, 
But  or  the  day  was  done,  I  trow, 

The  laggen  they  hae  clautet 

Fu'  clean  that  day. 


THE   VISION. 

DUAN  FIRST.* 

[This  delightful  poem,  consisting  of  33  stanzas,  was,  in  its  original  MS.  foi-m, 
dragged  out  to  no  less  than  60  verses,  of  which,  24  were  devoted  to  the  adorn- 
ment of  Coila's  mantle,  by  depicting  thereon  a  description  of  the  chief  localities 
and  the  heroes  of  Kyle.  This  cumbersome  robe  was  much  lightened  by  the 
good  taste  of  the  poet  when  he  came  to  trim  it  down  for  publication  in  that  first 
volume,  of  which  we  here  furnish  a  verbatim  et  literatim  copy,  where  the  whole 
emblazonment  is  comprised  in  3  or  4  stanzas  at  the  close  of  Diian  First.  Anxious, 
however,  to  please  some  of  his  Ayrshire  patrons,  he  restored,  in  his  Edinburgh 
edition,  7  of  those  rejected  stanzas,  and  these  have  ever  since  been  retained  as  a 
portion  of  the  poem;  they  will  be  given  at  another  part  of  this  work  in  their 
proper  place,  and,  in  form  of  a  note  thereto,  will  also  be  given  those  other 
Btanzas  which  were  entirely  suppressed  by  the  author.] 

The  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter-day, 
The  Curlers  quat  their  roaring  play, 
And  hunger'd  Maukin  taen  her  way 

To  kail-yards  green, 
While  faithless  snaws  ilk  step  betray 

Whare  she  has  been. 

The  Thresher's  weary  Jlingin-tree, 
The  lee-lang  day  had  tir'd  me ; 
And  when  the  Day  had  clos'd  his  e'e. 

Far  i'  the  West, 
Ben  r  the  Spence,  right  pensivelie, 

I  gaed  to  rest. 


•  Duan,  a  term  of  Ossian's  for  the  different  divisions  of  a    diffressive  Poem. 
JJpfi  his  Cath-Loda,  Vol.  2.  of  M'Pherson's  Translation.    (R.  B.    1786.) 
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There,  lanely,  by  the  ingle-cheek, 
I  sat  and  ey'd  the  spewing  reek, 
That  fill'd,  wi'  hoast-provoking  smeek, 

The  auld,  clay  biggin ; 
And  heard  the  restless  rattons  squeak 

About  the  riggin. 

All  in  this  mottie,  misty  clime, 
I  backward  mus'd  on  wasted  time. 
How  1  had  spent  my  youthJiC  prime^ 

An'  done  nae-thiug, 
But  stringing  blethers  up  in  rhyme 

For  fools  to  sing. 

Had  I  to  guid  advice  but  harket, 
I  might,  by  this,  hae  led  a  market. 
Or  strutted  in  a  Bank  and  clarket 

My  Cash-Accoimt ; 
While  here,  half-mad,  half-fed,  half-sarket, 

Is  a'  th'  amount. 

I  started,  mutt'ring  blockhead !  coof ! 
And  heav'd  on  high  my  wauket  loof, 
To  swear  by  a'  yon  starry  roof. 

Or  some  rash  aith. 
That  I,  henceforth,  would  be  rhyme-proof 
Till  my  last  breath — 

When  click !  the  string  the  snick  did  draw ; 
And  jee !  the  door  gaed  to  the  wa' ; 
And  by  my  ingle-lowe  I  saw. 

Now  bleezau  bright, 
A  tight,  outlandish  Hizzie^  braw, 

Come  full  in  sight. 

Ye  need  na  doubt,  I  held  my  whisht ; 
The  infant  aith,  half-form'd,  was  crusht ; 
I  glowr'd  as  eerie's  I'd  been  dusht, 

In  some  wild  glen ; 
When  sweet,  hke  modest  TFo?-?/t,  she  blusht. 

And  stepped  ben. 
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Green,  slender,  leaf -clad  Holly-houghs 
Were  twisted,  gracefu',  round  her  brows, 
I  took  her  for  some  SCOTTISH  MUSE, 

By  that  same  token  ; 
And  come  to  stop  those  reckless  vows, 

Would  soon  been  broken. 

A  "  hare-brain'd,  sentimental  trace  " 
Was  strongly  marked  in  her  face  ; 
A  wildly-witty,  rustic  grace 

Shone  full  upon  her  ; 
Her  eye,  ev'n  turn'd  on  empty  space, 

Beam'd  keen  with  Honor. 

Down  flow'd  her  robe,  a  tartan  sheen, 
Till  half  a  leg  was  scrimply  seen ; 
And  such  a  leg!  my  BESS,  I  ween,* 
Could  only  peer  it ; 
Sae  straught,  sae  taper,  tight  and  clean, 
Nane  else  came  near  it. 

Her  Mantle  large,  of  greenish  hue. 
My  gazing  wonder  chiefly  drew ; 
Deep  lights  and  shades^  bold-mingling,  threw 

A  lustre  grand ; 
And  seem'd,  to  my  astonish'd  view, 

A  well-lcnow7i  Land. 

Here,  rivers  in  the  sea  were  lost ; 
There,  mountains  to  the  skies  were  tost : 
Here,  tumbling  billows  mark'd  the  coast, 

With  surging  foam ; 
There,  distant  shone,  Art's  lofty  boast. 
The  lordly  dome. 

Here,  DOON  pour'd  down  his  far-fetch'd  floods; 
There,  well-fed  IIIWINE  stately  thuds: 
Auld,  hermit  AHIE  f  staw  thro'  his  woods, 

On  to  the  shore ; 
And  many  a  lesser  torrent  scuds. 

With  seeming  roar. 


Altered,  in  1787,  to  "My  bonny  Jean"  t  Altorod,  in  1787,  to  "  Ayr." 
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Low,  iu  a  sandy  valley  spread, 
An  ancient  BOROUGH  rear'd  her  head ; 
Still,  as  in  Scottish  Story  read, 

She  boasts  a  Race^ 
To  ev'ry  nobler  virtue  bred. 

And  polish'd  grace. 


DUAN    SECOND. 

With  musing-deep,  astonish'd  stare, 
I  view'd  the  heavenly-seeming  Fair ; 
A  whisp'ring  throb  did  witness  bear 

Of  kindred  sweet, 
When  with  an  elder  Sister's  air 

She  did  me  greet. 

'  All  hail !  my  oiun  inspired  Bard ! 
'  In  me  thy  native  Muse  regard ! 
'  Kor  longer  mourn  thy  fate  is  hard, 

'  Thus  poorly  low ! 
'  I  come  to  give  thee  such  reioard, 

'  As  we  bestow. 


'  Know,  the  great  Genius  of  this  Laud, 
Has  many  a  light  aerial  band, 
Who,  all  beneath  his  high  command, 

'  Harmoniously, 
As  Arts  or  Arms  they  understand, 

'  Their  labors  ply. 


'  They  SCOTIA'S  Race  among  them  share ; 
'  Some  tire  the  Sodger  on  to  dare ; 
'  Some  rouse  the  Patriot  up  to  bare 

'  Corruption's  heart : 
'  Some  teach  the  Bard,  a  darling  care, 

'  The  tuneful  Art. 
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'  'Mong  swelling  floods  of  reeking  gore, 
'  They  ardent,  kindling  spirits  pour  ; 
'  Or,  mid  the  venal  Senate's  roar, 

'  They,  sightless,  stand, 
'  To  mend  the  honest  Patriot-lore^ 

'  And  grace  the  hand.* 

'  Hence  FULLARTON,  the  brave  and  young ; 
'  Hence,  DEMPSTER'S  truth-prevailing f  tongne; 
'  Hence,  sweet  harmonious  BEATTIE  sung 

'  His  "  Minstrel  lays ; " 
'  Or  tore,  with  noble  ardour  stung, 

'  The  Sce2)tics  bays- 

'  To  lower  Orders  are  assign'd, 
'  The  humbler  ranks  of  Human-kind, 
'  The  rustic  Bard,  the  lab'ring  Hind, 

'  The  Artisan ; 
'  All  chuse,  as,  various  they're  inclin'd, 

'  The  various  man. 

'  When  yellow  waves  the  heavy  grain, 
'  The  threat'ning  Stor77i,  some,  strongly,  rein ; 
'  Some  teach  to  meliorate  the  plain, 

'  With  tillage-skill; 
'  And  some  instruct  the  Shci)herd-train, 

'  Blythe  o'er  the  hill. 

'  Some  hint  the  Lover's  harmless  wile ; 
'  Some  grace  the  Maiden's  artless  smile ; 
'  Some  soothe  the  Lab'rer's  weary  toil, 

'  For  humble  gains, 
'  And  make  his  cottage  scenes  beguile 

'  His  cares  and  pains. 


*  A  verso  introduced  here,  in  1787: — 

"  And  when  the  Bard,  or  hoary  Sage, 
Charm  or  instruct  the  future  ago, 
They  bind  the  wild  Poetic  rage 

In  energy, 
Or  point  the  inconclusive  jiago 

Full  on  the  eye." 

t  Altered,  in  1737,  to  "  zeal-inspired." 
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'  Some,  bounded  to  a  district-space, 
'  Explore  at  large  Man's  infant  race^ 
*■  To  mark  the  embryotic  trace, 

'  Of  rustic  Bard; 
'  And  careful  note  each  op'ning  grace, 
'  A  guide  and  guard. 

'  Of  these  am  I — COIL  A  my  name; 
'  And  this  district  as  mine  I  claim, 
'  Where  once  the  CampbeWs  *  chiefs  of  fame, 

'  Held  ruhng  pow'r  : 
'  I  mark'd  thy  embryo-tuneful  flame, 
'  Thy  natal  hour. 

'  With  future  hope,  I  oft  would  gaze, 
'  Fond,  on  thy  little,  early  ways, 
'  Thy  rudely-caroll'd,  chiming  phrase, 
'  In  uncouth  rhymes, 
'  Fir'd  at  the  simple,  artless  lays 
'  Of  other  times. 

'  I  saw  thee  seek  the  sounding  shore, 
'  Delighted  with  the  dashing  roar ; 
'  Or  when  the  A^orth  his  fleecy  store 

'  Drove  thro'  the  sky, 
'  I  saw  grim  Nature's  visage  hoar, 

'  Struck  thy  young  eye. 

'  Or  when  the  deep-green-mantl'd  Earth, 
'  Warm-cherish'd  ev'ry  floweret's  birth, 
'  And  joy  and  music  pouring  forth, 

'  In  ev'ry  grove, 
'  I  saw  thee  eye  the  gen'ral  mirth 

'  With  boundless  love. 

'  When  ripen'd  fields,  and  azure  skies, 
'  Call'd  forth  the  Reaper's  rustling  noise, 
'  I  saw  thee  leave  their  ev'ning  joys, 

'  And  lonely  stalk, 
'  To  vent  thy  bosom's  swelUng  rise, 

'  In  pensive  walk. 

*  Mossglel  and  Its  neighbourtiood  belonged  to  the  Earl  of  IliOudoun:    family 
surname,  Campbell. 

k  '' 
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•  When  youthful  Love,  warm-blushing,  strong, 
'  Keen-sliivering  shot  tliy  nerves  along, 
'  Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue, 

'  Th'  adored  ^^ame, 
'  I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  song, 

'  To  soothe  thy  flame. 

'  I  saw  thy  pulse's  maddening  play, 
'  Wild-send  thee  Pleasure's  devious  way, 
'  Misled  by  Fancy's  meteor-ray, 

'  By  Passion  driven  ; 
'  But  yet  the  light  that  led  astray, 

'  Was  light  from  Heaven. 

'  I  taught  thy  mamiers-painting  strains, 
'  The  loves,  the  tvays  of  simple  swains, 
'  Till  now,  o'er  all  my  wide  domains, 

'  Thy  fame  extends ; 
'  And  some,  the  pride  of  CoikCs  plains, 

'  Become  thy  friends. 

'  Thou  canst  not  learn,  nor  I  can  show, 
'  To  paint  with  Thomson's  landscape-glow ; 
'  Or  wake  the  bosom-melting  throe, 

'  With  Shenstone's  art ; 
'  Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow, 

'  Warm  on  the  heart. 

'  Yet  all  beneath  th'  unrivall'd  Rose, 
'  The  lowly  Daisy  sweetly  blows ; 
'  Tho'  large  the  forest's  Monarch  throws 

'His  army  shade, 
'  Yet  green  the  juicy  Hawthorn  grows, 

'  Adown  the  glade. 

'  Then  never  murmur  nor  repine ; 
'  Strive  in  thy  humble  spliere  to  shine ; 
'  And  trust  me,  not  Potosi's  mine, 

'  Nor  Kings  regard, 
'  Can  give  a  bliss  o'ermatcliing  thine, 

'  A  rustic  Bard. 


(  51  ) 

'  To  give  my  counsels  all  in  one, 
'  Thy  tuneful  flame  still  careful  fan ; 
'  Preserve  the  digniUi  of  Man,, 

'  With  Soul  erect ; 
'  And  trust,  the  UNIVERSAL  PLAN 

'  Will  all  protect. 

'  And  wear  thou  this' — She  solemn  said, 
And  bound  the  Roily  round  my  head : 
The  poKsh'd  leaves,  and  berries  red, 

Did  rustUng  play ; 
And,  Uke  a  passing  thought,  she  fled. 

In  light  away. 


[In  support  of  what  we  have  stated  in  the  head-note  to  the  present  poem 
regarding  its  extraordinary  length,  as  originally  composed,  we  here  insert  a 
reference  to  that  subject  which  occurs  in  a  letter  from  the  poet  to  Mrs.  Dunlop, 
dated  15th  January,  17S7 : — "  I  have  not  composed  anj^thing  on  the  great  Wallace, 
except  what  you  have  seen  in  print,  and  the  enclosed,  which  I  will  print  in  tliis 
edition  (then  at  press.)  You  will  see  I  have  mentioned  some  others  of  the 
name.  When  I  composed  my  Vision  long  ago,  I  had  attempted  a  description  of 
Kyle,  of  which  the  additional  stanzas  are  a  part  as  it  originally  stood." 

Dr.  Currie  observes,  "To  the  painting  on  Coila's  mantle,  on  which  is  depicted 
the  most  striking  scenery,  as  well  as  the  most  distinguished  characters  of  his 
native  district,  some  exception  may  be  made :  the  mantle  of  CoUa,  like  the  cup  of 
Thyrsis  and  the  shield  of  Achilles,  is  too  much  crowded  with  figures,  and  some 
of  the  objects  represented  upon  it  are  scarcely  admissable  according  to  the 
principles  of  design." 

It  would  appear  that,  by  the  very  instinct  of  genius.  Burns  had  a  feeling  of 
this  kind  when  left  to  his  own  judgement,  for  the  present  text  is  quite  faultless 
as  regards  extravagauco  in  Coila's  robe.] 


(     52     ) 

Thk  following  POEM  ■will,  by  many  Beaders,  be  well  enough  understood ;  but, 
for  the  sake  of  those  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  manners  and  traditions 
of  the  country  where  the  scone  is  cast,  Notes  are  added,  to  give  some 
account  of  the  principal  Charms  and  Spells  of  that  Night,  bo  big  with 
Prophecy  to  the  Peasantry  in  the  West  of  Scotland.  The  passion  of  prying 
into  Futurity  makes  a  striking  part  of  the  history  of  Human-nature,  in  its 
rude  state,  in  all  ages  and  nations ;  and  it  may  be  some  entertainment  to  a 
philosophic  mind,  if  any  such  should  honor  the  Author  with  a  perusal,  to  see 
the  remains  of  it,  among  the  more  unenlightened  in  our  own. — (K.  B.    1786.) 

HALLOWEEN* 

Yes!  let  the  Rich  deride,  the  Proud  disdain. 
The  simple  pleasures  of  the  lowly  train ; 
To  me  more  dear,  congenial  to  mij  heart. 
Otic  native  charm,  than  all  the  gloss  of  art. 

GOLUSMITH. 

[This  has  ever  been  a  special  favourite  with  the  peasantry  of  Scotland, 
abounding  as  it  does  in  lively  and  characteristic  description  of  manners  and 
Bcenery  so  familiar  to  them.  Few  passages  of  Burns  have  been  more  frequently 
quoted  in  illustration  of  his  graphic  dexterity  in  hitting  off  a  living  landscape  in 
a,  few  touches,  than  the  25th  stanza,  commencing — "  Whyles  owre  a  linn,"  &c.] 

Upon  that  night,  when  Fairies  light, 

On  Cassilis  Downans^  dance, 
Or  owre  the  lays,  in  splendid  blaze, 

On  sprightly  coursers  prance ; 
Or  for  Cokan,  the  rout  is  taen. 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beams ; 
There,  up  the  Cove,,  \  to  stray  an'  rove, 

Amang  the  rocks  an'  streams 

To  sport  that  night. 

Amang  the  bonie,  winding  banks. 

Where  Doon  rins,  wimpUn,  clear, 
Where  BRUCE  §  ance  rul'd  the  martial  ranks. 

An'  shook  his  Carrick  spear, 

•  Is  thought  to  bo  a  night  when  Witches,  Devils,  and  other  mischief-making 
beings,  are  all  abroad  on  their  baneful,  midnight  errands:  particularlj',  those, 
aerial  people,  the  Fairies,  are  said,  on  that  night,  to  hold  a  grand  Anniversary. — 
(E.  B.    178fi.) 

t  Certain  little,  romantic,  rocky,  green  hills,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the 
ancient  seat  of  the  Earls  of  Cassilis.— (E.  B.    1 786.) 

t  A  noted  cavern  near  Colean-house,  called  the  Cove  of  Oolean ;  which,  as  well 
as  Cassilis  Downans,  is  famed,  in  country  story,  for  being  a  favourite  haunt  of 
Fairies.— (E.  B.    1786.) 

§  The  famous  family  of  that  name,  the  ancestors  of  EOBEET  the  groat 
Deliverer  of  his  country,  were  Earls  of  Carrick.— (E.  B.    178ii.) 
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Some  merry,  friendly,  countra  folks, 

Together  did  convene. 
To  burn  their  nits,  an'  pou  their  stocks, 

An'  haud  their  JIalloiceen 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 

The  lasses  feat,  an'  cleanly  neat, 

Mair  braw  than  when  they're  fine ; 
Their  faces  blythe,  f u'  sweetly  kythe, 

Hearts  leal,  an'  warm,  an'  kin' : 
The  lads  sae  trig,  wi'  wooer-babs, 

Weel  knotted  on  their  garten, 

•  Some  unco  blate,  an'  some  wi'  gabs, 

Gar  lasses  hearts  gang  star  tin 

Whyles  fast  at  night. 

Then,  first  an'  foremost,  thro'  the  kail, 

Their  stocks  *  maun  a'  be  sought  ance ; 
They  steek  their  een,  an'  grape  an'  wale, 

For  muckle  anes,  an'  straught  anes. 
Poor  hav'rel  Will  fell  aff  the  drift. 

An'  wander'd  thro'  the  Bow-kail, 
An'  pow't,  for  want  o'  better  shift, 

A  runt  was  like  a  sow-tail 

Sae  bow't  that  night. 

Then,  straught  or  crooked,  yird  or  nane, 

They  roar  an'  cry  a'  throw'ther ; 
The  vera  icee-things,  toddlan,  rin, 

Wi'  stocks  out  owre  their  shouther  : 
An'  gif  the  custocJcs  sweet  or  sour, 

Wi'  joctelegs  they  taste  them ; 
Syne  coziely,  aboon  the  door, 

Wi'  cannie  care,  they've  plac'd  them 
To  lye  that  night. 


*  The  first  ceremony  of  Halloween,  is,  pulUng  each  a  Stock,  or  plant  of  kaU. 
They  must  go  out,  hand  in  hand,  with  eyes  shut,  and  pull  the  first  they  meet  with : 
its  beSg  bi"  or  little,  straight  or  crooked,  is  prophetic  of  the  size  and  shape  of 
the  grafd  object  of  all  their  Spells-the  husband  or  wife.  If  any  ytrdox  earth, 
.tfck  to  the  root,  that  is  toc}ur%v  fortune ;  and  the  taste  of  the  custoc.  tliat  is,  he 
heart  of  the  steii,  is  indicative  of  the  natui-al  temper  and  disposition.  Lastly, 
the  stems,  or  to  give  them  their  ordinarj'  appellation,  the  rvnts!^^  placed  some- 
where  above  the  head  of  the  door ;  and  the  christian  names  of  the  people  whom 
chance  brings  into  the  house,  are,  according  to  the  priority  of  placing  the  runt,, 
the  names  in  question.— (E.  B.     178f>.) 


(     54     ; 

The  lasses  staw  frae  'mang  them  a', 

To  pou  their  stalks  d  corn ;  * 
But  Rab  slips  out,  an'  jinks  about, 

Behint  the  muekle  thorn : 
He  gri})pet  Nelly  hard  an'  fast ; 

Loud  sku'l'd  a'  the  lasses ; 
But  her  tap-piclie  maist  was  lost, 

When  kiutlan  in  the  Faiise-honse  f 
Wi'  him  that  night. 


The  auld  Guidwife's  weel-hoordet  nits  \ 

Are  round  an'  round  divided, 
An'  monie  lads  an'  lasses  fates 

Are  there  that  night  decided : 
Some  kindle,  couthie,  side  by  side, 

An'  burn  thegither  trimly ; 
Some  start  awa,  wi'  saucy  pride. 

An'  jump  out  owre  the  chimlie 

Fu'  high  that  night. 

Jean  slips  in  twa,  wi'  tentie  e'e ; 

Wha  'twas,  she  wadna  tell ; 
But  this  is  Joclc,  an'  this  is  ??ie. 

She  says  in  to  hersel : 
He  bleez'd  owre  her,  an'  she  owre  him, 

As  they  wad  never  mair  part. 
Till  fuff  !  he  started  up  the  lum, 

An'  Jean  had  e'en  a  sair  heart 

To  see't  that  night. 


*  They  go  to  the  barn-yard,  and  puU  each,  at  three  several  times,  a  stalk  of 
Oats.  If  the  third  stalk  wants  the  top-pickle,  that  is,  the  grain  at  the  top  of  the 
Btalk,  the  party  in  question  will  want  the  Jliiidonhead. — (R.  B.  178fi.)  [The 
three  closing  words  of  this  note  altered  In  17.S7,  to  "come  to  the  marriage-bod 
anything  but  a  maid."] 

t  When  the  com  is  in  a  doubtful  state,  by  being  too  green,  or  wet,  the  Stack- 
builder,  by  means  of  old  timber,  <tc.  makes  a  large  apartment  in  his  stack,  with 
an  opening  in  the  side  which  is  fairest  exposed  to  the  wind:  this  he  calls  a 
Fauic-/iouse.—(R.  B.    178C.) 

X  Burning  the  nuts  is  a  favourite  charm.  They  name  the  lad  and  lass  to  each 
particular  nut,  as  they  lay  them  in  the  lire ;  and  according  as  they  burn  quietly 
together,  or  8ta,rt  from  beside  one  another,  the  course  and  issue  of  the  Courtship 
will  be.— (K.  B.     178G.) 


(  yo  ) 

Poor  Willie,  wi'  bis  bow-kail  runt^ 

Was  brunt  wi'  primsie  MalUe  ; 
Au'  Mary,  uae  doubt,  took  the  druiit, 

To  be  compar'd  to  Willie : 
MaWs  nit  lap  out,  wi'  pridefu'  fling, 

An'  ber  ain  lit,  it  brunt  it ; 
While  Willie  lap,  au'  swoor  by  jing, 

'Twas  just  the  way  be  wanted 
To  be  that  night. 

Nell  had  the  Faiise-house  in  her  inin', 

She  pits  hersel  an'  Bob  in; 
In  loving  bleeze  they  sweetly  join, 

Till  white  in  ase  they're  sobbiu : 
Nell's  heart  was  dancin  at  the  view  ; 

She  whisper'd  Bob  to  leuk  for't : 
Rob,  stownhns,  prie'd  her  bonie  mou, 

Fu'  cozie  iu  the  neuk  for't, 

Unseen  that  night. 

But  Merran  sat  behint  their  backs, 

Her  thoughts  on  Andrew  Bell ; 
She  lea'es  them  gasban  at  then-  cracks, 

An'  slips  out  by  hersel : 
She  thro'  the  yard  the  nearest  taks, 

An'  for  the  kiln  she  goes  then, 
An'  darklins  grapet  for  the  banks. 

And  in  the  blue-clue  *  throws  then, 

Right  fear't  that  night. 

An'  ay  she  win't,  an'  ay  she  swat, 
I  wat  she  made  nae  jaukin ; 

Till  something  held  within  the  pat, 
Guid  L— d !  but  she  was  quaukin  ! 


*  Whoever  would,  ^vith  success,  try  this  sjiell  must  strictly  observe  these 
cUrecVions.  Steal  oiA,  all  alone,  to  the  A.7„  an,l,  ff^^ng  throw  .no  the  -o^  a 
clew  of  blue  yarn :  wind  it  in  a  now  clew  off  the  ol.l  .  .n-  :  and  tow  ai  (Is  tnc  atter 
encT  °omethin-  will  hold  the  thread:  demand,  >cha  hamlsf  i.  e.  who  holds  i  and 
answe°M^ll  ire^Xned  from  the  kiln-pot,  by  naming  the  christian  and  sirname 
of  your  future  Spouse.— (R.  B,    1  ( ^6.) 
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But  whether  'twas  the  Deil  himsel, 
Or  whether  'twas  a  bauk-en'. 

Or  whether  it  was  Andreiv  Bell, 
She  did  na  wait  on  talkia 

To  spier  that  night. 

Wee  Jenn^  to  her  Grannie  says, 

'  Will  ye  go  wi'  me  Grannie  ? 
'  I'll  eat  the  apple  *  at  the  glass, 

'  I  gat  frae  Uncle  Johnie :' 
She  fuff't  her  pipe  wi'  sic  a  hint, 

In  wrath  she  was  sae  vap'rin, 
She  notic't  na,  an  aizle  brunt 

Her  braw,  new,  worset  apron 

Out  thro'  that  night. 

'  Ye  little  Skelpie-limmer's-face ! 

'  I  daur  you  try  sic  sportin, 
'  As  seek  thefotd  T/u'efonk  place, 

'  For  him  to  spae  your  fortune : 
'  Nae  doubt  but  ye  may  get  a  sight ! 

'  Great  cause  ye  hae  to  fear  it ; 
'  For  monie  a  ane  has  gotten  a  fright, 

'  An'  liv'd  an'  di'd  deleeret, 

'  On  sic  a  night. 

'  Ae  Hairst  afore  the  Sherra-moor, 

'  I  miud't  as  weel's  yestreen, 
'  I  was  a  gilpey  then,  I'm  sure, 

'  I  was  na  past  fyftecn  : 
'  The  Simmer  had  been  canld  an'  wat, 

'  An'  Stuff  was  unco  green ; 
'  An'  ay  a  rantan  Kim  we  gat, 

'  An'  just  on  Halloween 

'  It  fell  that  night. 


•  Take  a  candle,  and  go,  alone,  to  a  looking  plass :  eat  an  apple  before  it  and 
■ome  traditions  say  you  should  comb  your  hair  all  the  time :  the  face  of  your 
conjugal  companion,  to  be,  will  be  seen  in  the  glasB,  as  if  poepinir  over  vour 
•houlder.— (R.  B.    1786.)  ^    B  "voi  ^uui 
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'  Our  Stibble-rig  was  Rob  M^Graen, 

'  A  clever,  sturdy  fallow ; 
'  His  Sin  gat  Eppie  Sim  wi'  wean, 

'  That  liv'd  in  Acbmacalla : 
'  He  gat  hemp-seed*  I  mind  it  weel, 

'  An'  he  made  unco  light  o't ; 
'  But  monie  a  day  was  hj  Imnsel, 

'  lie  was  sae  sairly  frighted 

'  That  vera  night.' 

Then  up  gat  fechtan  Jamie  Flech^ 

An'  he  swoor  by  his  conscience, 
That  he  could  saiv  hemp-seed  a  peck ; 

For  it  was  a'  but  nonsense : 
The  auld  guidman  raught  down  the  pock, 

An'  out  a  handfu'  gied  him ; 
Syne  bad  him  slip  frae  'mang  the  folk, 

Sometime  when  nae  ane  see'd  him, 
An'  try't  that  night. 

He  marches  thro'  amang  the  stacks, 

Tho'  he  was  something  sturtan  ; 
The  graip  he  for  a  harroio  taks. 

An'  haurls  at  his  curpan : 
And  ev'ry  now  an'  then,  he  says, 

'  Hemp-seed  I  saw  thee, 
'  An'  her  that  is  to  be  my  lass, 

*  Come  after  me  an'  draw  thee 

'  As  fast  this  night.' 

He  whistl'd  up  lord  Lenox^  mai-ch, 
To  keep  his  courage  cheary ; 

Altho'  his  hair  began  to  arch, 
He  was  sae  fley'd  an'  eerie : 


•  steal  out,  nnperceived,  and  sow  a  handful  of  hemp  seed ;  harrowing  It  with 
any  thing  you  can  conveniently  draw  after  you.  Repeat,  now  and  then,  '  Hemp 
seed  I  saw  thee,  Hemp  seed  I  saw  thee ;  and  him  (or  her)  tliat  is  to  be  my  true- 
love,  come  after  me  and  pou  thee.'  Look  over  j-our  left  shoulder,  and  you  will 
see  the  appearance  of  the  person  invoked,  in  the  attitude  of  pulling  hemp.  Some 
traditions  say,  '  come  after  me  and  shaw  thee,"  that  is,  show  thyself:  in  which 
case  it  simply  appears.  Others  omit  the  harrowinp,  and  say,  ■  oome  after  me 
and  harrow  thee.'— (B.  B.     17Sfi.) 


(  56  ) 

Till  presently  he  hears  a  squeak, 

An'  then  a  grane  an'  gruntle ; 
He  by  his  shovvther  gae  a  keek, 

An'  tumbl'd  wi'  a  wintle 

Out  owre  that  night 

He  roar'cl  a  horrid  murder-shout, 

In  dreadf u'  desperation ! 
An'  young  an'  auld  come  rinnan  out, 

An'  hear  the  sad  narration : 
He  swoor  'twas  hilchan  Jean  IPCraiv, 

Or  crouchie  Merran  Humpkie, 
Till  stop !  she  trotted  thro'  them  a' ; 

An'  wha  was  it  but  Grumphie 

Asteer  that  night  ? 

Meg  fain  wad  to  the  Barn  gaen, 

To  ivinn  three  wechts  o'  naetldny ;  * 
But  for  to  meet  the  Dell  her  lane, 

She  pat  but  httle  faith  in : 
She  gies  the  Herd  a  pickle  nits, 

An'  twa  red  cheeket  apples. 
To  watch,  while  for  the  Barn  she  sets, 

In  hopes  to  see  Tam  Kipples 

That  vera  night. 

She  turns  the  key,  wi'  caunie  thraw, 

An'  owre  the  threshold  ventures; 
But  first  on  Saivnie  gies  a  ca'. 

Syne  bauldly  in  she  enters  : 
A  rattan  rattl'd  up  the  wa'. 

An'  she  cry'd,  L — d  preserve  her ! 
An'  ran  thro'  midden-hole  an'  a', 

An'  pray'd  wi'  zeal  and  fervour, 

Fu'  fast  that  uiglit. 

*  This  charm  must  likewise  be  pcrformod,  unpercoivpd  and  alone.  You  go 
fo  the  barn,  and  opon  both  doors;  takinR  thorn  off  the  hiiijjes,  if  possible;  for 
there  is  danger,  that  the  Hoiiif;,  al)()Ut  to  appear,  may  shut  the  donrs.  and  do  you 
home  mischief.  Thon  take  that  instrument  used  iu  winnowing  tlie  com,  which, 
in  our  country-dial.'ct,  we  call  a  virht ;  and  k"  tbi<>"  i"  '■>«"  attitudes  of  letting 
down  corn  against  the  wind.  Repeat  it  three  times ;  and  the  third  time,  an  ap- 
parition will  pass  thro'  the  barn,  in  at  the  windy  door,  and  out  at  the  other, 
having  both  the  Hguro  in  question  and  the  appenmnce  or  retinue,  marking  the 
employment  or  Hiation  in  life. — (R.  B.    1780.) 


(   i'.'   ) 

They  hoy't  out  Will,  wi'  sair  advice 

They  hecht  him  some  fine  braw  ane ; 
It  chanc'd  the  Stack  hafaddonit  thrice,* 

Was  timmer-propt  for  thrawin : 
He  taks  a  swirUe,  aukl  moss-oak, 

For  some  black,  grousome  Carlin ; 
An'  loot  a  winze,  an'  drew  a  stroke. 

Till  skin  in  blypes  cam  haurlin 

All's  nieves  that  night. 

A  wanton  widow  Leezie  was, 

As  cautie  as  a  kittlen ; 
But  Och !  that  night,  amang  the  shaws, 

She  gat  a  fearf u'  settlin ! 
She  thro'  the  whins,  an'  by  the  cairn. 

An'  owre  the  hill  gaed  scrievin, 
Whare  three  Lairds^  lan^s  met  at  a  burv,'\ 

To  dip  her  left  sark-sleeve  in. 

Was  bent  that  night. 

Whyles  owre  a  linn  the  burnie  plays, 

As  thro'  the  glen  it  wimpl't ; 
Whyles  round  a  rocky  scar  it  strays ; 

Whyles  in  a  wiel  it  dimpl't ; 
Whyles  glitter'd  to  the  nightly  rays, 

Wi'  bickerin,  danciu  dazzle ; 
Whyles  cooket  underneath  the  braes, 

Below  the  spreading  hazle 

Unseen  that  night. 

Amang  the  brachens,  on  the  brae. 

Between  her  an'  the  moon. 
The  Deil,  or  else  an  outler  Quay, 

Gat  up  an'  gae  a  croon : 


*  Take  au  opportunity  of  going,  unnoticed,  to  a  Bear-stack,  and  fathom  it  threo 
times  round.  The  last  fathom  of  the  last  time,  you  will  catch  in  your  arms,  the 
appearance  of  your  future  conjugal  yoke-follow. — (11.  B.    1786.) 

t  Ton  go  out,  one  or  more,  for  this  is  a  social  sjioll,  to  a  south-ruiming  spring 
or  rivulet,  where  '  throe  Lairds'  lands  meet,'  and  dip  your  left  shirt-sleeve.  Go 
to  bed  in  sight  of  a  Are.  and  hang  your  wet  sleeve  hnfore  it  to  drj'.  Lj'  awake ; 
and  sometime  near  midnight,  an  apparition,  having  tlie  exact  figure  of  the  grand 
object  in  question,  \vill  como  and  turn  the  sleeve,  as  if  to  dry  the  other  side  of 
it.— (E.  B.    178<;.) 


(     60     ) 

Poor  Leezie's  heart  maist  lap  the  hool ; 

Near  lav'rock-height  she  jumpet, 
But  mist  a  fit,  an'  in  the  pool^ 

Out  owre  the  lugs  she  plumpet, 

Wi'  a  plunge  that  night. 

In  order,  on  the  clean  hearth-stane, 

The  Luggies  *  three  are  ranged  ; 
And  ev'ry  time  great  care  is  taen, 

To  see  them  duely  changed : 
Auld,  uncle  John^  wha  wedlock's  joy s^ 

Sin'  Mars-year  did  desire, 
Because  he  gat  the  toom  dish  thrice, 

He  heav'd  them  on  the  fire, 

In  wrath  that  night. 

Wi'  merry  sangs,  an'  friendly  cracks, 

I  wat  they  did  na  weary ; 
And  unco  tales,  an'  funnie  jokes. 

Their  sports  were  cheap  an'  cheary  : 
Till  butter  d  Sd'ns,^  wi'  fragrant  lunt, 

Set  a'  their  gabs  a  steerin ; 
Syne,  wi'  a  social,  glass  o'  strunt, 

They  parted  aflf  careerin 

Fu'  blythe  that  night. 


•  Tako  three  dishes ;  put  clean  water  in  one,  foul  water  in  another,  and  leave 
the  third  empty :  blindfold  a  person,  and  lead  him  to  the  hearth  where  the 
dishes  are  ranged;  he  (or  she)  dips  the  loft  hand:  if  by  chance  in  the  clean 
water,  the  future  husband  or  mfe  will  come  to  the  bar  of  Matrimony,  a  Maid ; 
If  in  the  foul,  a  widow,  if  in  the  empty  dish,  it  foretells,  with  equal  certainty,  no 
marria'^'c  at  all.  It  is  repeated  three  times ;  and  every  time  the  arrangement  of 
the  disiies  is  altered. — (R.  B.    1786.) 

t  Sowens.  with  butter  instead  of  milk  to  them,  la  always  the  Halloween  Supper. 
— (E.  B.    1786.) 


(     61     ) 

THE   AULD  FARMER'S  NEW-YEAR-MORNING 
SALUTATION  TO  HIS^ULD  MARE,  MAGGIE, 

ON  GIVING  HER  THE  ACCUSTOMED  RIPP  OF  CORN 
TO  HANSEL  IN  THE  NEW-YEAR. 

[What  a  delightful  piece  of  auto-bio^aphy  the  good  old  man  recites  to  his 
auld  mare,  as  he  gives  her  the  usual  New-Year-Morning  hansel!  The  wholo 
poem  is  in  the  Author's  best  manner,  and  ranks  with  Poor  Mailie  in  its  happy 
combination  of  humour  and  tenderness.  A  celebrated  panegyrist  of  the  poet 
declares  that  to  his  certain  knowledge,  the  reading  of  it  has  "  humanized  the 
heart  of  a  Gilmerton  carter!  "] 

A  Guid  New-year  I  wish  you  Maggie ! 
Hae,  there's  a  ripp  to  thy  auld  baggie : 
Tho'  thou's  howe-backet,  now,  an'  knaggie, 

I've  seen  the  day, 
Thou  could  hae  gaen  hke  ony  staggie 

Out  owre  the  lay. 

The'  now  thou's  dowie,  stiff  an'  crazy, 
An'  thy  auld  hide  as  white's  a  daisie, 
I've  seen  thee  dappl't,  sleek  an'  glaizie, 

A  bouie  gray : 
He  should  been  tight  that  daur't  to  raize  thee, 
Ance  in  a  day. 

Thou  ance  was  i'  the  foremost  rank, 
A.  filly  buirdly,  steeve  an'  swank. 
An'  set  weel  down  a  shapely  shank. 

As  e'er  tread  yird ; 
An'  could  hae  flown  out  owre  a  stank, 

Like  onie  bird. 

It's  now  some  nine-an'-twenty-year, 
Sin'  tlfou  was  my  Guidfaiher's  Meere; 
He  gied  me  thee,  o'  tocher  clear. 

An'  fifty  mark ; 
The'  it  was  sma',  'twas  weel-won  gear, 

An'  thou  was  stark. 


(     62     ) 

When  first  I  gaed  to  woo  my  Jenny ^ 
Ye  then  was  trottan  wi'  your  Minnie : 
The'  ye  was  trickie,  slee  an'  funnie, 

Ye  ne'er  was  donsie ; 
But  hamely,  tawie,  quiet  an'  eanuie, 

An'  unco  sonsie. 

That  dwj^  ye  prane'd  wi'  muckle  pride, 
When  ye  bure  hame  my  bouie  Bride : 
An'  sweet  an'  gracefu'  she  did  ride 

Wi'  maiden  air ! 
KYLE-STEWART  I  could  bragged  wide, 

For  sic  apmr. 

Tho'  now  ye  dow  but  hoyte  and  hoble. 
An'  wintle  like  a  saumont-coble. 
That  dai/,  ye  was  a  jinker  noble, 

For  heels  an'  win' ! 
An'  ran  them  till  they  a'  did  wauble. 

Far,  far  behin' ! 

When  thou  an'  I  were  young  an'  skiegh, 
An'  Stable-meals  at  Fairs  were  driegh, 
How  thou  wad  prance,  an'  snore,  an'  scriegh, 

An'  tak  the  road ! 
Towns-bodies  ran  an'  stood  abiegh. 
An'  ca't  thee  mad. 

When  thou  was  corn't,  an'  I  was  mellow, 
We  took  the  road  ay  like  a  Swallow : 
At  Brooses  thou  had  ne'er  a  fellow. 

For  pith  an'  speed ; 
But  ev'ry  tail  thou  pay't  them  hollow, 

Whare'er  thou  gaed. 

The  snia',  droot-rnnipl't,  hunter  cattle. 
Might  aiblins  waur't  thee  for  a  brattle ; 
But  sax  Scotch  viile^*  thou  try't  their  mettle. 

An'  gart  them  whaizle : 
Nae  whip  nor  spur,  but  just  a  wattle 

O'  saugh  or  bazle. 

*  Altered,  in  1787,  tu  "miles." 


(     fi3     ) 

Thou  was  a  noble  Fittie-lau\ 
As  e'er  in  tug  or  tow  was  drawn ! 
Aft  tbee  an'  1,  in  aught  hours  gaun, 

Ou  guid  March-weather, 
Ilae  turn'd  sax  rood  beside  our  han', 

For  days  thegither. 

Thou  never  braing't,  an'  fetch't,  an'  flisket, 
But  thy  auld  tail  thou  wad  hae  whisket, 
An'  spread  abreed  thy  weel-fiU'd  brisket^ 

Wi'  pith  an'  pow'r, 
Till  sprittie  knowes  wad  rair't  an'  risket, 

An'  slypet  owre. 

When  frosts  lay  lang,  an'  snaws  were  deep, 
An'  threaten'd  labor  back  to  keep, 
I  gied  thy  cog  a  wee-bit  heap 

Aboon  the  timmer ; 
I  ken'd  my  Maggie  wad  na  sleep 

For  that,  or  Simmer. 

In  cart  or  car  thou  never  reestet ; 
The  steyest  brae  thou  wad  hae  fac't  it ; 
Thou  never  lap,  an'  sten't,  an'  breastet, 

Then  stood  to  blaw ; 
But  just  thy  step  a  wee  thing  hastet. 

Thou  snoov't  awa. 

My  Pleugh  is  now  thy  bairn-time  a' ; 
Four  gallant  brutes,  as  e'er  did  draw ; 
Forby  sax  mae,  I've  sell't  awa. 

That  thou  hast  nurst : 
They  drew  me  thrctteen  puud  an'  twa. 
The  vera  warst. 

Monie  a  sair  daurk  we  twa  hae  wrought. 
An'  wi'  the  weary  warl'  fought ! 
An'  monie  an  anxious  day,  I  thought 

We  wad  be  beat ! 
Yet  here  to  crazy  Age  we're  brought, 
Wi'  something  yet. 


(     64     ) 

An'  think  na,  my  auld,  trusty  Servan\ 
That  now  perhaps  thou's  less  deservin, 
An'  thy  auld  days  may  end  in  starvin', 

For  my  last  fow, 
A  heapet  Stimpart,  I'll  reserve  ane 

Laid  by  for  you. 

We've  worn  to  crazy  years  thegither ; 
We'll  toyte  about  wi'  ane  anither ; 
Wi'  tentie  care  I'll  flit  thy  tether, 

To  some  hain'd  rig, 
Whare  ye  may  nobly  rax  your  leather. 
Wi'  sma'  fatigue. 


(     65     ) 
THE  COTTER'S  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 

INSCRIBED  TO  R.  A****,  ESQ.* 


Let  not  Ambition  mock  their  useful  toil, 

TTieir  homely  joys,  and  destiny  obscure; 
Nor  Grandeur  hear,  with  a  disdainful  smile, 

The  short  and  simple  annals  of  the  Poor. 

Gray. 

[The  spirit  of  Poetry  is  akin  to  that  of  Religion,  and  the  union  of  the  two  is,  in 
no  human  composition,  more  powerful  than  in  the  present  production.  The 
two  concluding  stanzas  of  this  noble  poem,  the  first  being  a  patriotic  apostrophe 
to  Scotland,  and  the  last  a  grand  address  to  the  Deity  in  her  behalf,  were 
fervently  recited  by  the  bard,  with  head  uncovered,  and  kneeling  on  English 
soil  with  his  face  towards  Scotland,  immediately  after  crossing  the  Tweed  for 
the  first  time  into  the  sister  kingdom,  on  the  morning  of  Monday,  8th  May, 
1787,  while  on  his  Border  tour  with  Ainslie.  The  grand  reference  to  Sir  William 
Wallace  in  the  last  stanza,  and  another  noble  verse  or  two  on  the  same  hero.  In 

the   Epistle  to   W S ,   Ochiltree,  will  recall  to   the   reader  the  poet's 

observation  in  his  autobiography,  when  speaking  of  the  books  perused  by  him 
during  his  early  boyhood: — "The  story  of  Wallace  poured  a  tide  of  Scottish 
prejudice  into  my  veins,  which  will  boil  along  there  tUl  the  floodgates  of  Ufa 
Bhut  in  eternal  rest." 

The  fine  religious  tone  of  this  whole  poem,  together  with  the  noble  tributes 
to  Wallace,  above  referred  to,  procured  for  the  bard  the  friendship  of  Mrs. 
Dunlop  of  Dunlop,  a  lineal  descendent  of  that  patriot's  brother.  She,  however, 
could  not  be  reconciled  to  the  epithet  "  great,  unhappy  Wallace  "  adopted  by 
the  poet,  and  she  urged  him  to  alter  the  phrase  in  his  first  Edinburgh  Edition. 
In  his  letter  to  her  of  15th  January,  1787,  he  says,  "The  word  you  object  to, 
borrowed  from  Thomson,  does  not  strike  me  as  being  an  improper  epithet.  I 
distrusted  my  own  judgement  on  your  finding  fault  with  it,  and  applied  for  the 
opinion  of  some  literati  here,  who  honour  me  with  their  critical  strictures,  and 
they  all  allow  it  to  be  proper."  Accordingly  it  was  left  in  that  edition  precisely 
as  in  the  text ;  but  Mrs.  Dunlop  would  not  jield  her  point,  and  the  poet  was,  in 
1793,  prevailed  on  to  alter  the  line  as  indicated  in  our  relative  foot-note.  Many 
readers  will  think  the  change  Ls  for  the  better. 

Burns  is  indebted  to  the  "  Farmer's  Ingle  "  of  Fergusson  for  suggesting  the 
title  and  structure  of  the  poem  before  us,  and  all  the  world  knows  that  William 
Burns  the  poet's  father,  supplied  the  model  of  "  the  Saint,  the  Father,  and  the 
Husband,"  therein  depicted  in  colours  that  shall  never  fade.] 

My  lov'd,  my  honor'd,  much  respected  friend, 

No  mercenary  Bard  his  homage  pays ; 
With  honest  pride  I  scorn  each  selfish  end, 

My  dearest  meed,  a  friend's  esteem  and  praise : 
To  you  I  sing,  m  simple  Scottish  lays, 

The  lowly  train  in  life's  sequester'd  scene ; 
The  native  feelings  strong,  the  guileless  ways, 

What  A****  in  a  Cottage  would  have  been ; 
Ah  !  tho'  his  worth  unknown,  far  happier  there  I  ween ! 


•  Eobert  Aiken,  writer  in  Ayr,  one  of  the  poet's  early  friends  and  patrons . 
k  K 


(     ^G     ) 

November  chill  blaws  loud  wi'  angry  sngh ; 

The  short'ning  winter-day  is  near  a  close ; 
The  miry  beasts  retreating  frae  the  pleugh  ; 

The  black'ning  trains  o'  craws  to  their  repose : 
The  toil-worn  COTTER  frae  his  labor  goes, 

TJiis  night  his  weekly  moil  is  at  an  end, 
Collects  his  spades,  his  mattocks  and  his  hoes, 

Hoping  the  77107m  in  ease  and  rest  to  spend, 
And  weary,  o'er  the  moor,  his  course  does  hameward  bend. 

At  length  his  lonely  Cot  appears  in  view. 

Beneath  the  shelter  of  an  aged  tree  ; 
The  expectant  ivee-things,  toddlan,  stacher  through 

To  meet  their  Dad,  wi'  flichterin  noise  and  glee. 
His  wee-bit  ingle,  blinkan  bonilie. 

His  clean  hearth-stane,  his  thrifty  Wifie's  smile. 
The  lisping  infa7it,  pratthng  on  his  knee. 

Does  a'  his  weary  kiaugh  and  care  *  beguile. 
And  makes  him  quite  forget  his  labor  and  his  toil. 

Belyve,  the  elde7-  haiims  come  drapping  in, 

At  Se7n-ice  out,  amang  the  Farmers  roun' ; 
Some  ca'  the  pleugh,  some  herd,  some  tentie  riu 

A  cannie  errand  to  a  neebor  town : 
Their  eldest  hope,  their  Je7in7j,  woman-grown. 

In  youthfu'  bloom.  Love  sparkling  in  her  e'e, 
Comes  hame,  perhaps,  to  shew  a  braw  new  gown. 

Or  deposite  her  sair-won  penny-fee. 
To  help  her  Pai-e/its  dear,  if  they  in  hardshij)  be. 

With  joy  unfeign'd,  brothers  and  sistei's  meet, 

And  each  for  other's  weelfare  kindly  si)iers : 
The  social  hours,  swift-wing'd,  unnotic'd  fleet ; 

Each  tells  the  uncos  that  he  sees  or  hears. 
The  Parents  partial  eye  their  hopeful  years; 

A/iticipatio7i  forward  ))oints  the  view; 
The  Mother,  wi'  her  needle  an'  her  sheers, 

dars  auld  olaes  look  amaist  as  weel's  the  new; 
The  Father  mixes  a'  wi'  admonition  due. 

*  "Kiaugh  and  care"  altered,  in  1703,  to  " carkinff  cnres." 


(     G7     ) 

Their  Master's  and  their  Mistress's  command, 

The  i/otoigkers  a'  are  warned  to  obey ; 
And  mind  their  Uvl)ors  \vi'  an  eydent  hand, 

And  ne'er,  tho'  out  o'  sight,  to  jauk  or  pLiy : 
'  And  O  !  be  sure  to  fear  the  LORD  alway  ! 

'  And  mind  your  dutj/,  duely,  morn  and  night ! 
'  Lest  in  temptation's  ])ath  ye  gang  astray, 

'  Im})lore  his  counsel  and  assisting  mifiht: 
'  They  never  sought  in  vain  that  sought  the  LORD  aright. 

But  hark  !  a  rap  comes  gently  to  the  door ; 

Jeun>i^  wha  kens  the  meaning  o'  the  same, 
Tells  how  a  ueebor  lad  came  o'er  the  moor, 

To  do  some  errands,  and  convoy  her  hame. 
The  wily  Mother  sees  the  conscious  flame 

Sparkle  in  Jenny's  e'e,  and  flush  her  cheek. 
With  heart-struck,  anxious  care  enquires  his  name, 

While  Jennji  hafflins  is  afraid  to  speak  ; 
Weel-pleas'd  the  Mother  hears,  it's  nae  wild,  worthless  Rake. 

With  kindly  welcome,  Jeniuf  brings  him  ben; 

A  strappan  youth;  he  takes  the  Mother's  eye; 
Blythe  Jenny  sees  the  visit's  no  ill  taen ; 

The  Father  cracks  of  horses,  pleughs  and  kye. 
The  youngsters  artless  heart  o'erflows  wi'  joy. 

But  blate  and  laithfu',  scarce  can  weel  behave ; 
The  Mother,  wi'  a  woman's  wiles,  can  spy 

What  makes  the  yout/i  sae  bashfu'  and  sae  grave ; 
Weel-pleas'd  to  think  her  bairn's  respected  like  the  lave. 

O  happy  love !  where  love  like  this  is  found ! 

O  heart-felt  raptures  !  bUss  beyond  compare  ! 
I've  paced  much  this  weary,  mortal  round, 

And  sage  EXPERIENCE  bids  me  this  declare— 
'  If  Heaven  a  draught  of  heavenly  pleasure  spare, 

'  One  cordial  in  this  melancholy  Vale, 
'  'Tis  when  a  youthful,  loving,  modest  Pair, 

'  In  other's  arms,  breathe  out  the  tender  tale, 
'  Beneath  the  milk-white  thorn  that  scents  the  ev'ning  gale.' 


(     68     ) 

Is  there  in  human  form,  that  bears  a  heart — 

A  Wretch  !  a  Villain  !  lost  to  love  and  truth  ! 
That  can,  with  studied,  sly,  ensnaring  art. 

Betray  sweet  Jenny's  unsuspecting  youth  ? 
Curse  on  his  perjur'd  arts  !  dissembling  smooth  ! 

Are  Honoi\  Virtue^  Conscience^  all  exil'd  ! 
Is  there  no  Pity,  no  relenting  Ruth, 

Points  to  the  Parents  fondling  o'er  their  Child  ? 
Then  paints  the  ruin'd  Maid^  and  their  distraction  wild ! 

But  now  the  Supper  crowns  their  simple  board, 

The  healsome  Porritch,  chief  of  SCOTIA'S  food  : 
The  soupe  their  only  Hawkie  does  afford. 

That  'yont  the  hallan  snugly  chows  her  cood : 
The  Dame  brings  forth,  in  complimental  mood. 

To  grace  the  lad,  her  weel-hain'd  kebbuck,  fell, 
And  aft  he's  prest,  and  aft  he  ca's  it  guid ; 

The  frugal  Wijie,  garrulous,  will  tell. 
How  'twas  a  towmond  auld,  sin'  Lint  was  i'  the  bell. 

The  chearfu'  Supper  done,  wi'  serious  face, 

They,  round  the  ingle,  form  a  circle  wide ; 
The  Sire  turns  o'er,  with  patriarchal  grace. 

The  big  ha! -Bible,  ance  his  Fathei-'s  pride : 
His  bonnet  rev'rently  is  laid  aside, 

His  lyart  haffets  wearing  thin  and  bare ; 
Those  strains  that  once  did  sweet  in  ZION  glide, 

He  wales  a  portion  with  judicious  care ; 
'  And  let  us  worship  GOD!'  he  says  with  solemn  air. 

They  chant  their  artless  notes  in  simple  guise ; 

They  tune  their  hearts,  by  far  the  noblest  aim : 
Perhaps  Dundee's  wild  warbhng  measures  rise, 

Or  plaintive  Martyrs,  worthy  of  the  name ; 
Or  noble  Ehjin  beets  the  heaven-ward  Hame, 

The  sweetest  far  of  SCOTIA'S  holy  lays : 
Compar'd  with  these,  Italian  trills  are  tame ; 

The  tickl'd  ears  no  heart-felt  raptures  raise ; 
Nae  unison  hae  they,  with  our  CREATOR'S  praise. 


(     69     ) 

The  priest-like  Father  reads  the  sacred  page, 

How  Ahram  was  the  Friend  of  GOD  on  high ; 
Or,  Moses  bade  eternal  warfare  wage, 

With  Amalek's  ungracious  progeny  ; 
Or  how  the  royal  Bard  did  groaning  lye, 

Beneath  the  stroke  of  Heaven's  avenging  ire ; 
Or  JoVs  pathetic  plaint,  and  wailing  cry  ; 

Or  rapt  Isaiah's  wild,  seraphic  fire ; 
Or  other  Holy  Seers  that  tune  the  sacred  lyre. 

Perhaps  the  Christian  Volume  is  the  theme, 

How  guiltless  blood  for  guilty  man  was  shed ; 
How  HE,  who  bore  in  heaven  the  second  name, 

Had  not  on  Earth  whereon  to  lay  His  head : 
How  His  first  followers  and  servants  sped  ; 

The  Precepts  sage  they  wrote  to  many  a  land  : 
How  he,  who  lone  in  Patmos  banished. 

Saw  in  the  sun  a  mighty  angel  stand ; 
And  heard  great  Bah  Ion's  doom  pronounc'd  by  Heaven's 
command. 

Then  kneeUng  down  to  HEAVEN'S  ETERNAL  KING, 

The  Saint,  the  Father,  and  the  Husband  prays  : 
Hope  '  springs  exulting  on  triumphant  wing,'  * 

That  thus  they  all  shall  meet  in  future  days  : 
There,  ever  bask  in  uncreated  rays. 

No  more  to  sigh,  or  shed  the  bitter  tear, 
Together  hymning  their  CREATOR'S  praise, 

In  such  society,  yet  still  more  dear ; 
While  circMng  Time  moves  round  in  an  eternal  sphere. 

Compar'd  with  this,  how  poor  Religion's  pride, 

In  all  the  pomp  of  method,  and  of  art. 
When  men  display  to  congregations  wide. 

Devotion's  ev'ry  grace,  except  the  heart ! 
The  POWER,  incens'd,  the  Pageant  will  desert, 

The  pompous  strain,  the  sacredotal  stole ; 
But  haply,  in  some  Cottage  far  apart, 

May  hear,  well  pleas'd,  the  language  of  the  Soul; 
And  in  His  Booh  of  Life  the  Inmates  poor  enroll. 

•  Pope's  Windeor  Forest.    (R.  B.    178fi.) 
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Then  homeward  all  take  off  tlieir  sev'ral  way ; 

The  youugling  Cottagers  retire  to  rest ; 
The  Parent -pair  their  secret  homage  pay, 

And  proffer  up  to  Heaven  the  warm  request, 
That  HE  who  stills  the  ravens  clam'rous  nest, 

And  decks  the  lily  fair  in  flow'ry  pride, 
Would,  in  the  way  His  Wisdom  sees  the  best. 

For  them  and  for  their  little  ones  provide ; 
But  chiefly,  in  their  hearts  with  Grace  divine  preside. 

From  scenes  hke  these,  old  SCOTIA'S  grandeur  springs, 

That  makes  her  lov'd  at  home,  rever'd  abroad : 
Princes  and  lords  are  but  the  breath  of  kings, 

'  An  honest  man's  the  noble  *  work  of  GOD  :' 
And  certes,  in  fair  Virtue's  heavenly  road. 

The  Cottage  leaves  the  Palace  far  behind  : 
What  is  a  lordling's  pomp  ?  a  cumljrous  load, 

Disguising  oft  the  wretch  of  human  kind, 
Studied  in  arts  of  Hell,  in  wickedness  relin'd ! 

O  SCOTIA !  my  dear,  my  native  soil ! 

For  whom  my  w^armest  wish  to  heaven  is  sent ! 
Long  may  thy  hardy  sons  of  i-usfic  toil^ 

Be  blest  with  health,  and  peace,  and  sweet  content ! 
And  0  may  Heaven  their  simple  lives  prevent 

From  Lvxuri/'s  contagion,  weak  and  vile ! 
Then  howe'er  cron-ns  and  coronets  be  rent, 

A  virtuous  Populace  may  rise  the  while, 
And  stand  a  wall  of  fire  around  their  much-lov'd  ISLE. 

O  THOU  !  who  pour'd  the  patriotic  tide. 

That  strcam'd  thro' great, unhapjiy  WALLACE'  heart:  f 
Who  dar'd  to,  nobly,  stem  tyrannic  i)ri(lc. 

Or  7iobh/  die,  the  second  glorious  part : 
(The  Patriot's  GOD,  peculiarly  thou  art, 

His  friend,  insjtirer,  guardian  and  reward!) 
O  never,  never  SCOTIA'S  realm  desert, 

But  still  the  Patriot,  and  the  Patriot-Bard, 
In  bright  succession  raise,  her  Ornament  and  Guard! 


*  "Noblo"  misquoted  here  for  "noblest:"  corrected  in  the  secoud  edition 
of  1787. 
t  Altered,  in  1793,  to— 

"That  Htream'd  through  Wallace's  uudaunlod  hearl." 


(     71      i 


TO  A  MOUSE, 

ON   TURNING   HER    UP    IN    HER    NEST,    AVITH    THE    PEOUGn, 
NOVEMBER,   1785. 


[Here  we  again  see  how,  in  the  words  of  Thomas  Carlyle,  the  poet  "  rises  to 
the  high,  stoops  to  the  low,  and  is  brother  and  playmate  to  all  nature."  This  is, 
by  readers  gentle  and  readers  simple,  aelinowledged  to  be  one  of  the  most  per- 
fect little  gems  that  ever  human  genius  produced.  One  of  its  couplets  has  passed 
into  a  proverb : — "  The  best  laid  schemes  o'  Mice  an'  Men,  gang  aft  agley."] 

Wee,  sleeket,  cowrau,  tim'rous  beastie, 
O,  what  a  panic's  in  thy  breastie  ! 
Thou  need  ua  start  awa  sae  hasty, 

Wi'  bickering  brattle ! 
I  wad  be  laith  to  rin  an'  chase  thee, 

Wi'  murd'riug  j^attle  ! 

I'm  truly  sorry  Man's  dominion 
Has  broken  Nature's  social  union, 
An'  justifies  that  ill  opinion, 

Which  makes  thee  startle, 
At  me,  thy  poor,  earth-born  companion, 

An'  fellow-mortal ! 

I  doubt  na,  whyles,  but  thou  may  thieve  ; 
What  then  ?  poor  beastie,  thou  maun  Hve  ! 
A  daimen-icker  in  a  thrave 

'S  a  sma'  request : 
I'll  get  a  blessin  wi'  the  lave, 

An'  never  miss't ! 


Thy  wee-bit  hoiisie,  too,  in  ruin  ! 
It's  silly  wa's  the  win's  are  strewin ! 
An'  naething,  now,  to  big  a  new  ane, 

O'  foggage  green ! 
An'  bleak  Decembers  wimis  ensuin, 

Baith  snell  an'  keen  I 
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Thou  saw  the  fields  laid  bare  an'  wast, 
An'  weary  Winter  comin  fast, 
An'  cozie  here,  beneath  the  blast, 

Thou  thought  to  dwell, 
Till  crash !  the  cruel  coulter  past 

Out  thro'  thy  cell. 

That  wee-bit  heap  o'  leaves  an'  stibble, 
Has  cost  thee  monie  a  weary  nibble ! 
Now  thou's  turn'd  out,  for  a'  thy  trouble. 

But  house  or  hald, 
To  thole  the  Winter's  sleety  dribble. 

An'  cranreuch  cauld ! 

But  Mousie,  thou  art  no  thy-lane, 
In  proving  foresight  may  be  vain : 
The  best  laid  schemes  o'  Mice  an'  Men, 

Gang  aft  agley. 
An'  lea'e  us  nought  but  grief  an'  pain. 

For  promis'd  joy ! 

Still,  thou  art  blest,  compar'd  wi'  me ! 
The  present  only  toucheth  thee : 
But  Och !  1  backward  cast  my  e'e, 

On  prospects  drear ! 
An'  forward,  tho'  I  canna  see, 

I  guess  an' year/ 
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EPISTLE  TO  DAVIE,  A  BROTHER  POET. 

January — - 


[The  references  to  "  my  darling  Jean,"  in  this  most  delightful  poem,  shew 
that  January,  1785,  is  its  proper  date.  Some  editors  have  set  down  the  year 
1784,  and  the  writer  of  the  memoir  of  Sillar,  in  the  "  Contemporaries  of  Burns," 
unreasonably  contends  for  1782  being  the  real  date;  but  "  Eab  Mossgiel  "  had 
no  acquaintanceship  with  "  Mauchline  Belles  "  before  the  spring  and  summer 
of  1784.  David  Sillar  was  one  year  j'ounger  than  Burns,  and  like  him,  was  the 
son  of  a  small  farmer  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Tarbolton,  and  although  he 
had  taught  in  the  parish  school  for  a  month  or  two,  during  a  vacancy  previous 
to  the  appointment  of  John  Wilson  (Hornbook  o'  the  clachan),  he  had  no  claim 
to  the  character  of  "  scholar,"  bestowed  on  him  by  Allan  Cunningham.  His 
"  Poems,"  published  in  1789,  prove  him  to  have  been  no  poet.  He  resided 
in  Irvine  from  the  close  of  the  year  1783,  flrst  as  a  grocer,  and  thereafter  as  a 
schoolmaster:  for  several  years,  latterly,  he  was  a  councillor,  and  eventually  a 
bailie  of  that  town,  where  he  died  much  respected  in  1830.  The  intensity  of 
Burns'  love  for  his  Jean  is  strongly  indicated  in  the  present  poem,  and  some  of 
the  expressions  used  in  reference  to  that  affection — "  Her  dear  idea  brings  reUef," 
and  those  lines — 

"  The  life  blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart, 
Or  my  more  dear  Immortal  part, 
Is  not  more  fondly  dear!  " 
have  their  counterparts  in  the  little  fragment  in  his  Scrap-Book,  under  date 
May,   1786,   which  evidently  is   the   flrst   sketch   of  the  world-famous  song, 
"  Of  a'  the  airts,"  &c.,  composed  in  honour  of  her, — 

"  Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart  should  tenderly  entvrine : 

Tho*  mountains  rise  and  deserts  howl,  and  oceans  roar  between; 

Yet  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul,  I  still  would  love  my  Jean."] 

While  winds  frae  off  BEN-LOMOND  blaw, 
And  bar  the  doors  wi'  driving  snaw, 

And  hing  us  owre  the  ingle, 
I  set  me  down,  to  pass  the  time. 
And  spin  a  verse  or  twa  o'  rhyme. 

In  hamely,  ivestlin  jingle. 
While  frosty  winds  blaw  in  the  drift, 

Ben  to  the  chimla  lug, 
I  grudge  a  wee  the  Great-folk's  gift. 
That  Hve  sae  bien  an'  snug : 
I  tent  less,  and  want  less 
Their  roomy  fire-side  ; 
But  hanker,  and  canker. 
To  see  their  cursed  pride. 

It's  hardly  in  a  body's  pow'r. 

To  keep,  at  times,  frae  being  sour, 

To  see  how  things  are  shar'd ; 
How  best  o'  chiels  are  whyles  in  want. 
While  Coofs  on  countless  thousands  rant, 

And  ken  na  how  to  wair't ; 
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But  DAVIE  lad,  ne'er  fash  your  head, 

Tho'  we  hae  Uttle  gear, 
We're  fit  to  wiu  our  daily  bread, 
As  land's  we're  hale  and  tier : 
'  Mair  spier  ua,  uor  fear  na,'  * 
Auld  age  ne'er  mind  a  feg  ; 
The  last  o't,  the  warst  o't, 
Is  only  but  to  beg. 

To  lye  in  kilns  and  barns  at  e'en. 

When  banes  are  craz'd,  and  bluid  is  thin. 

Is,  doubtless,  great  distress  ! 
Yet  then  content  could  make  us  blest ; 
Ev'n  then,  sometimes  we'd  snatch  a  taste 

Of  truest  happiness. 
The  honest  heart  that's  free  frae  a' 

Intended  fraud  or  guile. 
However  Fortune  kick  the  ba'. 
Has  ay  some  cause  to  smile  : 
And  mind  still,  you'll  tind  still, 

A  comfort  this  nae  sma'; 
Nae  mair  then,  we'll  care  then, 
l^ae  farther  we  can  /a.' 

What  tho',  hke  Commoners  of  air. 
We  wander  out,  we  know  not  where, 

But  either  house  or  hal"? 
Yet  Nature's  charms,  the  hills  and  woods. 
The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floods, 

Are  free  ahke  to  all. 
In  days  when  Daisies  deck  the  ground, 

And  Blackbirds  whistle  clear, 
With  honest  joy,  our  hearts  will  bound, 
To  see  the  coining  year  : 

On  braes  when  we  please  then, 
We'll  sit  and  soivth  a  tune ; 
Sync  rJii/me  till't,  we'll  time  till't, 
And  siug't  when  we  hae  done. 

•  BamBRV.— (H.  B.    1786.) 
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Il's  uo  iu  titles  nor  ia  rank ; 

It's  no  in  wealth  like  Lon'on  BanL\ 

To  purchase  peace  and  rest ; 
It's  no  in  makin  muckle,  mair : 
It's  no  in  books ;  it's  no  in  Lear, 

To  make  us  truly  ])lest : 
If  happiness  hae  not  her  seat 

And  center  in  the  breast, 
We  may  be  loise^  or  rich,  or  (jreat, 
But  never  can  be  blest : 

Nae  treasures,  nor  pleasures 

Could  make  us  happy  lang  ; 
The  heart  ay's  the  part  ay, 
That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. 

Think  ye,  that  sic  as  ymi  and  /, 

Wha  drudge  and  drive  thro'  wet  and  dry, 

Wi'  never-ceasing  toil ; 
Think  ye,  are  we  lest  blest  than  they, 
"Wha  scarcely  tent  us  in  their  way, 

As  hardly  worth  their  while '? 
Alas  !  how  aft,  in  haughty  mood, 
GOD'S  creatures  they  oppress  ! 
Or  else,  neglecting  a'  that's  guid. 
They  riot  in  excess  ! 

Baith  careless,  and  fearless, 
Of  either  Heaven  or  Hell ; 
Esteeming,  and  deemmg. 
It  a'  an  idle  tale ! 

Then  let  us  chearfu'  acquiesce ; 
Nor  make  our  scanty  Pleasures  less, 

By  pining  at  our  state : 
And,  ev'u  should  Misfortunes  come, 
I,  here  wha  sit,  hae  met  wi'  some, 

An's  thankfu'  for  them  yet. 
They  gie  the  wit  of  Age  to  Youth ; 

They  let  us  ken  oursel ; 
They  make  us  see  the  naked  truth, 

The  7'ea.I  guid  and  ill. 
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Tho'  losses,  and  crosses, 

Be  lessons  right  severe. 
There's  loit  there,  ye'U  get  there, 

Ye'll  find  nae  other  where. 

But  tent  me,  DAVIE,  Ace  o'  Hearts! 
(To  say  aught  less  wad  wrang  the  cartes^ 

And  flatt'ry  I  detest) 
This  Ufe  has  joys  for  you  and  I ; 
And  joys  that  riches  ne'er  could  buy  ; 

And  joys  the  very  best. 
There's  a'  the  Pleasures  d  the  Hearty 

The  Lover  and  the  Frieri; 
Ye  hae  your  MEG,  your  dearest  part, 
And  I  my  darling  JEAN  ! 
It  warms  me,  it  charms  me. 
To  mention  but  her  name, : 
It  heats  me,  it  beets  me. 
And  sets  me  a'  on  flame ! 

O,  all  ye  Poiv'rs  who  rule  above ! 
O  THOU,  whose  very  self  art  love ! 

THOU  know'st  my  words  sincere ! 
The  life  blood  streaming  thro'  my  heart,* 
Or  my  more  dear  Immortal  part, 

Is  not  more  fondly  dear ! 
When  heart-corroding  care  and  grief 

Deprive  my  soul  of  rest, 
Her  dear  idea  brings  reUef, 
And  solace  to  my  breast. 
Thou  BEING,  Allseeing, 

O  hear  my  fervent  pray'r ! 

Still  take  her,  and  make  her, 

THY  most  pecuUar  care ! 

All  hail !  ye  tender  feehngs  dear  ! 
The  smile  of  love,  the  friendly  tear, 
The  sympathetic  glow ! 


•  This  line  Is  liko  one  in  the  Cotter'i  Saturday  Night  .— 

"That  Btream'd  thro'  Wallace's  undaunted  heart. 
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Long  since,  this  world's  thorny  ways 
Had  number'd  out  my  weary  days, 

Had  it  not  been  for  you  ! 
Fate  still  has  blest  me  with  a  friend, 

In  ev'ry  care  and  ill ; 
And  oft  a  more  endearing  band, 
A  tye  more  tender  still. 
It  Ughtens,  it  brightens. 

The  tenebrific  scene, 
To  meet  with,  and  greet  with. 
My  DAVIE  or  my  JEAN  ! 

0,  how  that  name  inspires  my  style ! 
The  words  come  skelpan,  rank  and  file, 

Amaist  before  I  ken  ! 
The  ready  measure  rins  as  fine. 
As  Phwhus  and  the  famous  Nine 

Were  glowran  owre  my  pen. 
My  spavet  Pegasus  will  hmp, 

Till  ance  he's  fairly  het ; 
And  then  he'll  hilch,  and  stilt,  and  jimp. 
And  rin  an  unco  fit  : 

But  least  then,  the  beast  then. 

Should  rue  this  hasty  ride, 
I'll  fight  now,  and  dight  now, 
His  sweaty,  wizen'd  hide. 
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THE    LAMENT. 

OCCASIONED    BY   TUE    UNFORTUNATE    ISSUE    OV 
A    friend's    AMOUR. 

Alas .'  how  oft  does  goodness  wound  itself! 
And  sweet  kSection  prove  the  spring  of  Woe! 

Home. 

[Tho  popt  in  his  autobiography,  says  "The  unfortunate  story  that  gave  rise  to 
my  printed  poem,  '  Tho  Lfwnent '  (Jean  Armour's  desertion  of  him  in  spring, 
1786,  by  command  of  her  father),  was  a  most  melancholy  affair,  which  I  cannot 
yet  bear  to  reflect  on,  and  had  very  nearly  given  me  one  or  two  of  the  principal 
qualifications  for  a  place  among  those  who  have  lost  the  chart  and  mistaken  the 
reckoning  of  rationality.  I  gave  up  my  part  of  the  farm  to  my  brother,  and 
made  what  little  preparation  was  in  my  power  for  Jamaica;^  but  before  leaving 
my  native  country  for  ever,  I  resolved  to  publish  my  poems." 

Tho  very  exercise  of  producing  such  pieces  as  "  The  Lament "  and  "  Des- 
pondency, an  Ode,"  caused  the  distraction  of  his  feeUngs  to  subside,  and  the 
healthful  excitement  consequent  on  tho  work  of  superintending  the  printing  of 
his  poems,  completed  the  cure.  The  wonderful  volume  came  out,  and  attracted 
the  attention  it  could  not  fail  to  command.  "  The  poetic  Genius  of  his  country 
whispered  him  to  come  to  the  ancient  metropolis  of  Caledonia,  and  he  obeyed 
her  dictates."  The  Muse  of  History  inscribed  his  name  on  her  Records,  and 
tracked  his  footsteps  for  ever  after.] 

0  Tnou  pale  Orb,  that  silent  shines, 
While  care-untroubled  mortals  sleep  ! 

Thou  seest  a  icretch,  who  inly  pines, 
And  wanders  here  to  wail  and  weep ! 

With  Woe  I  nighty  vigils  keep, 

Beneath  thy  wan,  unwarming  beam ; 

And  mourn,  in  lamentation  deep, 
How  life  and  love  are  all  a  dream  ! 

1  joyless  view  thy  rays  adorn. 

The  faintly-marked,  distant  hill : 
I  joyless  view  thy  trembling  horn. 

Reflected  in  the  gurgUiig  rill. 
My  fondly-fluttering  iieart,  be  still! 

Thou  busy  pow'r,  Remembrance,  cease ! 
Ah!  must  the  agonizing  thrill. 

For  ever  bar  returning  Peace ! 

No  idly-feign'd,  poetic  ]iains, 

My  sad,  lovelorn  lament ings  claim  : 

No  shepherd's  pipe — Arcadian  strains  ; 
No  fabled  tortures,  quaint  and  tame. 
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The  pliyhted  faith ;  the  mutual  flame; 

The  oft-attested  Poivers  above  ; 
The  promised  Father's  tender  name ; 

These  were  the  pledges  of  my  love  ! 

Encircled  iu  her  clasping  arms, 

How  have  the  raptur'd  moments  flown ! 
How  have  I  wish'd  for  Fortune's  charms, 

For  her  dear  sake,  and  hers  alone ! 
And,  must  I  think  it !  is  she  gone. 

My  secret -heart's  exulting  boast? 
And  does  she  heedless  hear  my  groan  ? 

And  is  she  ever,  ever  lost  ? 

Oh !  can  she  bear  so  base  a  heart. 

So  lost  to  Honor,  lost  to  Truth, 
As  from  the  fondest  lover  part. 

The  plighted  husband  of  her  youth  ? 
Alas !  Life's  path  may  ])e  uusmooth ! 

Her  way  may  lie  thro'  rough  distress ! 
Then,  who  her  pangs  and  pains  will  soothe, 

Her  sorrows  share  and  make  them  less  ? 

Ye  winged  Hours  that  o'er  us  ])ast, 

Enraptur'd  more,  the  more  enjoy'd, 
Your  dear  remembrance  in  my  breast, 

^Ij  fondly-treasur'd  thoughts  employ'd. 
That  breast,  how  dreary  now,  and  void. 

For  her  too  scanty  once  of  room ! 
Ev'n  ev'ry  ray  of  Hope  destroy'd, 

And  not  a  Wish  to  gild  the  gloom ! 

The  morn  that  warns  th'approaching  day. 

Awakes  me  up  to  toil  and  woe : 
I  see  the  hours,  in  long  array, 

That  I  must  suffer,  hngering,  slow. 
Full  many  a  pang,  and  many  a  throe, 

Keen  Recollection's  direful  train. 
Must  wring  mv  soul,  ere  Phoebus,  low. 

Shall  kiss  the  distant,  western  main. 


(     80     ) 

And  when  my  nightly  couch  I  try, 

Sore-harass'd  out,  with  care  and  grief, 
My  toil-beat  nerves,  and  tear-worn  eye, 

Keep  watchings  with  the  nightly  thief : 
Or  if  I  slumber,  Fancy,  chief, 

Reigns,  hagard-wild,  in  sore  afright : 
Ev'n  day,  all-bitter,  brings  relief. 

From  such  a  horror-breathing  night. 

0 !  thou  bright  Queen,  who,  o'er  th'expanse, 

Now  highest  reign'st,  with  boundless  sway  ! 
Oft  has  thy  silent-marking  glance 

Observ'd  us,  fondly-wand'ring,  stray ! 
The  time,  unheeded,  sped  away. 

While  Love's  luxurious  pulse  beat  high, 
Beneath  thy  silver-gleaming  ray. 

To  mark  the  mutual-kindling  eye. 

Oh !  scenes  in  strong  remembrance  set ! 

Scenes,  never,  never  to  return ! 
Scenes,  if  in  stupor  I  forget. 

Again  I  feel,  again  I  burn ! 
From  ev'ry  joy  and  pleasure  torn. 

Life's  weary  vale  I'll  wander  thro' ; 
And  hopeless,  comfortless,  I'll  mourn 

A  faithless  womaiUs  broken  vow. 


[It  may  be  worth  while  to  notice  here  (an  instance,  by  the  way,  of  the  early 
popularity  of  Burns'  Poems  out  of  Scotland),  the  following  passage  from  a  letter 
riated  "London,  8th  February,  1791,"  addressed  to  the  poet  by  the  Rev.  George 
Baird,  afterwards  Principal  of  Edinburgh  University : — "  Have  you  over  seen 
an  engraving  published  here  some  time  ago,  from  one  of  your  poems,— 
O  thoupcUe  orb  t   If  you  have  not,  I  Hhall  have  the  pleasure  of  sending  it  to  you."] 


(  «1  ) 

DESPONDENCY, 

AN    ODE. 

[This,  and  the  "  Ode  to  Ruin  "  are  on  the  same  subject,  and  were  composed 
on  the  same  occasion  as  the  foregoing.  It  is  sad  to  thinli  of  the  author,  who 
was  even  then  in  the  bloom  of  young  manhood — only  27  years  old — writing  thus, 
and  reverting  to  his  "  enviable  early  days."  And  how  tender  and  beautiful  is 
the  closing  apostrophe  to  the  younger  portion  of  his  Ayrshire  compeers : — 

"  Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport,  like  linnets  in  the  bush. 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court,  when  Manhood  is  j'our  wish !  " 

In  one  of  his  letters  of  this  eventful  year,  he  says,  "The  consequence  of 
my  follies  may  perhaps  make  it  impracticable  for  me  to  stay  at  home  ;  and 
besides,  I  have  for  some  time  been  pining  under  severe  wretchedness,  from 
causes  which  you  pretty  well  know — the  pang  of  disappointment,  the  sting  of 
pride, vrith  some  wandering  stabs  of  remorse,  which  never  fail  to  settle  on  my  vitals 
like  vultures,  when  attention  is  not  called  away  by  the  vagaries  of  the  Muse."] 

Oppress'd  with  grief,  oppress' d  with  care, 
A  burden  more  than  I  can  bear, 

I  set  me  down  and  sigh : 
O  Life  !  Thou  art  a  galUng  load, 
Along  a  rough,  a  weary  road. 

To  wretches  such  as  I ! 
Dim-backward  as  I  cast  my  view. 
What  sick'uiiig  Scenes  appear  ! 
What  Sorrows  ijet  may  pierce  me  thro'. 
Too  justly  I  may  fear  ! 
Still  caring,  despairing, 

Must  be  my  bitter  doom  ; 

My  woes  here,  shall  close  ne'er, 

But  with  the  closing  tomb  ! 

ITappy  !  ye  sons  of  Busy-life, 
Who,  equal  to  the  bustling  strife. 

No  other  view  regard ! 
Ev'n  when  the  wished  encVs  deny'd. 
Yet  while  the  busy  means  are  ply'd. 

They  bring  their  own  reward  : 
Whilst  I,  a  hope-abandon'd  wight. 

Unfitted  with  an  aim^ 
Meet  ev'ry  sad-returning  night. 

And  joyless  morn  the  same. 
k  I.- 


(      H2      ) 

You,  bustliug  ami  justliug, 
Forget  each  grief  and  pain  ; 

I,  listless,  yet  restless, 
Find  ev'ry  prospect  vain. 

How  blest  the  Solitary's  lot. 
Who,  all-forgetting,  all-forgot. 

Within  his  humble  cell. 
The  cavern  wild  with  tangling  roots, 
Sits  o'er  his  newly-gather'd  fruits, 

Beside  his  crystal  well ! 
Or  haply,  to  his  ev'ning  thought, 

By  unfrequented  stream, 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  brought, 
A  faint-collected  dream : 
While  praising,  and  raising 

His  thoughts  to  Heaven  on  high, 
As  wand'ring,  meand'ring. 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

Than  I,  no  lonebj  Hermit  plac'd 
Where  never  human  footstep  trac'd. 

Less  fit  to  play  the  part. 
The  lucky  moment  to  improve. 
And  just  to  stop,  and  just  to  move, 

With  self-resi^ecting  art : 
But  ah  !  those  pleasures.  Loves  and  Joys, 

Which  I  too  keenly  taste. 
The  Solitary  can  despise. 
Can  want,  and  yet  be  blest ! 
He  needs  not,  he  heeds  not. 
Or  human  love  or  hate ; 
Whilst  I  here,  must  cry  here, 
At  perfidy  ingrate ! 

Oh,  enviable,  early  days. 

When  dancing  thouglitless  Pleasure's  maze. 

To  Care,  to  Guilt  unknown! 
How  ill  exchang'd  for  riper  times, 
To  feel  the  folHcs,  or  the  crimes, 

Of  others,  or  my  own  ! 


(   «;5    ) 

Ye  tiny  elves  that  guiltless  sport, 

Like  linnets  in  the  bush, 
Ye  little  know  the  ills  ye  court, 
When  Manhood  is  your  wish  ! 
The  losses,  the  crosses, 

That  active  man  engage  ; 
The  fears  all,  the  tears  all, 
Of  dim  declining  Age! 


MAN  WAS  MADE  TO  MOURN, 

A    DIRGE. 

[Lockhart  remarks,  "  The  indignation  with  wliich  Burns  through  life  con- 
templated the  inequality  of  human  condition,  and  particularly  (and  who  shall 
say  with  absolute  injustice?)  the  contrast  between  his  own  felt  intellectual 
strength  and  his  worldly  circumstances,  were  never  more  bitterly  nor  more 
loftily  expressed  than  in  some  of  these  stanzas : — See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd 
wight,  &c."  The  hint  for  this  production  was  derived  from  an  old  Scots  dirge  called 
"  The  Life  and  Age  of  Man,"  which  his  mother  had  committed  to  memorj-  while  yet 
a  little  girl.  Tlie  poet  tells  Mrs.  Dunlop  in  one  of  his  letters,  that  an  old  grand- 
uncle  of  his,  with  whom  his  mother  was  brought  up,  and  who  was  long  blind 
before  he  died,  experienced  great  enjoyment  in  sitting  beside  her  and  crying 
while  she  sung  over  to  him  the  metrical  history  of  Man,  which  is  so  pathetically 
told  in  the  poem.  Cromek  recovered  the  old  words  from  the  recitation  of  the 
poet's  mother.] 

When  chill  November's  surly  blast 

Made  fields  and  forests  bare, 
One  ev'niug,  as  I  wand'red  forth, 

Along  the  banks  of  AIRE, 
I  spy'd  a  man,  whose  aged  step 

Seem'd  weary,  worn  with  care  ; 
His  face  was  furrow'd  o'er  with  years, 

And  hoary  was  his  hair. 

Young  stranger,  whither  wand'rest  thou  ? 

Began  the  rev'rend  Sage ; 
Does  thirst  of  wealth  thy  step  constrain, 

Or  youthful  Pleasure's  rage  I 
Or  haply,  prest  with  cares  and  woes, 

Too  soon  thou  hast  began, 
To  wander  forth,  with  me,  to  mourn 

The  miseries  of  Man. 


(     «4     ) 

The  Sun  that  overhangs  yon  moors, 

Out-spreading  far  and  wide, 
Where  hundreds  hibour  to  support 

A  haughty  lordHng's  pride  ; 
I've  seen  yon  weary  winter-sun 

Twice  forty  times  return  ; 
And  ev'ry  time  has  added  proofs, 

That  Man  was  made  to  mourn. 

0  Man !  while  in  thy  early  years, 

How  prodigal  of  time ! 
Mispendiug  ail  thy  precious  hours. 

Thy  glorious,  youthful  prime ! 
Altei'nate  FolUes  take  the  sway ; 

Licentious  Passions  burn ; 
Which  tenfold  force  gives  Nature's  law, 

That  Man  was  made  to  mourn. 

Look  not  alone  on  youthful  Prime, 

Or  Manhood's  active  might ; 
Man  then  is  useful  to  his  kind, 

Supported  is  his  right : 
But  see  him  on  the  edge  of  life, 

With  Cares  and  Sorrows  worn. 
Then  Age  and  Want,  Oh  !  ill-match'd  pair  ! 

Show  Man  was  made  to  mourn. 

A  few  seem  favourites  of  Fate, 

In  Pleasure's  lap  carest ; 
Yet,  think  not  all  the  Rich  and  Great, 

Are  likewise  truly  blest. 
But  Oh  !  what  crouds  in  ev'ry  land. 

All  wretched  and  forlorn, 
Thro'  weary  life  this  lesson  learn. 

That  Man  was  made  to  mourn ! 

Many  and  sharp  the  num'rous  Ills 

Inwoven  with  our  frame! 
More  pointed  still  we  make  ourselves, 

Regret,  Remorse  and  Shame ! 


(  «^  ) 

Aud  Man,  wliose  heav'n-erected  face, 

The  smiles  of  love  adoru, 
Man's  inhumauity  to  Man 

Makes  countless  thousands  mourn  ! 

See,  yonder  poor,  o'erlabour'd  wight, 

So  abject,  mean  and  vile. 
Who  begs  a  brother  of  the  earth 

To  give  him  leave  to  toil ; 
And  see  his  lordly  fellow-ivor7n, 

The  poor  petition  spurn. 
Unmindful,  tho'  a  weeping  wife, 

And  helpless  offspring  mourn. 

If  I'm  design'd  yon  lordHng's  slave. 

By  Nature's  law  design'd. 
Why  was  an  independent  wish 

E'er  planted  in  my  mind  1 
If  not,  why  am  I  subject  to 

His  cruelty,  or  scorn  ? 
Or  why  has  Man  the  will  aud  pow  r 

To  make  his  fellow  mourn  ? 

Yet,  let  not  this  too  much,  my  Son, 

Disturb  thy  youthful  breast : 
This  partial  view  of  human-kind 

Is  surely  not  the  last  / 
The  poor,  oppressed,  honest  man 

Had  never,  sure,  been  born, 
Had  there  not  been  some  recompence 

To  comfort  those  that  mourn ! 

O  Death !  the  poor  man's  dearest  friend, 

The  kindest  and  the  best ! 
Welcome  the  hour,  my  aged  limbs 

Are  laid  with  thee  at  rest ! 
The  Great,  the  Wealthy  fear  thy  blow, 

From  pomp  and  pleasure  torn  ; 
But  Oh  !  a  blest  relief  for  those 

That  weary-laden  mourn ! 


(  «<•  ) 

WINTER, 

A  DIRGE. 

[The  poet,  in  1787,  notes  this  as  beins  the  eldest  of  his  printed  pieces.  In 
April,  17*4,  he  had  inserted  it  in  his  coinmon-plaoe  Book,  prefaced  with  some 
eloquent  observations,  of  which  the  following  passage  is  an  excerpt: — "I  take  a 
peculiar  pleasure  in  the  season  of  Winter,  more  than  the  rest  of  the  year.  This, 
I  believe,  may  be  partly  omng  to  my  misfortunes  giving  my  mind  a  melancholy 
cast ;  but  there  is  something  even  in  the  mighty  tempest  which  raises  the  mind 
to  a  serious  sublimity  favourable  to  everything  great  and  noble.  There  is 
scarcely  any  earthly  object  which  gives  me  more — I  do  not  know  if  I  should 
call  it  pleasure,  but  something  which  exalts  and  enraptures  me,  than  to  walk  in 
the  sheltered  side  of  a  wood,  or  high  plantation,  in  a  cloudy  winter  day,  and  hear 
the  storm  howling  among  the  trees,  and  raving  over  the  plain.  It  is  my  very 
best  season  for  devotion :  my  mind  is  wrapt  in  a  kind  of  enthusiasm  to  Him, 
who,  in  the  lofty  language  of  the  Hebrew  bard,  •  walks  on  the  wings  of  the 
wind.'  In  one  of  those  seasons,  just  after  a  train  of  misfortunes,  I  composed  the 
following:"] — 

The  Wintry  West  extends  his  blast, 

And  hail  and  rain  does  blaw ; 
Or,  the  stormy  North  sends  driving  forth, 

The  blinding  sleet  and  snaw : 
While,  tumbUng  brown,  the  Burn  comes  down, 

And  roars  frae  bank  to  brae  ; 
And  bird  and  beast,  in  covert,  rest. 

And  pass  the  heartless  day. 

'  The  sweeping  blast,  the  sky  o'ercast,'  * 

The  joyless  ivinter-dai/^ 
Let  others  fear,  to  me  more  dear. 

Than  all  the  pride  of  May  : 
The  Tempest's  howl,  it  soothes  my  soul, 

My  griefs  it  seems  to  join ; 
The  leafless  trees  my  fancy  please. 

Their  fate  resembles  mine ! 

Thou  POW'R  SUPREME,  whose  mighty  Scheme, 

These  woes  of  mine  fuhil ; 
Here,  firm,  I  rest,  they  iniist  be  best. 

Because  tliey  are  I'/ii/  Will ! 
Then  all  1  want  (Oh,  do  thou  grant 

This  one  request  of  mine !) 
Since  to  enjo>j  Thou  dost  deny. 

Assist  me  to  7-esign  ! 


Dr.  Young.— (R.  B.     I7S(:.) 


(     87     ) 


A  PRAYER,  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH. 

[The  poet  entered  these  verses  in  his  early  Scrap-Book  under  this  title : — "  A 
Prayer  when  fainting  fits  and  other  alarming  symptoms  of  a  pleurisy  or  somn 
other  dauRerous  disorder,  which  indeed  still  threatens  me,  (Irst  put  nature  on 
the  alarm."  We  can  have  no  difficulty  in  assigning  the  date  of  this  piece,  as 
well  as  those  other  beautiful  "  Stanzas  on  the  same  occasion,"  which  he  printed 
in  his  Edinburgh  volume,  to  the  period  of  his  six  months'  sojourn  at  Irvine,  in 
1781 ;  for,  in  reference  thereto,  ho  says  in  his  autobiography,  "Khyme,  except 
some  religious  pieces  which  are  in  print,  I  had  given  up."  His  melancholy  letter 
to  his  father  in  December  of  that  year,  exactly  accords  with  the  sentiment  of 
the  verses: — "  Sometimes  indeed,"  so  he  writes,  "  when  for  an  hour  or  two  my 
spirits  are  a  little  lightened,  I  glimmer  a  little  into  futurity;  but  my  only 
pleasureable  emplojTuent  is  looking  backwards  and  forwards  in  a  moral  and 
religious  way:  I  am  quite  transported  at  the  thought  that  ere  long,  perliaps 
very  soon,  I  shall  bid  an  eternal  adieu  to  all  the  pains  and  disquietudes  of  this 
weary  life."] 

0  THOU  unknown,  Almighty  Cause, 

Of  all  my  hope  and  fear  ! 
In  whose  dread  Presence,  ere  an  hour, 

Perhaps  I  must  appear  ! 

If  I  have  wander'd  in  those  paths 

Of  Ufe  I  ought  to  shun ; 
As  Something^  loudly,  iu  my  breast. 

Remonstrates  I  have  done ; 

Thou  know'st  that  Thou  hast  formed  me, 

With  Passions  wild  and  strong ; 
And  list'ning  to  their  witching  voice 

Has  often  led  me  wrong.* 

Where  human  weakness  has  come  short, 

Or  frailtii  stept  aside. 
Do  Thou,  ALL-GOOD,  for  such  Thou  art, 

In  shades  of  darkness  hide. 

Where  with  intention  I  have  err'd. 

No  other  plea  I  have. 
But,  Thou  art  good;  and  Goodness  still 

Dehghteth  to  forgive. 


*  Uncandid  or  unthinking  detractors  of  the  poet  (some  of  these  style  them- 
selves Reverend) — confounding  the  distinction  between  a  confession  and  an 
exculpatory  plea — have  referred  to  this  verse  as  shewing  that  Bm-ns  pleaded  the 
strengtli  of  his  passions  as  an  excuse  for  sin.  Tried  by  this  standard.  King 
David  would  also  be  condemned  for  reminding  his  !Maker  that  he  was  "  conceived 
in  sin  and  shapen  in  iniquity."  The  Hebrew  Bard,  like  him  of  Scotland,  "  be- 
moaned himself  '  for  "  listening  to  the  ^\-itching  voice  "  of  his  own  passions. 


(      8H     ) 


TO  A  MOUNTAIN-DAISY, 

ON    TURNING    ONE    DOWN    WITH    THE    PLOUGH,    IN 
APRIL  1786. 

[On  the  "ioth  of  April,  1786,  the  poet  transcribed  these  verses,  under  the  title 
of  "  The  Go  wan,"  to  his  friend  John  Kennedy,  with  these  words : — "  I  have  here 
enclosed  a  small  piece,  the  verij  latest  of  my  productions :  I  am  a  good  deal 
pleased  with  some  of  the  sentiments  myself,  as  they  are  just  the  native  querulous 
feelings  of  a  heart  which  '  melancholy  "has  marked  for  her  own.'  "  Under  what 
circumstances  then,  was  this  "  bonie  gem  "  produced  ? — On  3rd  April,  he  wrote 
thus  to  a  friend : — "  My  proposals  for  publishing,  I  am  just  going  to  send  to 
press."  Next  week,  he  wrote  to  BallantjTie,  as  follows: — "My  proposals 
came  to  hand  last  night.  Old  Mr.  Armour  prevailed  with  Mr.  Aitken  to  mutilate 
that  unlucky  paper  yesterday,  (the  mutual  acknowledgment  of  marriage 
betwixt  him  and  Miss  Armour.)  Would  you  believe  it?  although  I  had  nut  a 
hope,  nor  even  a  wish  to  make  her  mine  after  her  conduct,  yet  when  he  told  me 
the  names  were  all  out  of  the  paper,  my  heart  died  within  me,  and  he  cut  my 
veins  with  the  news.  Perdition  seize  her  falsehood!  "  This  was  the  "perfidy 
ingrate "  which  he  refers  to  in  his  Ode  of  Despondency,  and  the  "  dart "  of  his 
next  poem — the  Ode  to  Ruin,  where  he  says,  "  One  has  cut  my  dearest  tye,  and 
quivers  in  my  heart."  Thus,  then,  we  see  that  the  "  Mountain-Daisy  "  was  a 
sort  of  prelude  to  his  pathetic  Lament,  and  mournful  Odes  of  this  dreary  period.] 

Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r, 
Thou's  met  me  in  an  evil  hour  ; 
For  I  maun  crush  amaug  the  stoure 

Thy  slender  stem  : 
To  spare  thee  now  is  past  my  pow'r, 

Thou  bonie  gem. 

Alas !  it's  no  thy  neebor  sweet, 
The  bonie  Lark^  companion  meet ! 
Bending  thee  'mang  the  dewy  weet ! 

Wi's  spreckl'd  breast,* 
When  upward-springing,  blythe,  to  greet 

The  purpUng  East. 

Cauld  blew  the  bitter-])iting  North 
Upon  thy  early,  humble  birth  ; 
Yet  chearfully  thou  glinted  forth 

Amid  the  storm, 
Scarce  rear'd  above  the  Parent-earth 

Thy  tender  form. 


Altered,  in  1787,  to  •' Wi'  spreckl'd  breast." 


(  «;>   ) 

The  flaunting /oiwVs  our  Gardens  yield, 
High-slielt'ring  woods  and  wa's  maun  shield, 
But  thou,  beneath  the  random  bield 

O'  clod  or  stane, 
Adorns  the  histie  stibble-Jleld., 

Unseen,  alane. 

There,  in  thy  scanty  mantle  clad, 
Thy  snawie  bosom  sun-ward  spread, 
Thou  lifts  thy  unassuming  head 

In  humble  guise ; 
But  now  the  share  uptears  thy  bed. 

And  low  thou  hes  ! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  artless  Maid, 
Sweet  fiow'ret  of  the  rural  shade  ! 
By  Love's  simphcity  betray'd, 

And  guileless  trust, 
Till  she,  like  thee,  all  soil'd,  is  laid 

Low  i'  the  dust. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  simple  Bard, 
On  Life's  rough  ocean  luckless  starr'd! 
Unskilful  he  to  note  the  card 

Of  prudent  Lore^ 
Till  billows  rage,  and  gales  blow  hard, 

And  whelm  him  o'er  ! 

Such  fate  to  svffej'ing  worth  is  giv'n. 
Who  long  with  wants  and  woes  has  striv'n, 
By  human  pride  or  cunning  driv'n 

To  Mis'ry's  brink, 
Till  wrencli'd  of  ev'ry  stay  but  HEAV'X, 
He,  ruin'd,  sink ! 

Ev'n  thou  who  mourn'st  the  Daisy's  fate. 

That  fate  is  thine no  distant  date; 

Stern  Ruin's  plough-share  drives,  elate, 

Full  on  thy  bloom. 
Till  crush'd  beneath  i\\i^  furrmij's  weight, 
Shall  be  thy  doom  ! 


(    yo    ) 


TO   RUIN. 

[The  head-note  to  the  foregoing  poem,  and  those  to  the  Lament  and  Despondency, 
will  serve  to  illustrate  this  also,  where  the  same  theme  is  pursued.  Here  the 
outraged  feelings  of  the  suffering  bard  subside  into  resignation.  In  the  first 
Manza,  he  gives  sullen  welcome  to  the  ministers  of  woe,  and  in  the  closing  verse 
he  woos  the  cold  embrace  of  the  "  grim  Power,  by  Life  abhorred."  Some  of  its 
words  he  afterwards  wove  into  a  touching  couplet  of  one  of  his  lyrics: — 

"  Tliis  bruis'd  heart  o'  mine  that  now  beats  in  my  breast, 
I  can  feel  by  its  throbbings,  will  soon  be  at  rest."] 

All  hail !  inexorable  lord  ! 

At  whose  destruction-breathing  word, 

The  mightiest  empires  fall ! 
Thy  cruel,  woe-dehghted  train, 
The  ministers  of  Grief  and  Pain, 

A  sullen  ^Yelcome,  all ! 
With  stern-resolv'd  despairing  eye, 

I  see  each  aimed  dart ; 
For  one  has  cut  my  dearest  ti/e 
And  quivers  in  my  heart. 
Then  low'ring,  and  pouring. 

The  Stor7n  no  more  I  dread ; 
Tho'  thick'ning,  and  black'ning. 
Round  my  devoted  head. 

And  thou  grim  Pow'r,  by  Life  abliorr'd, 
While  Life  a  pleasure  can  afford, 

Oh  !  hear  a  wretch's  pray'r  ! 
No  more  I  shrink  appall'd,  afraid ; 
I  court,  I  beg  thy  friendly  aid, 
To  close  this  scene  of  care ! 
When  shall  ray  soul,  in  silent  peace, 

Resign  IjUe's joi/less  day? 
My  weary  heart  its  throbbings  cease, 
Cold-mould'riiig  in  the  clay  ? 
No  fear  more,  no  tear  more, 
To  stain  my  lifeless  face. 
Enclasped,  and  grasped. 
Within  thy  cold  oml)racp! 


EPISTLE  TO  A  YOUNG  FRIEND. 

May 1786. 


[The  poet  has  printed  "May,  178G,"  as  the  date  of  this  very  sensible  memento, 
which  has  a  good  deal  more  of  the  sermon  tlian  tlio  somj  in  it.  The  only  copy 
of  this  epistle  known  to  exist  in  the  author's  JIS.  gives  the  date  more  minutely, 
thus — "Mossgiol,  15th  May.  17SC."  That  day  was  a  Monday— the  Term-day  on 
which  any  maid-servant  who  has  resolved  on  leaving  her  place,  must  "row  up 
herweekist  wi'  her  a'  in't,"  and  go  elsewhere.  It  has  been  established  by  a 
minute  searcher  into  such  matters,  that  on  that  day  a  humble  serving-maid  at 
Mauchline,  whose  name  has  since  become  imperishable  in  the  lustre  thrown 
over  it  by  the  lyric  genius  of  Burns,  bade  farewell  to  Ayrshire,  and  went  homo 
to  reside  with  her  parents  in  the  West  Highlands.  It  is  extremely  di0icult  to 
realize  in  our  minds  the  fact — yet  a  fact  it  is,  that  the  day  preceiUng  the  one  on 
which  this  shrewd  and  prudential  epistle  was  penned,  was  that  memorable  "  day 
of  lasting  love,"  regarding  which  the  poet  has  left  us  this  record  in  prose : — 
"My  Highland  Lassie  was  a  warm-hearted,  charming  young  creature  as  ever 
blest  a  man  with  generous  love.  After  a  pretty  long  tract  of  the  most  ardent 
reciprocal  attachment,  we  met  by  appointment  on  the  second  Snnihuinf  May,  in 
a  sequestered  spot  on  the  banks  of  the  Ayr,  where  we  spent  the  day  in  taking  a 
farewell,  before  she  should  embark  for  the  West  Highlands  to  arrange  matters 
for  our  projected  change  of  life."  One  naturally  asks — Where  is  the  room,  and 
when  could  the  poet  And  time,  during  this  season  of  disquietude — of  restless 
activity  and  flowing  inspiration,  for  "  a  ])retty  long  tract"  of  courtship  with  one 
who  was  never  seen  in  his  company  ? — with  one,  too,  whose  name  he  was 
never  known  to  whisper  in  mortal  ear  till  she  had  been  three  years  in  her  grave 
— one  whom  he  did  not  allude  to  in  his  minute  autobiographj- — never  spoke  of, 
even  in  his  confldential  unbosomings  to  Clarinda.  and  never  once  referred  to 
mitil  he  hail  provoked  enquiry  by  the  production  of  his  sublime  Address  to 
"  Mary  in  Heaven"?  One  answer,  and  only  one,  to  all  this  is,  that  Burns,  not- 
withstanding his  apparent  ingenuousness  and  candour,  may  not  have  been  quite 
60  open-hearted  as  his  o^vn  COILA,  "  whose  eye,  ev'n  turn'd  on  empty  space, 
beam'd  keen  with  honor."  Indeed,  the  very  poem  which  has  given  rise  to  this 
note,  inculcates  secretiveness  and  cunning,  of  a  very  questionable  kind : — 
"  Ay  free,  aff  han,  your  storj'  tell,  when  wi'  a  bosom  crony; 

But  still  keep  something  to  yoursol  ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 

Conceal  yoursel  as  weel's  ye  can  frae  critical  dissection ; 

But  keek  thro"  ev'iy  other  man,  \v\'  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection." 
We  quite  concur  with  Eobert  Chambers  in  holding  that  Burns  is  neither  philo- 
sophically nor  morally  right  in  giving  such  advice  to  his  young  friend.  It 
remains  to  be  noted  that  Andrew  Aiken,  to  whom  the  epistle  is  addressed,  was 
the  son  of  Robert  Aiken,  writer  in  Ayr,  the  early  patroti  of  the  poet.  He  became 
a  successful  merchant,  and  died  at  Eiga  in  1831,  while  holding  the  office  of 
English  Consul  there.] 

I  Lang  hae  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend, 

A  Something  to  have  sent  you, 
Tho'  it  should  serve  nae  other  end 

Than  just  a  kind  memento  ; 
But  how  the  subject  theme  may  gang. 

Let  time  and  chance  determine ; 
Perhaps  it  may  turn  out  a  Sang ; 

Perhaps,  turn  out  a  Sermon. 


(  'J2  ) 

Ye'U  try  the  world  soon  my  lad, 

And  ANDREW  dear  believe  me, 
Ye'Il  fiud  mankind  an  unco  squad. 

And  muc'kle  they  may  grieve  ye : 
For  care  and  trouble  set  your  thought, 

Ev'n  when  your  end's  attained ; 
And  a'  your  views  may  come  to  nought, 

Where  ev'ry  nerve  is  strained. 

I'll  no  say,  men  are  villains  a' ; 

The  real,  harden'd  wicked, 
Wha  hae  nae  check  but  human  law, 

Are  to  a  few  restricked : 
But  Och,  mankind  are  unco  weak, 

An'  little  to  be  trusted  ; 
If  Self  the  wavering  balance  shake. 

It's  rarely  right  adjusted ! 

Yet  they  wha  fa'  in  Fortune's  strife, 

Their  fate  we  should  na  censure. 
For  still  th'  important  end  of  hfe. 

They  equally  may  answer  : 
A  man  may  hae  an  honest  hearty 

Tho'  Poortith  hourly  stare  him ; 
A  man  may  tak  a  neebor's  part, 

Yet  hae  nae  cash  to  spare  him. 

Ay  free,  aff  han',  your  story  tell, 

When  wi'  a  bosom  crony  ; 
But  still  keep  something  to  yoursel 

Ye  scarcely  tell  to  ony. 
Conceal  yoursel  as  weel's  ye  can 

Frae  critical  dissection ; 
But  keek  thro'  ev'ry  other  man, 

Wi'  sharpen'd,  sly  inspection. 

The  sacred  loive  o'  weel  plac'd  love. 

Luxuriantly  indulge  it ; 
Jint  never  tempt  WiilHcit  rove, 

Tho'  niU'tliing  should  divnlgp  if  : 


(     9^     ) 

I  wave  the  quantum  o'  the  sin ; 

The  hazard  of  concealing ; 
But  Och  !  it  hardens  d  ivithin^ 

And  petrifies  the  feehng  !  * 

To  catch  Dame  Fortune's  golden  smile, 

Assiduous  wait  upon  her; 
And  gather  gear  by  ev'ry  wile, 

That's  justify 'd  by  Honor : 
Not  for  to  hkle  it  in  a  hedge^ 

Nor  for  a  train-attendant ; 
But  for  the  glorious  priviledge 

Of  being  independant. 

The /ear  o'  HeUs  a  hangman's  whip. 

To  hand  the  wretch  in  order  ; 
But  where  ye  feel  your  Honor  grip, 

Let  that  ay  be  your  border : 
It's  slightest  touches,  instant  pause — 

Debar  a'  side-pretences ; 
And  resolutely  keep  its  laws. 

Uncaring  consequences. 

The  great  CREATOR  to  revere. 

Must  sure  become  the  Creature; 
But  still  the  preaching  cant  forbear. 

And  ev'n  the  rigid  feature  : 
Yet  ne'er  with  Wits  prophane  to  range, 

Be  complaisance  extended ; 
An  athiest-lauglis  a  poor  exchange 

For  Deity  offended! 

*  Here,  in  the  MS.  occurs  this  additional  stanza : — 

"  If  ye  hae  made  a  step  aside,  some  hap  mistake  o'ertane  you, 
Yet  still  keep  up  a  decent  pride,  and  ne'er  o'er  far  demean  you : 
Time  comes  wi'  kind  oblivious  shade,  and  daily  darker  sets  it. 
And  if  nae  mair  mistakes  are  made,  the  world  soon  forgets  it." 

Mr.  Chambers  well  remarks,  that  although  this  verse  throws  a  valuable  light  on 
the  state  of  the  poet's  mind  at  this  crisis,  we  should  not  desire  to  see  it  replaced 
in  the  poem  from  which  the  author  excluded  it  in  his  book,  as  felt  to  be  below 
the  other  stanzas  in  terseness  and  point. 


(     i>4     ) 

When  ranting  round  in  Pleasure's  ring, 

Religion  may  be  blinded ; 
Or  if  she  gie  a  randmn-sting^ 

It  may  be  little  minded  ; 
But  when  on  Life  we're  tempest-driv'n, 

A  Conscience  but  a  canker — 
A  correspondence  fix'd  wi'  Heav'n, 

Is  sure  a  noble  anchor! 

Adieu,  dear,  amiable  Youth  ! 

Your  heart  can  ne'er  be  wanting  ! 
May  Prudence,  Fortitude  and  Truth 

Erect  your  brow  undaunting  ! 
In  ploughman  2)hrase  '  GOD  send  you  speed,' 

Still  daily  to  grow  wiser  ; 
And  may  ye  better  reck  the  rede, 

Than  ever  did  th'  Adviser! 


(     'J5     ) 


ON    A    SCOTCH    BARD    GONE    TO    TUE 
WEST  INDIES. 

[Whatever  were  the  poet's  feelings  at  this  period,  in  reference  to  the  hostility 
of  the  Armour  family,  he  certainly  made  no  secret  of  his  intentions  to  go  abroad. 
On  July  17th,  178C,  within  a  fortnitrht  of  the  publication  of  his  Book,  he  wnjto 
thus  to  a  friend: — "1  am  now  llxed  to  go  to  the  West  Indies  in  October,  I  have 
alreadj'  appeared  publicly  in  church,  and  was  indulgeil  in  the  liberty  of  standing 
in  my  own  seat :  I  do  this  to  get  a  certificate  as  a  bachelor,  which  lilr.  Auld  has 
promised  me.  Jean  and  her  friends  insisted  much  that  she  should  stand  along 
with  me  in  the  Kirk ;  but  the  minister  would  not  allow  it.  I  am  very  much 
pleased,  for  all  that,  not  to  have  had  her  company.'' 

The  present  humorous  poem,  therefore,  must  have  been  dashed  off,  about  this 
time,  to  help  the  tilling  up  of  his  volume.  The  heart  of  the  poet  had  grown 
lighter  under  the  excitement  of  preparing  and  superintending  the  printing  of  his 
poems,  and  the  present  Lament  forms  a  striking  contrast  to  that  mournful  poem 
so  named  which  he  had  composed  not  three  months  before.  He  now  makes  a 
laugh  at  those  calamities  which  then  wrung  his  very  soul,  and  perhaps,  after  all, 
his  later  frame  of  spirit  is  the  more  philosophic  and  wholesome  of  the  two.  The 
mock  tenderness  of  the  following  verse  is  irresistable : — 

"  He  saw  Misfortune's  cauld  Nor-west, 
Lang  mvistering  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  Jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

111  may  she  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  the  mast. 

An'  owre  the  Sea."] 

A'  YE  wha  live  by  sowps  o'  drink, 
A'  ye  wba  live  l)y  crambo-clink, 
A'  ye  wha  live  and  never  think, 

Come,  mourn  wi'  me 
Our  billies  giea  us  a'  a  jink,* 

An'  owre  the  Sea. 

Lament  him  a'  ye  rantan  core, 
Wha  dearly  like  a  random-splore ; 
Nae  mair  he'll  join  the  merry  roar, 

In  social  key ; 
For  now  he's  taen  anither  shore, 

An'  owre  the  Sea  ! 

The  bonie  lasses  weel  may  wiss  him, 
And  in  their  dear  petitions  place  him  : 
The  widows,  wives,  an'  a'  may  bless  him, 

Wi'  tearfu'  e'e ; 
For  weel  I  wat  they'll  sairly  miss  him 

That's  owre  the  Sea  ! 

*  In  the  MS, — "  Our  biUie  Bob  has  taen  a  jink." 


(   y<3   ) 


O  Fortuue,  they  hae  room  to  grumble . 
IFadst  thou  taeu  aff  some  drowsy  buinmle, 
Wha  cau  do  nought  but  fyke  an'  fumble, 

'Twad  been  nae  plea ; 
But  he  was  gleg  as  onie  wumble, 

That's  owre  the  Sea  ! 


Auld,  cantie  KYLE  *  may  weepers  wear, 
An'  stain  them  \^^'  the  saut,  saut  tear : 
'Twill  mak  her  poor,  auld  heart,  1  fear, 

In  flinders  flee : 
He  was  her  Lauveat  monie  a  year, 

That's  owre  the  Sea. 

He  saw  Misfortune's  cauld  Nor-icest 
Lang-mustering  f  up  a  bitter  blast ; 
A  Jillet  brak  his  heart  at  last, 

111  may  she  be ! 
So,  took  a  birth  afore  the  mast, 

An'  owre  the  Sea  ! 


To  tremble  under  Fortune's  cummoek, 
On  scarce  a  bellyfu'  o'  dnimmoclc^ 
Wi'  his  proud,  independant  stomach, 

Could  ill  agree ; 
So,  row't  his  hurdles  in  a  hammock^ 

An'  owre  the  Sea. 


He  ne'er  was  gien  to  great  misguidin. 
Yet  coin  his  pouches  wad  na  bide  in ; 
Wi'  him  it  ne'er  was  under  hiditi ; 

He  dealt  it  free : 
The  Muse  was  a'  that  he  took  jiride  in, 

That's  owre  the  Sea. 


*  "  Kyle." — The  district  of  Kyle  in  Ayrshire.  Some  editors,  in  doplorable 
ignorance,  have  noted  this  to  mean  KHmarnock ! 

t  "  Lang-mustering." — The  hyphen  here  is  evidently  a  printer's  error,  which 
was  corrected  in  subsequent  editions. 


(     ^7     ) 

Jamaica  bodies^  use  him  weel, 
An'  bap  him  in  a  cozie  biel : 
Ye'U  find  him  ay  a  dainty  chiel, 

An'  fou  o'  glee : 
He  wad  na  wrang'n  the  vera  Deil^ 

That's  ov/re  the  Sea. 

Fareweel,  my  rhyme'Composing  billie!* 
Your  native  soil  was  right  ill-willie ; 
But  may  ye  flourish  like  a  lily, 
Now  bonihe ! 
I'll  toast  you  in  my  hindmost  gillie, 
Tho'  owre  the  Sea ! 

*  lu  the  MS. — "  Theu  fare-ye-weel,  my  rhymin  billio 


(  ".»«  ) 


A  DEDICATION  TO  G****  H*******  Esq. 

[The  poet's  connection  mth  Mr.  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer,  Mauchlino,  com- 
menced in  the  spring  of  1784,  Immediately  after  the  death  of  his  father  William 
Burncss,  when  the  family  of  the  deceased  removed  from  Lochlea  to  the  farm 
of  MosRgiel,  of  which  they  liad  obtained  a  sub-lease  from  Hamilton,  who  was 
principal  tenant,  under  the  Earl  of  Loudoun,  the  proprietor.  The  intimacy  which 
sprang  up  betwixt  the  poet  and  his  young  laird  had  a  marked  effect  in  forming 
his  future  career.  A  strong  similarity  of  taste  and  sentiment  pervaded  the 
minds  of  both,  more  particularly  in  matters  of  religious  faith  and  practice ;  and 
when  the  latter  was  placed  under  the  censure  of  the  Kirk-Session  of  Mauchlino 
for  "neglect  of  public  ordinances,  and  disobedience  to  the  recommendations  of 
the  presbytery,"  the  pen  of  the  poet,  in  his  friend's  behalf,  was  wielded  with 
unsparing  energy  from  his  own  Olympus  on  tlie  heights  of  Mossgiel.  Satire  after 
satire  against  Hamilton's  alleged  enemies,  followed  each  other  in  close  succes- 
sion, and  on  these  productions  chiefly  rested  the  extensive  local  fame  of  Burns, 
prior  to  the  publication  of  his  poems  in  July,  178G.  The  present  production  is 
generally  regarded  as  one  of  his  best,  displaying — as  noted  by  Dr.  Currie — 
those  qualities  which  his  poetical  epistles  possess, — '•  deep  insight  into  human 
nature,  a  gay  and  happy  train  of  reflection,  great  independence  of  sentiment, 
and  generosity  of  heart." 
One  of  the  couplets  which  compliments  Hamilton  as  being 
"  The  poor  man's  friend  in  need. 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed," 
had  been  made  use  of  by  the  poet  before,  in  referring  to  the  same  friend,  in  a 
poetical  epistle  addressed  in  September,  178.5,  to  a  young  minister  of  kindred 
sentiments  In  Church  matters ;  and  in  it  Burns  excuses  himself  for  cracking  his 
jest  at  holy  men  and  holy  things  on  the  ground  that  Hamilton,  "  who  has  mair 
honour  in  his  breast  than  scores  of  his  persecutors,"  was  sair  misca'd  by  them : 
and  then  he  adds — 

"  See  him,  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  gentleman  in  word  and  deed, — 
And  shall  his  fame  and  honour  bleed 
By  worthless  skellums, 
And  not  a  muse  erect  her  head 

To  cowe  the  blellums  ?  "] 

Expect  na,  Sir,  in  this  narration, 
A  fleechan,  fleth'ran  Dedication, 
To  roose  you  up,  au'  ca'  you  guid, 
An'  sprung  o'  great  an'  noble  bluid ; 
Because  ye're  sirnam'd  like  His  Grace, 
Perhaps  related  to  the  race : 
Then  when  I'm  tir'd — and  sae  are  ye, 
Wi'  monic  a  fulsome,  sinfu'  lie, 
Set  up  a  face,  how  I  stop  short, 
For  fear  your  modesty  be  hurt. 

This  may  do — maun  do,  Sir,  wi'  them  wha 
Maun  please  the  Great-folk  for  a  wamefou ; 
For  me !  sae  laigli  1  need  na  bow. 
For,  LOUD  be  thanket,  T  can  ji lough ; 


(  i>y  ) 

Aud  when  I  tlowna  yoke  a  uaig, 
Then,  LORD  be  thanket,  1  can  ben  >* 
Sae  I  shall  say,  an'  that's  nae  flatt'rin, 
It's  just  sic  Poet  an'  sic  Patron. 

The  Poet,  some  guid  Angel  help  him. 
Or  else,  I  fear,  some  ill  ane  skelp  him ! 
lie  may  do  weel  for  a'  he's  done  yet, 
But  only — he's  no  just  begun  yet. 

The  Patron,  (Sir,  ye  maun  forgie  me, 
I  winna  lie,  come  what  will  o'  me) 
On  ev'ry  hand  it  will  allow'd  be. 
He's  just — nae  better  than  he  should  be. 

I  readily  and  freely  grant, 
He  downa  see  a  poor  man  want ; 
What's  no  his  ain,  he  winna  tak  it ; 
What  ance  he  says,  he  winna  break  it ; 
Ought  he  can  lend  he'll  no  refus't. 
Till  aft  his  guiduess  is  abus'd  ; 
And  rascals  whyles  that  do  him  wrang, 
Ev'n  that^  he  does  na  mind  it  lang : 
As  Master,  Landlord,  Husband,  Father, 
He  does  na  fail  his  part  in  either. 

But  then,  nae  thanks  to  him  for  a'  that ; 
Nae  godi;/  symptom  ye  can  ca'  that ; 
It's  naething  but  a  milder  feature, 
Of  our  poor,  sinfu',  corrupt  Nature : 
Ye'll  get  the  best  o'  moral  works, 
'Mang  black  Gentoos.,  and  Pagan  Turks, 
Or  Hunters  wild  on  Ponotaxi, 
Wha  never  heard  of  Orth-d-xy. 
That  he's  the  poor  man's  friend  in  need, 
The  GENTLEMAN  in  word  and  deed, 
It's  no  through  terror  of  D-mu-t-u  ; 
It's  just  a  carnal  inclination, 
And  Och  !  that's  nae  r-g-n-r-t-n  !  * 


*  This  line  was  omitted  in  the  Edinburgh  Edition  (1787),  and  has  been  kept 


out  ever  since 
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Morality,  thou  deadly  bane, 
Thy  tens  o'  thousands  thou  hast  slain  ! 
Vain  is  his  hope,  whase  stay  an'  trust  is, 
In  moral  Mercy,  Truth  and  Justice ! 

No — stretch  a  point  to  catch  a  plack  ; 
Abuse  a  Brother  to  his  back ; 
Steal  thro'  the  tvinnock  frae  a  wh-re, 
But  point  the  Rake  that  taks  the  door; 
Be  to  the  Poor  like  onie  whunstane, 
And  haud  their  noses  to  the  grunstane ; 
Ply  ev'ry  art  o'  legal  tliieving ; 
No  matter — stick  to  sound  believing. 

Learn  three-mile  pi-ay'rs,  an'  half-mile  graces, 
Wi'  weel  spread  looves,  an'  lang,  wry  faces  ; 
Grunt  up  a  solemn,  lengthen'd  groan, 
And  damn  a'  Parties  but  your  own  ; 
I'll  warrant  then,  ye're  nae  Deceiver, 
A  steady,  sturdy,  staunch  Believer. 

O  ye  wha  leave  the  springs  o'  C-lv-n, 
For  gumlie  dubs  of  your  ain  delvin  ! 
Ye  sons  of  Heresy  and  Error, 
Ye'll  some  day  squeel  in  quaking  terror ! 
When  Vengeance  draws  the  sword  in  wrath, 
And  in  the  fire  throws  the  sheath ; 
When  Ruin,  with  his  sweeping  besom^ 
Just  frets  till  Heav'n  commission  gies  him  ; 
While  o'er  the  Harp  pale  Misery  moans, 
And  strikes  the  ever-deep'ning  tones. 
Still  louder  shrieks,  and  heavier  groans ! 

Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this  digression, 
I  maist  forgat  my  Dedication ; 
But  when  Divinity  comes  cross  me, 
My  readers  then  are  sure  to  lose  me. 

So  Sir,  you  see  'twas  nae  daft  vapour. 
But  I  maturely  thought  it  proper, 
When  a'  my  works  I  did  review, 
To  dedicate  them,  Sir,  to  YOU  : 
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Because  (ye  need  na  tak  it  ill) 

I  thought  them  somethiug  hke  yoursel. 

Then  patronize  them  wi'  your  favor, 
And  your  Petitioner  shall  ever — 
I  had  amaist  said,  ever  pra;/^ 
But  that's  a  word  I  need  na  say : 
For  prayin  I  hae  httlc  skill  o't ; 
I'm  baitli  dead-sweer,  an'  wretched  ill  o't ; 
But  I'se  repeat  each  poor  man's  praifr^ 
That  kens  or  hears  about  you,  Sir 

'  May  ne'er  Misfortune's  gowling  bark, 
'  Howl  thro'  the  dweUing  o'  the  CLERK  ! 
'  May  ne'er  his  gen'rous,  honest  heart, 
'  For  that  same  gen'rous  spirit  smart ! 
'  May  K******'s  *  far-honor'd  name 
'  Lang  beet  his  hymeneal  flame, 
'  Till  H*******'s,  at  least  a  diz'n, 
'  Are  frae  their  nuptial  labors  risen  : 
'  Five  bonie  Lasses  round  their  table, 
'  And  sev'u  braw  fellows,  stout  an'  able, 
'  To  serve  their  King  an'  Country  weel, 
'  By  word,  or  pen,  or  pointed  steel ! 
'  May  Health  and  Peace,  with  mutual  rays, 
'  Shine  on  the  ev'ning  o'  his  days ; 
'  Till  his  wee,  curhe  Jofnis  ier-oe, 
'  When  ebbing  hfe  nae  mair  shall  flow, 
'  The  last,  sad,  mournful  rites  bestow  !' 

I  will  not  wind  a  lang  conclusion. 
With  compUmentary  effusion : 
But  whilst  your  wishes  and  endeavours. 
Are  blest  with  Fortune's  smiles  and  favours, 
I  am,  Dear  Sir,  with  zeal  most  fervent, 
Your  much  indebted,  humble  servant. 

But  if,  which  Pow'rs  above  prevent, 
That  iron-hearted  Carl,  Want^ 
Attended,  in  his  grim  advances, 
By  sad  mistakes.,  and  black  mischances^ 

*  Kennedy  was  the  surname  of  Hamilton's  wife's  family. 
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While  hopes,  and  joys,  and  pleasiu-es  fly  him, 

Make  you  as  poor  a  dog  as  I  am, 

Your  Inanhle  servant  then  no  more ; 

For  who  would  humbly  serve  the  Poor  ? 

But  by  a  poor  man's  hopes  in  Heav'n ! 

While  recollection's  pow'r  is  giv'n, 

If,  in  the  vale  of  humble  hfe. 

The  victim  sad  of  Fortune's  strife, 

I,  through  the  tender-gushing  tear, 

Should  recognise  my  Master  dear^ 

If  friendless,  low,  we  meet  together. 

Then,  Sir,  your  hand— my  FRIEND  and  BROTHER. 


TO  A  LOUSE, 

ON  SEEING  ONE  ON  A  LADY's  BONNET  AT  CHURCH. 

[In  preceding  pages  we  have  seen  how  much  Bums  could  make  of  very  hjimble 
subjects,  such  as  the  Dogs,  the  Pet-Yowe,  the  Mouse,  and  the  Auld  Mare:  here  we 
have  him  descending  for  a  theme,  still  lower  in  the  scale  of  animal  life.  Lowly, 
even  repulsive  as  tlic  subject  is,  however,  ho  has  done  it  ample  justice,  and 
makes  it  point  a  moral  if  it  does  not  adorn  his  page.  Only  himself  and  Peter 
Pindar  ever  had  the  hardihood  to  introduce  genteel  readers  to  such  a  crawlin 

"  blastet  wonner, 

Detested,  shunn'd  by  saunt  an'  sinner," — 
adopting  it  as  a  vehicle  for  humorous  sarcasm.    Motherwell  justly  remarks,  in 
reference  to  the  closing  verse,  that  "  if  poetical  merit  were  to  be  determined  by 
frequency  of  quotation.  It  would  stand  very  high  in  the  scale." 

It  is  pointed  out  in  the  "Burnsiana  "  (1S6G),  that,  in  an  edition  of  Bums,  illus- 
trated by  Gilbert,  of  which  the  Eev.  Robert  Aris  Willmott  is  editor,  the  title  of 
this  poem  is  squeamishly  veiled  with  a  printer's  dash,  thus, — "  To  a ."] 

Ha  !  whare  ye  gaun,  ye  crowlan  ferhe ! 
Your  impudence  protects  you  sairly  : 
I  canna  say  but  ye  strunt  rarely, 

Owre  gawze  and  lace  ; 
The'  faith,  I  fear  ye  dine  but  sparely. 

On  sic  a  place. 

Ye  ugly,  creepan,  blastet  wonner, 
Detested,  shunn'd,  by  saunt  an'  sinner. 
How  daur  ye  set  your  fit  upon  her, 

Sae  fine  a  Laih/ ! 
Gae  somewhere  else  and  seek  your  dinner, 

On  some  poor  liody. 
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Swith,  iu  some  beg^'ar's  haflol  s(niattk'; 
There  ye  may  creep,  and  sprawl,  ami  spratlle, 
Wi'  ilher  kindred,  jumping  cattle. 

In  shoals  and  nations ; 
Whare  horn  nor  hane  ne'er  daur  unsettle. 

Your  thick  plantations. 

Now  hand  you  there,  ye're  out  o'  sight, 
Below  the  fatt'rels,  snug  and  tight, 
Na  faith  ye  yet !  ye'll  no  be  right. 

Till  ye've  got  on  it, 
The  very  tapmost,  towrin  height 

0'  Miss's  bonnet. 

My  sooth !  right  bauld  ye  set  your  nose  out, 
As  plump  an'  gray  as  onie  grozet : 
O  for  some  rank,  mercurial  rozet. 

Or  fell,  red  smeddum, 
I'd  gie  you  sic  a  hearty  dose  o't. 

Wad  dress  your  di-oddum ! 

I  wad  na  been  surpriz'd  to  spy 
You  on  an  auld  wife's  flainen  toy ; 
Or  aibUus  some  bit  duddie  boy, 

On's  in/lecoat ; 
But  Miss's  fine  Lunardi^*  fye ! 

How  daur  you  do't  ? 

O  Jenny  dinna  toss  your  head. 
An'  set  your  beauties  a'  abread ! 
Ye  little  ken  what  cursed  speed 

The  blastie's  makin ! 
Thae  tvinks  and  Jiiiger-encls^  I  dread, 

Are  notice  takin  ! 

O  wad  some  Pow'r  the  giftie  gie  us 
To  see  onrsels  as  others  see  us  ! 
It  wad  frae  monie  a  blunder  free  us 

An'  foolish  notion  : 
What  airs  in  dress  an'  gait  wad  lea'e  us. 
And  ev'n  Devotion ! 

*  "  Lunardi."— A  peculiarly  shaped  bonnet,  worn  by  ladies  of  fashion,  was  so 
named  in  honour  of  Vincent  Lunardi,  who,  in  1784,  introduced  the  spectacle  of 
balloon  ascents  into  Britain.  In  1785,  he  displayed  his  aerial  feats  in  several 
parte  of  Scotland. 
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EPISTLE    TO    J.    L*****K, 

AN  OLD  SCOTCH  BAUD. 


April  1st,  1785. 

[Thia  "old  Scotch  hard,"  as  Burns  fondly  styled  him,  was  born  in  1727;  so  he 
must  have  been  58  years  old  when  the  poet  thus  addressed  him.  Encouraged 
by  the  success  of  Burns'  appeal  to  the  public  in  print,  and  still  more  emboldened 
by  the  flattering  compliments  in  the  present  poom,  bestowed  on  his  "  ae  sang  " 
therein  referred  to,  Lapraik  published  from  the  same  press,  a  volume  of  verses 
in  1788,  as  likewise  did  Davie  Sillar,  a  year  thereafter.  Bums  had  hailed  the 
l^.tter  as  "brother-poet"  and  "Ace  o'  Hearts,"  and  now  he  pronounces  the 
/jrmer  to  be  not  only  "  a  bard  "  but  "  King  o'  Hearts."  Both  of  them  we  believe 
to  have  been  good  fellows  in  their  way,  else  Burns  could  not  have  taken  them 
to  his  bosom  as  ho  did,  and  we  know  that  if  our  bard  was  tolerant  of  anv  failings 
his  friends  might  possess,  ho  was  still  more  tolerant  of  the  quality  of  their  verses. 

An  able  reviewer  of  the  poems  of  Sillar  (Contemporaries  of  Burns,  p.  44), 
admits  that  the  Pegasus  ridden  by  honest  Davie,  is  sorely  "  bedevU'd  wi'  the 
spavie,"  and  of  Lapraik's  book  ho  says,  that  "  with  the  exception  of  the  song  eo 
much  ^commended  by  Burns,  few  of  the  pieces  display  any  approach  to  poetic 
merit."  This  Song,  beginning — "  When  I  upon  thy  bosom  lean,"  was  sent  by 
Burns  to  Johnson's  Museum  in  1789,  and  on  comparing  the  copy  there  with  that 
in  Lapraik's  volume,  the  reader  will  be  at  no  loss  to  discover  how  much  that 
Bong  (as  now  found  in  collections)  is  indebted  to  Burns,  who  has  redeemed  the 
tamenoss  of  Lapraik's  copy  by  several  exquisite  touches.  But  our  readers  will 
scarcely  be  prepared  now  to  learn  that  the  song  which  "  thirl'd  the  heart-strings 
through  the  breast"  of  Bums,  when  he  heard  it  sung  at  a  rockin  in  his  own 
house  on  Fasten's  e'en,  1786,  was  not  by  Lapraik  after  all!  An  admirable  con- 
tributor to  Hogg's  Instructor,  in  an  article  on  Burns  (November  9th,  1850,  p.  189), 
states  that  "  the  song  of  Lapraik,  praised  by  Burns,  beginning — '  When  I  upon 
thy  bosom  lean,'  is  actually  taken,  and  certainly  not  improved,  from  an  elegant 
copy  of  verses  which  we  have  seen  in  an  old  Magazine,  of  a  date  prior  to  the 
composition  of  the  song  ascribed  to  Lapraik."  If  this  be  so,  then  "  the  Bard  of 
Muirkirk  "  must  have  been  an  old  cardsharper  to  play  off  his  odd-trick  on  Burns 
in  this  manner.  "  The  bauld  Lapraik  "  indeed ! — the  very  Knave  of  Spades,  instead 
the  "  King  o'  Hearts  " !] 

While  briers  an'  woodbines  budding  green, 
An'  Paitricks  scraiclian  loud  at  e'en, 
And  morning  Poossie  whiddan  seen. 

Inspire  my  Muse, 
This  freedom,  in  an  unknown  frien', 

I  pray  excuse. 

On  Fasteneen  we  had  a  rockin, 
To  ca'  the  crack  and  weave  our  stockin ; 
And  there  was  mucklc  fun  and  jokin, 

Ye  need  iia  doubt ; 
At  length  we  had  a  hearty  yokin. 

At  sanrj  about. 
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There  was  ae  mnfi^  amang  the  rest, 
Aboon  them  a'  it  pleas'd  me  best, 
That  some  kind  husband  had  addrest, 

To  some  sweet  wife : 
It  thirl'd  the  heart-strings  tliro'  the  breast, 

A'  to  the  life. 

I've  scarce  heard  ought  describ'd  sae  weel, 
What  geu'rous,  manly  bosoms  feel ; 
Thought  I,  '  Can  this  be  Pope,  or  Steele^ 

Or  Beattie's  wark ;' 
They  tald  me  'twas  an  odd  kind  chiel 

About  Muirkirk. 

It  pat  me  fidgean-fain  to  hear't. 
An'  sae  about  him  there  I  spier't ; 
Then  a'  that  kent  him  round  declar'd. 

He  had  ingine^ 
That  nane  excell'd  it,  few  cam  near't, 
It  was  sae  fine. 

That  set  him  to  a  pint  of  ale, 
An'  either  douse  or  merry  tale. 
Or  rhymes  an'  sangs  he'd  made  himsel, 

Or  witty  catches, 
'Tween  Inverness  and  Tiviotdale, 

He  had  few  matches. 

Then  up  I  gat,  an'  swoor  an  aith, 
Tbo'  I  should  pawn  my  pleugh  an'  graith. 
Or  die  a  cadger  pownie's  death. 

At  some  dyke-back, 
A  pint  an'  (jill  I'd  gie  them  baith^ 

To  hear  your  crack. 

But  first  an'  foremost,  I  should  tell, 
Amaist  as  soon  as  I  could  spell, 
I  to  the  crambo-jingle  fell, 

Tho'  rude  an'  rough, 
Yet  crooning  to  a  body's  sel, 

Does  weel  eneugh. 
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I  am  nae  Poet,  in  a  sense, 
But  just  a  Rhymer  like  by  chance, 
An'  liae  to  Learning  nae  pretence, 

Yet,  what  the  matter  ? 
Whene'er  my  Muse  does  on  me  glance, 

I  jingle  at  her. 

Your  Critic-folk  may  cock  their  nose, 
And  say,  '  How  can  you  e'er  propose, 
'  You  wha  ken  hardly  verse  iraepivse, 

'  To  mak  a  sangV 
But  by  your  leaves,  ray  learned  foes, 

Ye're  maybe  wrang. 

What's  a'  your  jargon  o'  your  Schools, 
Your  Latin  names  for  horns  an'  stools ; 
If  honest  Nature  made  jou  fools, 

What  sairs  your  Grammars  ? 
Ye'd  better  taen  up  spades  and  shools, 

Or  knappin-hammers. 

A  set  o'  dull,  conceited  Hashes, 
Confuse  their  brains  in  CoUedge-classes  ! 
They  gang  in  Stirks,  and  come  out  Asses, 
Plain  truth  to  speak ; 
An'  syne  they  think  to  climb  Parnassus 
By  dint  o'  Greek ! 

Gie  me  ae  spark  o'  Nature's  fire. 
That's  a'  the  learning  I  desire ; 
Then  tho'  I  drudge  thro'  dub  an'  mire 

At  pleugh  or  cart. 
My  Muse,  tho'  hamely  in  attire. 

May  touch  the  heart. 

O  for  a  spunk  o'  ALLAN'S  glee. 
Or  FERGUSON'S,  the  bauld  an'  slee, 
Or  bright  L*****K'S,  my  friend  to  be, 

If  I  can  hit  it ! 
That  would  be  lear  eneugh  for  me, 

If  I  could  get  it. 
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Now,  Sir,  if  ye  hae  friends  enow, 
Tho'  realjhends  I  b'lieve  are  few, 
Yet,  if  your  catalogue  be  fow, 

I'se  no  insist ; 
But  gif  ye  want  ae  friend  that's  true, 
I'm  on  your  list. 

I  winna  blaw  about  mi/sel, 
As  ill  I  like  my  fauts  to  tell ; 
But  friends  an'  folk  that  wish  me  well, 

They  sometimes  roose  me ; 
Tho'  I  maun  own,  as  monie  still, 

As  far  abuse  me. 

There's  ae  iveefaut  they  whiles  lay  to  me, 
I  like  the  lasses — Gude  forgie  me ! 
For  monie  a  Plack  they  wheedle  frae  me, 

At  dance  or  fair : 
Maybe  some  ither  thing  they  gie  me 

They  weel  can  spare. 

But  MAUCHLINE  Race  or  MAUCHLINE  Fair, 
I  should  be  proud  to  meet  you  there ; 
We'se  gie  ae  night's  discharge  to  care, 

If  we  forgather. 
An'  hae  a  swap  o'  rhimin-ivare^ 

Wi'  ane  anither. 

The  four-gill  chap^  we'se  gar  him  clatter. 
An'  kirs'n  him  wi'  reekin  water ; 
Syne  we'll  sit  down  an'  tak  our  whitter, 
To  chear  our  heart ; 
An'  faith,  we'se  be  acquainted  better 
Before  we  part.* 

Awa  ye  selfish,  warly  race, 
Wha  think  that  havins,  sense  an'  grace, 
Ev'n  love  an'  friendship  should  give  place 

To  catch-the-plack  ! 
I  dinna  like  to  see  your  face, 

Nor  hear  your  crack. 

♦  See  next  page,  for  two  stanzas  introduced  here  in  the  MS. 
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But  ye  whom  social  pleasure  charms, 
Whose  hearts  the  tide  of  kindness  warms, 
"Who  hold  your  being  on  the  terms, 

'  Each  aid  the  others,' 
Come  to  my  bowl,  come  to  my  arms, 

My  friends,  my  brothers ! 

But  to  conclude  my  lang  epistle, 
As  my  auld  pen's  worn  to  the  grissle ; 
Tvva  lines  frae  you  wad  gar  me  fissle. 

Who  am,  most  fervent. 
While  I  can  either  sing,  or  whissle, 

Your  friend  and  servant. 


The  two  following  verses,  first  printed  in  tho  Reliqucs  (1S08),  from  a  memo- 
randum book  which  had  belonged  to  the  poet,  appear  to  have  been  intended  to 
form  part  of  tho  preceding  Epistle ;  indeed,  Cunningham  asserts  that  ho  had 
Been  a  copy  of  tho  latter  in  tlie  MS.of  Bums,  with  these  two  stanzas  inserted  in  it, 
between  the  third  and  fourth  verse  from  the  end,  where  we  have  placed  the 
asterisk : — 

"  There's  naething  like  the  honest  nappy! 
Whaur'll  ye  e'er  see  men  sae  happy, 
Or  women  sonsie,  saft  and  sappy, 

'Tween  morn  an'  mom. 
As  them  wha  like  to  taste  the  drappy 
In  glass  or  horn? 

I've  seen  me  daez't  upon  a  time ; 
I  scarce  could  wink  or  see  a  styme ; 
Just  ae  half  mutchkin  does  mo  prime, 

Ought  less  is  little, 
Then  back  I  rattle  on  tho  rhyme 

As  gleg's  a  whittle  1 " 

t  The  poet  recorded  this  admired  poem  (with  very  trifling  variations)  in  his 
Common-place  Hook,  under  date  June,  178.5,  and  these  two  stanzas  in  praise  of 
"honest  nappy,"  do  not  appear  there.  But  the  recent  recovery  (1874)  of  the 
Book  of  unpublished  poems  transcribed  by  the  poet  for  his  friend  Mr.  Eiddel, 
has  revealed  the  fact  that  they  originally  formed  part  of  his  Kpistle  to  John 
Qoldie,  dated  August,  178.5. 
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TO  THE  SAME. 

April  2lst,  1785. 

[Tho  poet's  generous  and  noh\c  epistle,  addressed  on  April  1,1785,  to  this  old 
worthy,  was  replioil  to  by  its  recipient.  "  Honest-hearted  and  kind  "  this  reply  is 
said  to  have  been,  but  it  has  not  been  preserved.  Had  he  been  able  to 
"kittle  up  his  moorlan  harp"  so  as  to  satisfy  Burns,  wo  maybe  certain  that 
it  would  have  been  pulilished  in  Lapraik's  volume.  In  that  book  certainly  there 
is  a  rhyming  epistle  from  Lapraik  to  Burns,  but  it  is  not  a  "  reply,"  as  Cunning- 
ham styles  it :  it  is  a  soi't  of  apology  for  the  old  man's  appearance  as  an  author 
in  1788,    The  following  quotation  will  more  than  satisfy  the  reader  :— 

"  Yet  still  it  ne'or  ran  in  my  head,  to  trouble  Mankind  with 
My  dull,  insipid,  thowless  rhyme,  and  stupid,  senseless  stuff; 
Till  your  kind  Muse,  wV  frieiiclly  blast,  first  tooted  up  my  fame, 
And  sounded  loud,  through  a'  tho  Wast,  my  lang  forgotten  name. 
Quoth  I,  '  Shall  I,  like  to  a  sumph,  sit  douff  and  (l»wie  here. 
And  suffer  the  ill-natur'd  warld  to  ca'  Eab  Burns  a  liar? ' " 

And  therefore  he  published  his  poems ;  and  what  did  they  prove  ?— the  very  fact 
they  were  meant  to  disprove !  ,  t.   •    ,    .    -r         •,  .i,  ^ 

One  of  Burns'  biographers  has  recorded  of  this  Second  Epistle  to  Lapraik  that 
a  great  English  poet  used  to  recite  with  commendation  the  most  of  its  stanzas, 
pointing  out  as  he  went,  their  all  but  inimitable  ease  of  thought  and  language. 
He  expressed  his  suspicion,  however,  that  such  words  as  "  tapetless '  — '■  ram- 
feezled  "— "  forjeskit,"  &e.,  must  have  been  manufactured  by  Burns  himself  to 
suit  his  own  crambo-jingle.  The  Scottish  reader  ^-ill  know  that  Wordsworth  was 
mistaken  there,  for  they  are  all  native  words,  and  the  foUo^ving  extract  of  a 
letter  by  William  Cowper,  author  of  "  Tho  Task,"  will  shew  that  he  at  least 
comprehended  the  meaning  of  the  word  ranifeezled :—''  Poor  Burns  loses  much 
of  his  deserved  praise  in  this  country  through  our  ignorance  of  his  language.  I 
despair  of  meeting  any  Englishman  who  will  take  the  pains  that  I  have  taken 
to  understand  him.  His  candle  is  bright,  but  shut  up  in  a  dark  lantern.  I  lent 
him  to  a  very  sensible  neighbour  of  mine;  but  tho  uncouth  dialect  spoiled  all; 
and  before  he  had  read  him  through,  he  was  quite  ram/eezled."} 

Whtle  new-ca'd  kye  rowte  at  the  stake, 
An'  pownies  reek  in  pleugh  or  braik, 
This  hour  on  e'eniu's  edge  I  take, 

To  own  I'm  debtor, 
To  honest-hearted,  anld  L*****K, 

For  his  kind  lettei\ 


Eorjesket  sair,  with  weary  legs, 
RattUn  the  corn  out-owre  the  rigs, 
Or  deahng  thro'  amang  the  naigs 

Their  ten-hours  bite. 
My  awkart  Muse  sair  pleads  and  begs, 

I  would  na  write. 


(     110     ) 

The  tapetless,  ramfeezl'd  hizzie, 
She's  saft  at  best  an'  something  hxzy, 
Quo'  she,  '  Ye  ken  we've  been  sae  busy 

'  This  month  an'  mair, 
'  That  trouth,  my  head  is  grown  right  dizzie, 

'  An'  something  sair.' 

Her  dowf  excuses  pat  me  mad  ; 
'  Conscience,'  says  I,  '  ye  thowless  jad ! 
'  I'll  write,  an'  that  a  hearty  blaud, 

'  This  vera  night ; 
'  So  diuna  ye  ailront  your  trade, 

'  But  rhyme  it  right. 

'  Shall  bauld  L*****K,  the  king  o'  hearts, 
'  Tho'  mankind  were  a  pack  o'  cartes, 
'  Roose  ye  sae  weel  for  your  deserts, 

'  In  terms  sae  friendly, 
'  Yet  ye'll  neglect  to  shaw  your  parts 

'  An'  thank  him  kindly  ?  ' 

Sae  I  gat  paper  in  a  blink. 
An'  down  gaed  stumpie  in  the  ink : 
Quoth  I,  '  Before  I  sleep  a  wink, 

'  I  vow  I'll  close  it ; 
'  An'  if  ye  winna  mak  it  clink, 

'  By  Jove  I'll  prose  it ! ' 

Sae  I've  begun  to  scrawl,  but  whether 
In  rhyme,  or  prose,  or  baith  thegither, 
Or  some  hotch-potch  that's  rightly  neither. 

Let  time  mak  proof; 
But  I  shall  scribble  down  some  blether 

Just  clean  aff-loof. 

My  worthy  friend,  ne'er  grudge  an'  carp, 
Tho'  Fortune  use  you  hard  an'  sharj) ; 
Come,  kittle  up  your  moorlan  harp 

Wi'  gleesome  touch ! 
Ne'er  mind  how  Fortune  ivaft  an'  n-arp; 

She's  l)ut  a  ])-tch. 


(  111  ) 

She's  gien  me  monie  a  jirt  an'  fleg, 
Sin'  I  could  striddle  owre  a  rig ; 
But  by  the  L — d,  tho'  I  should  beg 

Wi'  lyart  pow, 
I'll  laugh,  an'  smg,  an'  shake  my  leg, 

As  lang's  I  dow ! 

Now  comes  the  sax  mi'  tiventieth  simmer, 
I've  seen  the  bud  upo'  the  timmer. 
Still  persecuted  by  the  limmer 

Frae  year  to  year  ; 
But  yet  despite  the  kittle  kimmer, 

/,  Rob^  am  here. 

Do  ye  envy  the  city-gen^ 
Behint  a  kist  to  lie  an'  sklent, 
Or  purse-proud,  big  wi'  cent  per  cent. 

An'  muckle  wame. 
In  some  bit  Brugh  to  represent 

A  Baillie's  name  ? 

Or  is't  the  paughty,  feudal  Thane^ 
Wi'  ruffl'd  sark  an'  glancin  cane, 
Wha  thinks  himsel  nae  sheep-shank  hane^ 

But  lordly  stalks, 
While  caps  an'  bonnets  aff  are  taen. 

As  by  he  walks  ? 

'  0  Thou  wha  gies  us  each  guid  gift ! 
'  Gie  me  o'  ivit  an'  sense  a  hft, 
'  Then  turn  me,  if  Thou  please,  adrift^ 

'  Thro'  Scotland  wide ; 
'  Wi'  cits  nor  lairds  I  wadna  shift, 

'  In  a'  their  pride ! ' 

Were  this  the  charter  of  our  state, 
'  On  pain  o'  hell  be  rich  an'  great,' 
Damnation  then  would  be  our  fate. 

Beyond  reniead ; 
But,  thanks  to  Heavn,  that's  no  the  gate 

We  learn  our  creed. 


(  11^  ) 

For  thus  the  royal  Mandate  ran, 
When  first  the  human  race  began, 
'  The  social,  friendly,  honest  man, 

'  Whate'er  he  be, 
'  'Tis  he  fulfils  great  Nature's  plan, 

'  And  none  but  he.' 

0  Mandate,  glorious  and  divine ! 
The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine,* 
Poor,  thoughtless  devils !  yet  may  shine 

In  glorious  Ught, 
While  sordid  sons  o'  Mammon's  line 

A  re  dark  as  night ! 

Tho'  here  they  scrape,  an'  squeeze,  an'  growl, 
Their  worthless  nievefu'  of  a  sovl, 
May  in  ^ome  future  carcase  howl. 

The  forest's  fright ; 
Or  in  some  day-detesting  owl 

May  shun  the  light. 

Then  may  L*****K  and  B****  arise, 
To  reach  their  native,  kindred  skies. 
And  sing  their  pleasures,  hopes  an'  joys. 
In  some  mild  sphere. 
Still  closer  knit  in  friendship's  ties 

Each  passing  year ! 


*  "  The  followers  o'  the  ragged  Nine :  " — This  line  stands  so  in  all  the  author's 
editions ;  but  is  there  no  mistake  ?  Have  not  the  viotAs  foVmcers  and  ragged  got 
unobservedly  transposed  in  passing  through  the  press  ?  The  followers  of  the 
Muses  are  proverbially  "  ragged,"  but  who  ever  heard  of  those  nine  beautiful 
daughters  of  Jupiter  being  arrayed  in  rags.  llamUton  Paul,  Allan  Cunningham, 
and  Motherwell  concur  in  adopting  the  following  alteration  : — 
"  The  ragged  followers  of  the  Nine." 

t  In  the  poet's  common-place  book  this  poem  is  recorded  under  date  "June, 
178.5.  "  Tho  10th  verse  does  not  appear  there,  and  in  the  closing  stanza  the 
first  line  stands  thus: — "  Lapraik  and  Burnoss  then  may  rise."  When  he 
came  to  publish  tho  poem  a  year  thereafter,  he  altered  its  construction,  in 
order  to  lit  tho  contracted  pronunciation  of  his  name  then  adopted. 


(     li:5     ) 
TO    W.    S*****N, 

OCHIl-TREE. 

May 1785. 

[William  Simpson,  to  whom  this  beautiful  Epistlo  is  addressed,  was,  at  the 
date  thereof.  Schoolmaster  of  Ochiltree.  He  seems,  from  talent  as  well  as 
education,  to  have  bettor  merited  the  designation,  "my  rhjone-compoBing 
brither,"  than  either  Sillar  or  Lapraik,  although  ho  was  never,  like  them, 
induced  to  give  his  effusions  to  the  public.  He  removed  in  1788  to  Cumnock, 
where  he  discharged  the  duties  of  parish  teacher  with  great  efficiency,  and  died 
in  1815,  much  respected.    Cunningham,  Hogg,  and   other  editors,  in  making 

reference  to  "  W S ,  Ochiltree,"  have  confounded  him  with  his  brother 

Patrick,  who  succeeded  him  as  teacher  there  in  1788,  and  was  still  alive  in  1844. 
It  has  been  often  remarked  that  Burns  was  partial  to  schoolmasters :  this  is 
plainly  evinced  in  his  loving  intercourse  with  Murdoch,  Nicol,  Masterton, 
Cruickshanks,  Clarke,  and  James  Gray.  "  Indeed,"  remarks  Cunningham,  "ho 
was  social  and  friendly  with  all  who  had  any  claim  to  education  and  intelligence, 
with  the  exce])tion  of  the  unfortunate  Dr.  Hornbook." 

The  following  passage  from  his  early  Scrap-Book,  entered  under  August,  1784 
— some  nine  months  prior  to  the  date  of  this  Epistle,  seems  to  have  been  the 
poet's  prose  outline  of  the  subject  matter  of  the  poem  : — "  However  I  am  pleased 
with  the  works  of  our  Scotch  poets,  particularly  the  excellent  Eamsay,  and  the 
still  more  excellent  Fergusson,  yet  I  am  hurt  to  see  other  places  of  Scotland, 
their  towns,  woods,  rivers,  haughs,  &c.,  immortalised  in  such  celebrated  per- 
formances, while  my  dear  native  country,  the  ancient  bailieries  of  Carrick,  Kyle, 
and  Cuninghame,  famous  both  in  ancient  and  modern  times  for  a  gallant  and 
warlike  race  of  inhabitants — a  countrj'  where  civil,  and  particularly  religious 
liberty,  have  ever  found  their  first  support,  and  their  last  asylum — a  country, 
the  birthplace  of  many  famous  philosophers,  soldiers,  and  statesmen,  and  the 
scene  of  many  important  events  recorded  in  Scottish  history,  particularly  actions 
of  the  glorious  WALLACE,  the  saviour  of  his  country ;  yet  we  have  never  had  one 
Scotch  poet  of  any  eminence  to  make  the  fertile  banks  of  Irvine,  the  romantic 
woodlands  and  sequestered  scenes  of  Ajt,  and  the  heathy  mountainous  source 
and  winding  sweep  of  Doon,  emulate  Tay,  Forth,  Ettrick,  Tweed,  &c.  This  is  a 
complaint  I  would  glatlly  remedy ;  but,  alas !  I  am  far  unequal  to  the  task,  both 
in  native  genius  and  education.  Obscure  I  am,  and  obscm-e  I  must  be ;  though 
no  young  poet's,  nor  young  soldier's  heart,  ever  beat  more  fondly  for  fame  than 
mine."] 

I  GAT  your  letter,  winsome  Willie ; 
Wi'  gratefu'  heart  I  thank  you  brawlie  ; 
The'  I  maun  say't,  I  wad  be  silly, 

An'  unco  vain, 
Should  I  beUeve,  my  coaxin  billie, 

Your  flatterin  strain. 

But  I'se  believe  ye  kindly  meant  it, 
I  sud  be  laith  to  think  ye  hinted 
Ironic  satire,  sidelins  sklented. 

On  ray  poor  Musie ; 
Tho'  in  sic  phraisin  terms  ye've  penn'd  it, 

1  scarce  excuse  ye. 
k  H 


(  111  ) 

My  senses  wad  be  in  a  creel, 
Should  I  but  dare  a  hojye  to  speel, 
Wi'  Allan,  or  wi'  Gilbertjield, 

The  braes  o'  fame ; 
Or  Ferguson,  the  writer-chiel, 

A  deathless  name. 

(O  Ferguson  !  thy  glorious  parts, 
Ill-suited  laiv^s  dry,  musty  arts ! 
My  curse  upon  your  whunstane  hearts, 

Ye  Enbrugh  Gentry ! 
The  tythe  o'  what  ye  waste  at  cartes 

Wad  stow'd  his  pantry  !) 

Yet  when  a  tale  comes  i'  my  head, 
Or  lasses  gie  my  heart  a  screed. 
As  whiles  they're  like  to  be  my  dead, 

(0  sad  disease !) 
I  kittle  up  my  rustic  reed; 

It  gies  me  ease. 

Auld  COILA,  now,  may  fidge  fu'  fain, 
She's  gotten  Bardies  o'  her  ain, 
Chiels  wha  their  chanters  winna  hain. 

But  tune  their  lays. 
Till  echoes  a'  resound  again 

Her  weel-sung  praise. 

Nae  Poet  thought  her  worth  his  while. 
To  set  her  name  in  measur'd  style ; 
She  lay  like  some  unkend-of  isle 

Beside  Neiv  Holland, 
Or  whare  wild-meeting  oceans  boil 

Besouth  Magellan. 

Bamsay  an'  famous  Ferguson 
Gied  Forth  an'  Tai/  a  lift  al)oou ; 
Yarnnv  an'  Tweed,  to  mouie  a  tune, 

Owre  Scotland  rings, 
While  Irivin,  Lugar,  Aire  an'  Doon, 
Naebody  sings. 


(      115      ) 

Th'  Illissus,  Tihc)\  Thames  an'  Seine^ 
Glide  sweet  in  monie  a  tunefn'  line ; 
But  Willie  set  your  fit  to  mine, 

An'  cock  your  crest, 
We'll  gar  our  streams  an'  burnies  shine 
Up  wi'  the  l)est. 

We'll  sing  auld  COILA'S  plains  an'  fells, 
Her  moors  red-brown  wi'  heather  bells. 
Her  banks  an'  braes,  her  dens  an'  dells. 

Where  glorious  WALLACE 
Aft  bure  the  gree,  as  story  tells, 

Frae  Suthron  billies. 

At  WALLACE'  name,  what  Scottish  blood, 
But  boils  up  in  a  spring-tide  flood ! 
Oft  have  our  fearless  fathers  strode 

By  WALLACE'  side, 
Still  pressing  onward,  red-wat-shod. 

Or  glorious  dy'd ! 

O  sweet  are  COILA'S  haughs  an'  woods, 
When  lintwhites  chant  amang  the  buds, 
And  jiukin  hares,  in  amorous  whids, 

Their  loves  enjoy. 
While  thro'  the  braes  the  cushat  croods 

With  wailfu'  cry ! 

Ev'n  winter  bleak  has  charms  to  me, 
When  winds  rave  thro'  the  naked  tree ; 
Or  frosts  on  hills  of  Ochiltree 

Are  hoary  gray ; 
Or  blinding  drifts  wild-furious  flee, 

Dark'ning  the  day ! 

O  NATURE  !  a'  thy  shews  an'  forms 
To  feeling,  pensive  hearts  hae  charms ! 
Whether  the  Summer  kindly  warms, 
Wi'  life  an'  light, 
Or  Winter  howls,  in  gusty  storms^ 

The  lang,  dark  night ! 


(  116  ) 

The  Muse,  nae  Poet  ever  fand  her, 
Till  by  himsel  he  learn'd  to  wander, 
A  down  some  trottin  burn's  meander, 

An'  no  think  lang  ; 
0  sweet,  to  stray  an'  pensive  ponder 

A  heart-felt  sang ! 

The  warly  race  may  drudge  an'  drive, 
Hog-shouther,  jundie,  stretch  an'  strive, 
Let  me  fair  NATURE'S  face  descrive. 

And  I,  vri'  pleasure, 
Shall  let  the  busy,  grumbling  hive, 

Bum  owre  their  treasure. 

Fareweel,  '  my  rhyme-composing '  *  brither ! 
We've  been  owre  lang  unkenn'd  to  ither : 
Now  let  us  lay  our  heads  thegither, 

In  love  fraternal : 
May  Envy  wallop  in  a  tether, 

Black  fiend,  infernal ! 

While  Highlandmen  hate  tolls  an'  taxes ; 
While  moorlan  herds  hke  guid,  fat  braxies ; 
While  Terra  firma,  on  her  axis. 

Diurnal  turns. 
Count  on  a  friend,  in  faith  an'  practice, 

In  ROBERT  BURNS. 


*  It  is  very  curious  to  observe  that,  In  like  manner  as  he  marks  in  the  Vision 

a  lino  quoted  from  his  own  epistle  "  To  J S ,"  so  here  he  has  iilaccd  the 

words  '  my  rhyme  composing '  between  inverted  commas.  This  phrase  occurs, 
without  quotational  marks,  in  the  last  stanza  of  his  lament  "  On  a  Scotch  Bard 
gone  to  the  West  Indies" — my  rliijme-composino  billie.  That  beinfj  the  later 
composition  of  the  two,  wo  would  rather  have  expected  to  see  the  inverted 
commas  there,  if  the  expression  is  quoted  from  himself.  But  the  quotation  is 
probably  from  Simpson's  o\vii  Epistle,  to  which  the  present  is  a  reply. 


(     117     ) 


POSTSCRIPT. 

[This  matchless  PoslscHpC,  of  wliicb  Hogg  says,  "  I  look  on  this  as  superior  to 
the  Epistle,"  lots  us  know  something  of  the  circumstance  which  gave  rise  to  the 
correspondonco  between  the  poet  and  Simpson.  The  satire,  called  Tfie  Twa 
Herds,  or  tlie  Ilohj  Tu/zie,  which  met  with  such  a  roar  of  applause  from 
laymen  and  a  certain  description  of  the  clergy,  had  just  lately  been  produced 
and  multiplied  in  MS.  copies.  One  of  these  having  found  its  way  to  the  school- 
master of  Ochiltree,  ho  was  constrained  to  address  a  versilled  letter  to  Burns, 
which,  although  not  preserved,  is  referred  to  by  the  poet  in  the  opening  lines  of 
his  Epistle.  The  subject  of  the  Postscript,  it  will  be  observed,  has  a  manifest 
reference  to  that  of  the  Twa  Ilcrds.l 

My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen  ; 
I  had  amaist  forgotten  clean, 
Ye  bad  me  write  you  what  they  mean 

By  this  new-light* 
'Bout  which  our  herds  sae  aft  hae  been 

Maist  like  to  fight. 

In  days  when  mankind  were  but  callans, 
At  Gi-ammar^  Logic^  an'  sic  talents, 
They  took  nae  pains  their  speech  to  balance, 

Or  rules  to  gie, 
But  spak  their  thoughts  in  plain,  braid  lallans, 
Like  you  or  me. 

In  thae  auld  tunes,  they  thought  the  Moony 
Just  like  a  sark,  or  pair  o'  shoon, 
Woor  by  degrees,  till  her  last  roon 

Gaed  past  theh  viewin, 
An'  shortly  after  she  was  done 

They  gat  a  new  ane. 

This  past  for  certain,  undisputed ; 
It  ne'er  cam  i'  their  heads  to  doubt  it, 
Till  chiels  gat  up  an'  wad  confute  it. 

An'  ca'd  it  wrang ; 
An'  muckle  dm  their  was  about  it, 

Baith  loud  an'  lang. 


*  A  cant-term  for  those  religious  opinions,  which  Dr.  Taylor  of  Norwich  has 
defended  so  strenuously. — (R.  B.     17S6,) 


(     IIB     ) 

Some  herds^  weel  learn'd  upo'  the  beuk, 
Wad  threap  auld  folk  the  thing:  misteuk ; 
For  'twas  the  auld  7110071  turn'cl  a  newk 

An'  out  0'  sight, 
An'  backlins-comin,  to  the  leuk, 

She  grew  mair  bright. 

This  was  deny'd,  it  was  affirmed ; 
The  he7'ds  an'  kissels  were  alarm'd ; 
The  rev'rend  gray-beards  rav'd  an'  storm'd, 

That  beardless  laddies 
Should  think  they  better  were  inform'd, 

Than  their  auld  dadies. 

Frae  less  to  mair  it  gaed  to  sticks ; 
Frae  words  an'  aiths  to  clours  an'  nicks ; 
An'  monie  a  fallow  gat  his  licks, 

Wi'  hearty  crunt ; 
An'  some,  to  learn  them  for  their  tricks, 

Were  hang'd  an'  brunt. 

This  game  was  play'd  in  monie  lands. 
An'  aidd-light  caddies  bure  sic  hands, 
That  faith,  the  youngstei-s  took  the  sands 

Wi'  nimble  shanks, 
Till  Lairds  forbad,  by  strict  commands. 

Sic  bluidy  pranks. 

But  new-light  hei^ds  gat  sic  a  cowe, 
Folk  thought  them  ruiu'd  stick-an-stowe, 
Till  now  amaist  on  ev'ry  knoire 

Ye'll  find  ane  plac'd ; 
An'  some,  their  Neio-light  fair  avow, 

Just  quite  barefac'd. 

Nae  doubt  the  auld-Ught  flocks  are  blcatan 
Their  zealous  Jmxls  are  vex'd  an'  sweatan  ; 
Mysel,  I've  ev'n  seen  them  greetan 

Wi'  girnan  spite, 
To  hear  the  Moon  sae  sadly  He'd  on 

J3y  word  an'  write. 
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But  shortly  they  will  cowe  the  louns ! 
Some  auld-ligid  lienls  in  neebor  towns 
Are  mind't,  in  things  they  ca'  balloons^ 

To  tak  a  flight, 
An'  stay  ae  month  amaug  the  Moons 

An'  see  them  right. 

GuicT  observation  they  will  gie  them ; 
An'  when  the  auld  Moon's  gavm  to  lea'e  them, 
The  hindmost  shah-d,  they'U  fetch  it  wi'  them, 

Just  i'  their  pouch, 
An'  when  the  neiv-Ught  billies  see  them, 

I  think  they'll  crouch ! 

Sae,  ye  observe  that  a'  this  clatter 
Is  naething  but  a  '  moonshine  matter ; ' 
But  tho'  dull  prose-folk  latin  splatter 

In  logic  tulzie, 
I  hope  we,  Bardies^  ken  some  better 

Than  mind  sic  brulzie. 


(     1-^0    ) 
EPISTLE    TO    J.    R******, 

ENCLOSING  SOME  POEMS. 

[John  Raiikine  was,  at  the  date  of  this  noted  Epistle,  a  farmer  at  Adamhill,  in 
the  parish  of  Craigie,  and  not  far  from  Lochlea,  the  former  dwelling-place  of  the 
poet.  He  is  descrihcd  as  having  been  a  great  wag — a  prince  of  boon  com- 
panions— in  good  terms  with  country  gentlemen,  but  not  in  the  best  of  terms 
■with  the  stricter  order  of  the  clergy.  Such  a  one  must,  of  course,  have  been  a 
man  after  Burns'  own  heart.  GUbert,  in  his  narrative  of  the  early  life  of  his 
brother,  says  that  "  soon  after  his  father's  death  (Feb.,  1784)  he  was  furnished 
with  the  subject  of  his  Epistle  to  John  Rankine."  If  Gilbert  is  right  here,  then  it 
follows,  that  the  "bonio  hen"  referred  to,  was  Elizabeth  Paton,  who  had  been  a 
servant  in  his  father's  house  at  Lochlea — the  "  bonnie  Betty  "  of  the  Poet's 
Welcome.  There  is,  therefore,  little  necessity  for  the  following  note  in  the 
"  Aldino  Edition  "  of  Burns : — "  Allan  Cunningliam  considers  Burns'  account  of 
the  partridge,  and  of  his  being  fined  for  poaching,  a  figurative  aUusion  to  the 
connection  which  produced  the  illegitimate  child  of  his  celebrated  Address ;  but 
it  is  by  no  means  ceilain  that  the  conjecture  is  well  founded." 

It  will  now  be  expected  that  we  say  a  little  regarding  the  poet's  allusions  to 
Eankine's  tricks  and  dreams.  We  are  told  that  he  made  a  deevil  of  at  least  one 
saunt,  by  entertaining  the  godly  man  over  a  jug  of  toddy,  which  grew  always  the 
more  potent  the  more  it  was  diluted  with  hot  waterfrom  the  kettle  on  his  host's 
fire ;  this  water,  of  course,  being  boiled  whisky.  The  version  which  Cunningham 
gives  of  "  Kankine's  Dream,"  as  being  a  rebuke  administered  to  Lord  Kamos,  to 
correct  his  absurd  custom  of  calling  his  friends  "  d — d  bnites,"  is  well  known. 
But  another  version,  or  rather  a  counterpart  of  that  "  dream "  (and  the 
current  one  of  the  district),  is,  that  on  a  certain  occasion,  EankLiie  being  an 
invited  guest  at  a  dimicr-party  in  the  manse,  some  of  the  black-coats  present  were 
hitting  him  pretty  hard  upon  some  of  his  foibles,  when,  after  fencing  with 
them  for  a  little,  he  affected  to  sink  into  an  interval  of  taciturnity,  which  they 
chuckled  over  as  a  triumph.  One  of  the  company,  after  a  pause,  endeavoured  to 
start  the  hare  again,  by  enquiring  in  a  sj-mpathising  tone,  why  he  looked  so 
serious  to-day? — had  any  calamity  befallen  him? — and  so  on.  Kankine  replied 
that  on  the  preceding  night  he  had  been  troubled  with  a  rather  serious  dream, 
which  kept  running  in  his  mind,  and  damped  his  spirits.  He  was  urged  to 
tell  the  dream.  "  Oh,"  quoth  he,  "  I  dreamed  that  I  was  dead."  "  And  went  to 
heaven,  of  course !  "  interjected  the  minister.  "  Indeed,  sir,"  continued  Kankino, 
"  you  never  guessed  better  in  your  life."  "  And  what  saw  you  there,  Rankine  ?  " 
shouted  more  than  one  of  the  company.  "  Oh,"  he  replied,  "  I  saw  the  angel 
Gabriel,  and  he  speired  whare  I  cam  frae,  and  I  tellt  him  frae  AjTshire  in 
Scotland.  He  then  asked  what  news  I  brocht  frae  that  part  of  the  world,  and  I 
said  there  was  naething  worthy  o'  special  notice,  except  that  there  had  been  an 
unco  mortality  of  late  amang  the  clergy  there.  The  archangel  shook  his  head 
at  that,  and,  says  ho,  '  I'm  sorry  indeed,  to  hear  such  painful  intelligence,  for 
not  one  of  them  has  made  his  appearance  here." "  The  effect  of  such  a  retort 
as  this  may  be  better  conceived  than  narrated.  Bankinc,  like  Bunyan,  could 
command  dreams  at  any  time  it  suited  his  purpose  to  go  on  a  pilgrimage  to 
the  other  world.] 

0  ROUGH,  rude,  ready-'wittecl  R,******^ 
The  'wale  o'  cocks  for  fun  au'  drinkin ! 
There's  nionie  gotlly  folks  are  thiukin, 

Your  dreams  *  au'  tricks 
Will  seud  you,  Korah-like,  a  siukin, 

Straught  to  auld  Nick's. 

•  A  certain  humorous  dream  of  his  was  then  making  a  noiso  in  the  world. 
— (B.  B.    1786.) 
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Ye  hae  sae  monie  cracks  au'  cants, 
And  in  your  wicked,  druken  rants, 
Ye  mak  a  devil  o'  the  Saunts, 

An'  fill  them  fou ; 
And  then  their  failings,  flaws  an'  wants, 

Are  a'  seen  thro'. 

Iljqiocrisy,  in  mercy  spare  it ! 
That  hoii/  Tobe,  O  dinna  tear  it ! 
Spare't  for  their  sakes  wha  aften  wear  it, 

The  lads  in  black ; 
But  your  curst  wit,  when  it  comes  near  it, 
Rives't  aff  their  back. 

Think,  wicked  Sinner,  wha  ye're  skaithing ; 
It's  just  the  Blue-gown  badge  an'  claithing, 
0'  Saunts ;  tak  that,  ye  lea'e  them  naething, 

To  ken  them  by, 
Frae  ony  um*egenerate  Heathen, 

Like  you  or  I. 

I've  sent  you  here,  some  rhymin  ware, 
A'  that  I  bargain'd  for,  an'  mair ; 
Sae  when  ye  hae  an  hour  to  spare, 

I  will  expect. 
Yon  Sang  *  ye'll  sen't,  wi'  cannie  care, 

And  no  neglect. 

Tho'  faith,  sma'  heart  hae  I  to  sing ! 
My  Muse  dow  scarcely  spread  her  wing : 
I've  play'd  mysel  a  bonie  spring^ 

An'  clcmdd  my  fdl ! 
I'd  better  gaen  an'  sair't  the  king, 

At  Bunker's  hill. 

'Twas  ae  night  lately,  in  my  fun, 
I  gaed  a  roviu  wi'  the  gun. 
An'  brought  a  Paitrick  to  the  grun\ 

A  bonie  lien., 
And,  as  the  twiUght  was  begun. 

Thought  nane  wad  ken. 

♦  A  Song  he  had  promised  the  Author.— B.  B.    1786. 


(  1^^  ) 

The  poor,  wee  thing  was  little  hurt ; 
I  straiket  it  a  wee  for  sport, 
Ne'er  thinkan  they  wad  fash  me  for't ; 

But,  Deil-ma-care ! 
Somebody  tells  the  Poacher-Court^ 

The  hale  affair. 

Some  auld,  us'd  hands  had  taen  a  note, 
That  sic  a  hen  had  got  a  shot ; 
I  was  suspected  for  the  plot ; 

I  scorn'd  to  lie ; 
So  gat  the  whissle  o'  my  groat. 

An'  pay't  ihefee. 

But  by  my  gtin^  o'  guns  the  wale. 
An'  by  my  jwuther  !an'  my  hail^ 
An'  by  my  hen^  an'  by  her  tail^ 

I  vow  an'  swear ! 
The  Game  shall  Pay,  owre  moor  an'  dail^ 
For  this,  niest  year. 

As  soon's  the  clochin-time  is  by. 
An'  the  tcee  poivts  begun  to  cry, 
L — d,  I'se  hae  sportin  by  an'  by. 

For  my  gowd  guima ; 
Tho'  I  should  herd  the  buckskin  kye 

For't,  in  Virginia ! 

Trowth,  they  had  muekle  for  to  blame ! 
'Twas  neither  broken  wing  nor  limb. 
But  twa-three  draps  about  the  tcame 

Scarce  thro'  the  feathers  ; 
An'  baith  a  yellow  George  to  claim, 

An'  thole  tlieir  blethers  ! 

It  pits  me  ay  as  mad's  a  hare ; 
So  I  can  rhyme  nor  write  nae  mair  ; 
3111  penni/wo}-ths  again  is  fair, 

When  time's  expedient : 
Meanwhile  I  am,  respected  Sir, 

Your  most  obedient. 
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SONG. 

Tune — Corn  rigs  are  honie. 

[The  poot  dates  this  song  as  helonping  to  the  oarly  period  of  his  life  at 
Lochlea,  before  he  went  to  Irvhio  in  his  twenty-third  year.    It  certainly  evinces 
great  IjTical  dexterity,  and  from  the  warmth  of  its  colouring  and  its  reference 
to  those  social  joys  of  which  he  must  then  have  had  little  experience,  we  would 
be  disposed  to  set  it  down  as  the  work  of  a  later  period,  had  his  own  explicit 
statement  regarding  its  date  been  wanting.    The  last  verso  of  the  song  is  a 
masterpiece  of  minstrel-art,  the  first  six  Unes  rising  gradually  in  effect,  until  the 
climax  is  reached  in  the  closing  couplet.    In  the   "Ayrshire  Wreath  "  for  1844, 
an  original  anecdote — "  Verdict  of  Burns  on  his  own  Poetry  " — is  given,  the  gist 
of  which  is  as  follows : — "  The  best  stanza  that  ever  I  wrote,  at  least  the  one  that 
pleases  me  best,  and  comes  nearest  my  beau  ideal  of  poetical  perfection,  is  this — 
"  I  hae  been  blythe  wi'  Comrades  dear;  I  hae  been  merry  drinking ; 
I  hae  been  joji'u'  gath'rin  gear;  I  hae  been  happy  thinking: 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw,  tho'  three  times  doubl'd  fairly. 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a",  amang  the  rigs  o'  barley." 
The  Annie  of  this  early  passion,  or  perhaps  juvenile  intrigue,  is  not  known. 
Anne  Rankin,  daughter  of    tho   wag  to   whom  he  addressed    the   preceding 
Epistle,  and  several  other  Annies  of  tho  district,  are  said  to  have  contended,  in 
after  times,  for  the  dubious  honour  of  having  been  tho  heroine  of  the  song.] 

It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night, 

When  corn  rigs  are  bonie, 
Beneath  the  moon's  unclouded  light, 

I  held  awa  to  Annie : 
The  time  flew  by,  wi'  tentless  head,  * 

Till  'tween  the  late  and  early ; 
Wi'  sma'  persuasion  she  agreed, 

To  see  me  thro'  the  barley. 

The  sky  was  blue,  the  wind  was  still. 

The  moon  was  shining  clearly  ; 
I  set  her  down,  wi'  right  good  will, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley : 
I  ken't  her  heart  was  a'  my  ain ; 

I  lov'd  her  most  sincerely ; 
I  kiss'd  her  owre  and  owre  again, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

I  lock'd  her  in  my  fond  embrace ; 

Her  heart  was  beating  rarely : 
My  blessings  on  that  happy  place, 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley ! 
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But  by  the  moon  and  stars  so  bright, 
That  shone  that  night  so  clearly ! 

She  ay  shall  bless  that  happy  night, 
Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

I  hae  been  blythe  wi'  Comrades  dear ; 

I  hae  been  merry  drinking  ; 
I  hae  been  joyfu'  gath'rin  gear  ; 

I  hae  been  happy  thinking  : 
But  a'  the  pleasures  e'er  I  saw, 

Tho'  three  times  doubl'd  fairly. 
That  happy  night  was  worth  them  a', 

Amang  the  rigs  o'  barley. 

CHORUS. 

Corn  rigs,  an'  barley  rigs, 
An'  corn  rigs  are  bonie : 

I'll  ne'er  forget  that  happy  night, 
Amang  the  rigs  wi'  Annie. 


SONG. 

COMPOSED    IN   AUGUST. 

Tune — I  had  a  horse,  I  had  nae  mair. 

[This  Bong  is  identified  with  even  an  cavlier  period  of  tho  poet's  history  than 
the  preceding  one,  to  which  it  bears  a  niarl^ed  contrast  as  regards  all  the  qualities 
essential  to  a  love-song,  adapted  for  vocal  music.  Indeed,  with  the  exce])ti(in  of 
the  closing  sta.nza,  this  is  suited  only  fur  Ijoing  read;  and  a  fine  composition  it 
is  of  the  descriirtive  sort.  At  the  age  of  eighteen,  ho  was  sent  to  a  school  at 
Kirkoswald  during  the  summer  months,  to  learn  mensuration  and  surveying: 
a  certain  Peggy  Thomson  lived  next  door  to  the  school-house,  with  whom  he  fell 
in  love,  and  tho  present  production,  he  tolls  us,  "  was  the  ohullition  of  that 
passion."  His  sister,  Mrs.  Begg,  informed  Captain  Charles  Gray  that  the  poet 
did  not  forget  Peggy  for  several  years  thereafter,  and  so  late  as  tho  period  of  his 
removal  from  Lociilea  to  Mossgiel,  ho  entertained  notions  of  a  matrimonial 
alliance  with  her.  But  in  the  course  of  the  summer  of  1784,  he  foil  into  grief 
al)out  the  affair  which  gave  rise  to  "Tho  Poet's  Welcome,"  and  in  Novemher  o^ 
that  year,  he  wrote  to  his  friend  Thomas  Orr,  tolling  liim  that  ho  was  "  glad  to 
have  got  Peggy  off  his  hands."  Allan  Cunningham,  and  his  follower  in  the 
"Aldine  Burns,"  blunder  sadly  in  confounding  Peggy  Thomson  with  "Mont- 
gomerio's  Peggy,"  as  also  with  Peggy  Kennedy,  the  unfortunate  lady  who  was  the 
subject  of  his  pathetic  song,  T/ie  Banks  o'  Doon.] 

Now  wcstlin  winds,  and  slaught'ring  guns 

Bring  Autumn's  pleasant  weather ; 
And  the  moorcock  springs,  on  whirring  wings, 

Amang  tho  V)looming  heather: 
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Now  waving  grain,  wide  o'er  the  plain, 

Delights  the  weary  Farmer ; 
And  the  moon  shines  bright  when  I  rove  at  night. 

To  muse  upon  my  Charmer. 

The  Partridge  loves  the  fruitful  fells ; 

The  Plover  loves  the  mountains ; 
The  Woodcock  haunts  the  lonely  dells ; 

The  soaring  Hern  the  fountains : 
Thro'  lofty  groves,  the  Cushat  roves, 

The  path  of  man  to  shun  it ; 
The  hazel  bush  o'erhangs  the  Thrush, 

The  spreading  thorn  the  Linnet. 

Thus  ev'ry  kind  their  pleasure  find, 

The  savage  and  the  tender ; 
Some  social  join,  and  leagues  combine; 

Some  solitary  wander : 
Avaunt,  away !  the  cruel  sway. 

Tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  Sportsman's  joy,  the  murd'ring  cry, 

The  flutt'ring,  gory  pinion ! 

But  PEGGY  dear,  the  ev'ning's  clear, 

Thick  flies  the  skimming  Swallow ; 
The  sky  is  blue,  the  fields  in  view, 

All  fading-green  and  yellow  : 
Come  let  us  stray  our  gladsome  way, 

And  view  the  charms  of  Nature ; 
The  rustling  corn,  the  fruited  thorn. 

And  ev'ry  happy  creature. 

We'll  gently  walk,,and  sweetly  talk, 

Till  the  silent  moon  shine  clearly ; 
I'll  grasp  thy  waist,  and  fondly  prest, 

Swear  how  I  love  thee  dearly : 
Not  vernal  show'rs  to  budding  flow'rs, 

Not  Autumn  to  the  Farmer, 
So  dear  can  be,  as  thou  to  me. 

My  fair,  my  lovely  Charmer ! 


(     126     ) 

SONG. 
Tune — Gilderoy. 

[Internal  evidence  points  out  this  elegant  lyric  to  be  the  work  of  the  summer 
of  ITS*!,  and  doubtless  written  for  publication  in  his  volume,  then  in  course 
of  printing.  It  seems  too  artificial  iu  stylo  to  have  been  inspired  by  genuine 
passion,  although  annotators  have  pointed  to  more  than  one  Eliza,  as  claiming 
to  have  been  its  heroine.  Miss  Betty  Miller,  one  of  the  "  six  belles  of  Mauchlino," 
and  also  Eliza  Barbour,  a  relative  of  Gait  the  novelist,  have  been  named,  and 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  poet  must  have  had  some  temporary  jKnchant  for 
one  or  other  of  these,  as.  in  a  letter  written  to  his  friend  Smith  in  Juno  1787,  on 
reaching  Mauchlino  after  his  six  months'  ovation  in  Edinburgh,  he  tolls  him  what 
old  friends  he  had  been  visiting,  and  among  these  he  mentions  his  "  quondam 
Eliza.''  Cunningham's  suggestion  that  the  Eliza  of  this  song,  whoever  she  was, 
may  have  been  the  same  "  Boss  "  whose  leg,  "  sao  straught,  sao  taper,  tight  and 
clean,"  the  bard  compared  with  that  of  C'oila  in  The  Vision,  is  a  pretty  shrewd 
one ;  the  only  objection  being  that  when  he  speaks  of  "  my  bonie  Betty  "  in 
other  poems,  he  is  referring  to  Elizabeth  Paton,  the  mother  of  his  own  "  dear- 
bought  Bess,"  and  he  notices  with  great  respect,  "  her  person,  grace  and  merit. 
The  poet  was  evidently  much  pleased  with  this  song,  for  in  a  letter  to  George 
Thomson,  he  commends  it  to  him  as  very  suitable  for  the  air,  Gilderoi/.] 

From  thee,  ELIZA,  I  must  go, 

And  from  my  native  shore  : 
The  cruel  fates  between  us  throw 

A  boundless  ocean's  roar ; 
But  boundless  oceans,  roaring  wide. 

Between  my  Love  and  me, 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  heart  and  soul  from  thee. 

Farewell,  farewell,  ELIZA  dear, 

The  maid  that  I  adore ! 
A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear. 

We  part  to  meet  no  more ! 
But  the  latest  throb  that  leaves  my  heart. 

While  Death  stands  victor  by, 
That  throb,  ELIZA,  is  thy  part, 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh ! 


(  127  ) 
THE  FAREWELL. 

TO  THE  BRETHREN  OF  ST.  JAMES's  LODGE,  TARBOLTON. 

Tune — Goodnight  and  joy  he  wi'  you  a\ 


[This  was  also  composed  whilo  his  poems  wore  at  the  press,  in  178G.  Bums 
became  a  Freemason  bo  early  as  4th  July,  1781,  and  soon  engaged  with  all 
the  ardour  of  his  nature,  in  tho  mysteries  and  socialities  of  the  "sons  of  light." 
'William  Walhice,  (Sheriff  of  Ayrshire,  Grand-Master  when  this  "  Adieu  "  was 
produced,  is  referred  to  in  the  closing  verse.  His  death  occurred  on  the  28th 
November,  178(5.  Burns,  as  Deputo-Master,  being  '•  oft  honoured  with  supreme 
command,"  it  devolved  on  him  to  sign  the  minutes  of  the  transactions 
of  the  Lodge,  and  it  is  worthy  of  observation  that  down  to  March  1st,  178r,,  his 
name  is  signed  /lurness,  whilo  after  that  date,  it  appears  in  tho  contracted  form 
which  he  adopted  on  forming  tho  resolution  to  publish  his  poems.] 

Adieu  !  a  heart-warm,  fond  adieu ! 

Dear  brothers  of  the  mystic  tye  ! 
Ye  favored,  enlighten  d  Few, 

Companions  of  my  social  joy  ! 
Tho'  I  to  foreign  lands  must  hie. 

Pursuing  Fortune's  sUdd'ry  ba', 
"With  meltmg  heart,  and  brimful  eye, 

I'll  mind  you  still,  tho'  far  awa. 

Oft  have  I  met  your  social  Band, 

And  spent  the  chearful,  festive  night ; 
Oft,  honor'd  with  supreme  command, 

Presided  o'er  the  Sons  of  light  : 
And  by  that  Hieroglyphic  bright, 

Which  none  but  Craftsmen  ever  saw  ! 
Strong  Mem'ry  on  my  heart  shall  write 

Those  happy  scenes  when  far  awa ! 

May  Freedom,  Harmony  and  Love 

Unite  you  in  the  grand  Design^ 
Beneath  th'  Omniscient  Eye  above. 

The  glorious  ARCHITECT  Divine ! 
That  you  may  keep  th'  unerring  line^ 

Still  rising  by  i\xQ  plummet' s  law, 
Till  Order  bright,  completely  shine, 

Shall  be  my  Pray'r  when  far  awa. 


(     128     ) 

And  YOU^  farewell!  whose  merits  claim, 

Justly  that  highest  badge  to  wear ! 
Heav'n  bless  your  honor'd,  noble  Name, 

To  MASONRY  and  SCOTIA  dear ! 
A  last  request,  permit  me  here. 

When  yearly  ye  assemble  a', 
One  roitnd,  I  ask  it  with  a  tear, 

To  him,  the  Bard,  thaCsfar  awa. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HENPECKED  COUNTRY 
SQUIRE. 

[The  Epitaph  and  two  Epigrams  "  On  a  hen-pecked  Country  Squire,"  the  poet 
has  recorded  in  an  MS.  note,  were  directed  against  Mr.  Campbell  of  Netherplaco 
and  his  wife.  These  were  omitted  by  the  author  from  tlie  Edinburjjh  and  all  his 
subsequent  editions,  and  have  only  been  recently  restored  to  their  wonted  place 
among  the  poet's  productions.  Burns  had  a  strong  aptitude  for  producing  these 
smart  and  often  very  biting  things,  and  is  said  to  have  been  prouder  of  some  of 
them  than  he  was  of  better  directed  efforts.  His  predecessors  in  Scottish 
poetry — Eamsay,  Penicuick,  and  Forgusson — had  shewn  a  partiality  for  versicles 
of  that  kind,  and  no  doubt  he  seems  to  have  felt  it  necessary  to  show  some 
samples  of  his  skill  in  the  same  way ;  but  he  never  published  more  than  those 
given  in  his  flrst  volume,  although,  as  we  shall  by  and  bye  see,  he  is  the  reputed 
author  of  scores  of  others.] 

As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd, 
A  ease  that's  still  too  common, 

Here  lyes  a  man  a  woman  rul'd, 
The  devil  rul'd  the  woman. 


EPIGRAM  ON  SAID  OCCASION. 

O  Death,  hadst  thou  but  spar'd  his  life, 
Whom  we,  this  day,  lament ! 

We  freely  wad  exchang'd  the  wife, 
An'  a'  been  weel  content. 


Ev'n  as  he  is,  eauld  in  his  graff. 
The  sivap  we  yet  will  do't ; 

Tak  thou  the  Carlin's  carcase  aff, 
Thou'se  get  the  smd  o'  boot. 


(     129     )  ' 

ANOTHER. 

One  Queen  Artemisa,  as  old  stories  tell, 

When  depriv'd  of  her  busljand  slie  loved  so  well, 

In  respect  for  the  love  and  affection  he'd  show'd  her, 

She  reduc'd  him  to  dust,  and  she  drank  up  the  Tovvder. 

But  Queen  N**********,  of  a  diff'rent  complexion, 
When  call'd  on  to  order  the  fun'ral  direction, 
Would  have  eat  her  dead  lord  on  a  slender  pretence. 
Not  to  show  her  respect,  but — to  save  the  expence^ 


EPITAPHS. 


ON  A  CELEBRATED  RULING  ELDER. 

[The  poet  has  entered  this  in  his  "common-place  book,"  under  date 
"  April,  1784,  "  and  calls  it — "  Epitaph  for  William  Hood,  senr.,  in  Tarbolton.  " 
He  was  a  shoemaker  of  penurious  habits,  and  he  talked  eloquently  about 
'  saving  grace.  "J 

Here  Sowter  ****  in  Death  does  sleep ; 

To  11 — 11,  if  he's  gane  thither, 
Satan,  gie  him  thy  gear  to  keep, 

He'll  haud  it  weel  thegither. 


ON  A  NOISY  POLEMIC. 

[This  person  was  James  Humphrey,  a  jobbing  mason,  and  a  fluent  contro- 
versialist on  matters  which  were  far  beyond  the  reach  of  his  intelligence  or  un- 
derstanding. He  is  said  to  have  boasted  that  he  had  defeated  the  poet  in  a  dis- 
cussion regarding  "the  final  perseverance  of  the  saints,"  and  here  13 urns  has 
recorded  his  "opinion"  of  the  champion.  Humphrey  died  so  recently  as  1844, 
in  the  Fail  Poors'  House,  at  the  advanced  age  of  86 ;  and  to  his  last  he  held  himself 
out  for  notice  as  Burns'  "  bleth'ran  bitch."  At  same  time,  when  he  could  obtain 
a  patient  hearing,  he  would  whisper  to  his  auditory,  that  revenge  dictated  the 
poet's  abusive  lines ;  because  one  day  he  met  Burns  on  the  high-road,  who  hailed 
him  with  the  common  question — "  What  news  the  day,  Humphrey  ?  "  "  News," 
quoth  the  mason,  "  have  ye  no'  heard  that  the  Deil's  dead  ? — And  what's  mair, 
the  supreme  council  o'  Hell  has  elected  a  successor;  and  wha  d'ye  think  he  is  ?" 
"  I  cannot  Imagine,"  said  the  poet.  "  Od  man,"  said  Humphrey,  "  by  a  sweeping 
majority,  they've  chosen  Eab  Mossqiel  1  "] 

Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes ; 

0  Death,  it's  my  opinion, 
Thou  ne'er  took  such  a  bleth'ran  b — tcb, 

Into  thy  dark  dominion  ! 


(     130     ) 
ON    WEE    JOHN  IE. 

Hicjacet  wee  Johnie. 

[This  sarcastic  epitaph  was  well  known  to  havo  been  a  hit  at  John  Wilson,  the 
printer  of  his  first  volume.  The  poet  appears  to  have  considcrort  him  a  soulless 
body;  yet,  although  "Johnio"  unconsciously  printed  his  own  A;c  ^acf/,  he  long 
survived  the  composer  of  it,  maintaining  a  very  respectable  position  in  his  own 
line.  The  works  which  he  printed  were  numerous,  and,  in  their  typographical 
appearance  would  not  havo  disgraced  the  press  of  the  present  day.  John  Wilson, 
about  1791,  removed  his  printing  establishment  to  Ayr,  entering  into  partnership 
>vith  his  brother  Peter,  by  whom  it  was  managed,  while  John  still  for  a  time 
kept  on  the  book  shop  in  Kilmarnock.  They  published  a  number  of  volumes ; 
and,  in  1803,  founded  the  first  Ayrshire  newspaper — the  present  Ayr  Advertiser. 
John  realized  a  competency;  and,  at  his  death  in  1821,  left  a  small  mortiflcatiuu 
(of  an  odd  nature),  for  Educational  purjjoses,  to  the  town  of  Kilmarnock,  where 
for  some  time  he  held  the  ofDce  of  Magistrate.] 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  O  reader,  know, 
That  Death  has  murder'd  Johiiie; 

An'  here  his  body  hes  fu'  low 

For  scml  he  ne'er  had  ouy. 


FOR  THE  AUTHOR'S  FATHER. 

[These  beautiful  lines  are  inscribed  on  the  head-stone  over  the  grave  of  good 
WUliam  Burness,  in  the  old  Kirk-yard  of  Alloway,  a  locality  made  famous  by 
the  genius  of  his  son  Bobert.  Few  who  have  road  Currio's  memoir  of  the  bard, 
^\t11  have  overlooked  that  eloquent  jjassage  in  the  contribution  made  thereto  by 
old  Murdoch,  who  after  depicting  the  character  of  the  poet's  father,  thus  con- 
cludes:— "  O  for  a  world  of  men  of  such  dispositions !  I  have  often  wished,  for 
the  good  of  mankind,  that  it  were  as  customary  to  honour  and  perpetuate  the 
memory  of  those  who  excel  in  moral  rectitude,  as  it  is  to  extol  what  are  called 
heroic  actions ;  then  would  the  mausoleum  of  the  friend  of  my  youth  overtop 
and  surpass  most  of  those  we  see  in  Westminster  Abbey !  "] 

0  TE  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains, 
Draw  near  with  pious  rev'rence  and  attend ! 

Here  he  the  loving  Husband's  dear  remains, 
The  tender  Father,  and  the  gen'rous  Friend. 


The  pitying  Heart  that  felt  for  human  Woe ; 

The  dauntless  heart  that  fcar'd  no  human  Pride ; 
The  Friend  of  Man,  to  vice  alone  a  foe ; 

'  For  ev'n  his  failings  leau'd  to  Virtue's  side.'  * 

*  Goldsmith.— (R.  B.    178fi.) 


(     131     ) 
FOR  R.  A.  Esq. 

[An  elegant  compliment  to  his  friend  and  early  patron,  Robert  Aiken,  writer 
in  Ayi",  to  whom  the  Cotter's  Sdlunlay  Niyht  is  inacriljcd.] 

Know  thou,  O  stranger  to  the  fame 
Of  this  much  lov'd,  much  honor'd  name ! 
(For  none  that  knew  him  need  be  told) 
A  warmer  heart  Death  ne'er  made  cold. 


FOR  G.  H.  Esq. 

[A  most  charaeteristlc  tribute  to  the  worth  of  the  poet's  early  friend  and 
associate,  Gavin  Hamilton,  writer  in  Mauchline,  regarding  whom,  see  the 
Dedication,  page  98,  ante.'\ 

The  poor  man  weeps — here  G N  sleeps, 

Whom  canting  wretches  blam'd  : 
But  with  such  as  //e,  where'er  he  be, 

May  I  be  sav\l  or  d 'd! 


A  BARD'S  EPITAPH. 

[This  touching  poem  formed  the  appropriate  FINIS  to  the  wonderful  volume 
which  was  ushered  from  the  Kilmarnock  Press  in  July,  1786.  How  critical 
detraction  is  here  disarmed  by  the  modesty  and  wisdom  of  the  author,  who  in 
such  choice  language  writes  down  so  true  an  estimate  of  his  own  character,  end 
preaches  to  us  such  a  solemn  and  salutary  lesson  from  the  text  of  his  o^vn 
failings!] 

Is  there  a  whim-iuspir'd  fool, 

Owre  fast  for  thought,  owre  hot  for  rule, 

Owre  blate  to  seek,  owre  proud  to  snool, 

Let  him  draw  near ; 
And  o'er  this  grassy  heap  sing  dool, 

And  drap  a  tear. 

Is  there  a  Bard  of  rustic  song, 
Who,  noteless,  steals  the  crouds  among, 
That  weekly  this  area  throng, 

0,  pass  not  by  ! 
But  with  a  frater-feeUng  strong. 

Here,  heave  a  sigh. 


(     132     ) 

Is  there  a  man  whose  judgment  clear, 
Can  others  teach  the  course  to  steer, 
Yet  runs,  himself,  life's  mad  career, 

Wild  as  the  wave, 
Here  pause — and  thro'  the  starting  tear, 

Survey  this  grave. 

The  poor  Inhabitant  below 
Was  quick  to  learn  and  wise  to  know, 
And  keenly  felt  the  friendly  glow. 

And  softer  flame; 
But  thoughtless  folhes  laid  him  low, 

And  staiu'd  his  name ! 

Reader  attend — whether  thy  soul 
Soars  fancy's  flights  beyond  the  pole, 
Or  darkling  grubs  this  earthly  hole. 

In  low  pursuit, 
Know,  prudent,  cautious,  svlf-controul 

Is  Wisdom's  root. 


The  foregoing,  -which  ends  the  author's  first  edition,  is  followed  by  a  GLOSSARY 
preceded  by  the  following  rules : — 

"Words  that  are  universally  known,  and  those  that  differ  from  the  Englisli 
only  by  the  elision  of  letters  by  apostrophes,  or  by  varjing  the  termination  of 
the  verb,  are  not  inserted.  The  terminations  may  be  thus  known ;  the  participle 
present,  instead  of  ing,  ends,  in  the  Scotch  Dialect,  in  an  or  in ;  in  an,  particularly, 
when  the  verb  is  comjiosed  of  the  participle  present,  and  any  of  the  tenses  of 
the  auxiliary,  to  be.  The  past  time  and  participal  past  are  usually  made  by 
shortening  the  ed  into  7." 

It  has  been  generally  assumed  that  the  poet's  extended  Glossary  to  his  second 
edition  incorporated  all  the  words  and  exjilanations  contained  in  his  first 
Glossary;  but  on  close  examination,  this  is  f(nind  not  to  be  the  case.  We  shall, 
therefore,  introduce  in  our  reprint  of  tlio  Eilinburgh  Glossary  [within  brackets] 
any  words  and  their  meanings  contained  in  the  Kilmarnock  Glossary  which  the 
poet  afterwards  omitted  in  the  extended  one. 

The  above  rules  or  preliminary  directions  were  cancelled  in  the  Edinburgh 
Glossary,  and  replaced  by  entirely  now  ones;  indeed.  Burns  seems  to  have 
become  convinced  that  the  Ayrshire  manner  of  terminating  verbs  such  as 
}iirpHn(j,  skelping,  &c.,  with  an  instead  of  in\  is  provincial  and  vulgar;  therefore, 
in  liis  Edinburgh  text,  he  has  changed  the  spelling  of  such  terminations  to  in, — 
and  hence  his  reason  for  withdrawing  or  altering  the  foregoing  rules. 

The  following  linos  from  The  Holy  Fair,  in  the  Kilmarnock  volume,  shewing 
both  methods  of  spelling  these  terminations,  ^vill  happily  illustrate  what  we  are 
referring  to: — 

"  Hear  how  he  clears  the  points  o  Faith, 
Wi'  rattlin'  an'  thurapin ! 
Now  meekly  calm,  now  wild  in  wrath, 
He's  8tamp(i«,  an'  he's  jumpnn!  " 


POEMS    AND    SONGS 

ADDED  TO  THE  FOREGOING  BY  THE  AUTHOR, 

IN    HIS    NEW    EDITION    PUBLISHED   AT 

EDINBURGH    IN    APRIL,    1787. 


DEDICATION. 


TO  TUE  NOBLEMEN  AND  GENTLEMEN  OF  THE 
CALEDONIAN  HUNT. 

My  Lords,  and  Gentlemen, 

A  SCOTTisu  BARD,  proud  of  tho  name,  and  whoso  highest  ambition  is  to  sing  in 
his  Ooimtry's  service,  where  shall  ho  so  properly  look  for  patronage  as  to  the 
illustrious  Names  of  his  native  Land ;  those  who  bear  the  honours  and  inherit 
the  virtues  of  their  Ancestors  ? — The  Poetic  Genius  of  my  Country  found  me  as 
the  prophetic  bard  Elijah  did  Elisha — at  the  plough ;  and  threw  lier  inspiring 
mantle  over  me.  She  bado  me  sing  tho  loves,  the  joys,  the  rural  scenes  and 
rural  pleasures  of  my  natal  Soil,  in  my  native  tongue :  I  tuned  my  wild,  artless 
notes,  as  she  inspired. — She  whispered  me  to  come  to  this  ancient  metropolis  of 
Caledonia,  and  lay  my  Songs  under  your  honoured  protection :  I  now  obey  her 
dictates. 

Though  much  indebted  to  your  goodness,  I  do  not  approach  you,  my  Lords 
and  Gentlemen,  in  the  usual  stile  of  dedication,  to  thank  you  for  past  favours ; 
that  path  is  so  hackneyed  by  prostituted  Learning,  that  honest  Eusticity  is 
ashamed  of  it. — Nor  do  I  present  tliis  Address  with  the  venal  soul  of  a  servile 
Author,  looking  for  a  continuation  of  those  favours :  I  was  bred  to  the  Plough, 
and  am  independent.  I  come  to  claim  the  common  Scottish  name  with  you,  my 
illustrious  Countrymen;  and  to  tell  the  world  that  I  glory  in  the  title. — I  come 
to  congratulate  my  Country,  that  tho  blood  of  her  ancient  heroes  still  mns 
uncontaminated ;  and  that  from  your  courage,  knowledge,  and  public  spirit,  she 
may  expect  protection,  wealth,  and  liberty. — In  the  last  place,  I  come  to  proffer 
my  warmest  wishes  to  the  Great  Fountain  of  Honour,  the  Monarch  of  the 
Universe,  for  your  welfare  and  happiness. 

"When  you  go  forth  to  waken  the  Echoes,  in  the  ancient  and  favourite  amuse- 
ment of  your  Forefathers,  may  Pleasure  ever  be  of  your  party ;  and  may  Social- 
joy  await  your  return !  When  harassed  in  courts  or  camps  with  the  justlings  of 
bad  men  and  bad  measures,  may  tho  honest  consciousness  of  injured  Worth 
attend  your  return  to  your  native  Seats ;  and  may  Domestic  Happiness,  with  a 
smiling  welcome,  meet  you  at  your  gates !  May  Corruption  shrink  at  your 
kindling  indignant  glance ;  and  may  tyranny  in  the  Eulor  and  licentiousness  in 
the  People  equally  find  you  an  inexorable  foe ! 

I  have  the  honour  to  be. 

With  the  sincerest  gratitude  and  highest  respect. 
My  LORDS  AND  Gentlemen, 

Your  most  devoted  humble  servant, 

EOBEKT  BURNS. 
EDlNBl'Rfill,  April  4,  1787. 


POEMS, 

CHIEFLY    SCOTTISH. 


DEATH  AND  DOCTOR  HORNBOOK. 

A   TRUE    STORY. 

[Ou  the  authority  of  the  poet's  own  note,  and  also  a  memorandum  by  Gilbert 
Bums,  we  learn  that  this  admirable  satire  and  well-told  tale  was  composed  in 
the  spring  of  1785.  The  author,  then  resident  at  Mossgiel,  had  been  attending  a 
meeting  of  St.  James'  Lodge  of  Freemasons  at  Tarbolton,  of  which  John  Wilson, 
the  parish-school  teacher,  was  a  Brother.  The  dominie  then  eked  out  his  small 
income  by  keeping  a  grocery  shop,  where  he  sold  drugs  as  well  as  edibles,  and 
announced  by  a  card  in  his  window,  that  ho  gave  "  medical  advice  gratis.''  Ho 
took  every  opportunity  of  expatiating  on  his  self-acquired  skill  as  a  practitioner, 
and  so  disgusted  Burns  on  the  night  referred  to,  with  his  Esculapian  twaddle, 
that  on  his  way  home  he  conceived  the  present  composition,  and  next  day,  while 
working  with  his  brother  in  the  fields,  he  recited  the  poem,  very  much  like  that 
which  he  afterwards  published. 

Not  long  after  the  poem  was  given  to  the  public,  'Wilson  removed  to  Glasgow 
in  consequence  of  some  dispute  with  the  heritors  of  Tarbolton  regarding  his 
salary ;  and  his  career  in  Glasgow,  first  as  a  teacher  and  afterwards  as  session- 
clerk  of  the  Gorbals  parish,  was  very  successful.  Ho  is  said  to  have  himself 
attributed  this  success  in  a  great  measure  to  the  interest  which  attached  to  him 
as  being  the  subject  of  the  present  poem.    He  died  in  easy  circumstances  in  1839. 

Wordsworth  has  observed  that  at  the  period  when  Burns  wrote  this  story, 
"he  had  very  rarely  been  intoxicated,  or  perhaps  much  exhilarated  by  liquor ;  yet 
how  happily  does  he  lead  his  reader  into  that  track  of  sensations!  and  with 
■what  lively  humour  does  he  describe  the  disorder  of  his  senses  and  the  confusion 
of  his  understanding,  put  to  the  test  by  his  deliberate  attempt  to  count  the  horns 
of  the  moon ! 

'  But  whether  she  had  three  or  four,   I  cou'd  na  tell ; ' 
when  behold,  a  sudden  apparition  disperses  this  disorder,  and  in  a  moment  chills 
him  into  self-possession!     Coming  on  no   more   important  mission  than  the 
grisly  phantom  was  charged  with,  what  mode  of  introduction  could  have  been 
more  efficient  or  appropriate  ?"] 

Some  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end, 
And  some  great  lies  were  never  penn'd : 
Ev'n  Ministers  they  hae  been  keun'd, 

In  holy  rapture, 
Great  lies  and  nonsense  baith  to  vend,* 

And  nail't  wi'  Scripture. 

*  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "  A  rousing  whid,  at  times,  to  vend." 


(     138     ) 

But  this  that  I  am  gauu  to  tell, 
Which  lately  on  a  iiight  befel, 
Is  just  as  true's  the  Deil's  in  h-11, 

Or  Dublm  city : 
That  e'er  he  nearer  comes  oursel 

'S  a  muckle  pity. 

The  Clachan  yill  had  made  me  canty, 

I  was  na  fou,  but  just  had  plenty ; 

I  stacher'd  whyles,  but  yet  took  tent  ay 

To  free  the  ditches  ; 
An'  hillocks,  stanes,  an'  bushes  kenn'd  ay 

Frae  ghaists  an'  witches. 

The  rising  Moon  began  to  glowr 
The  distant  Cumnock  hills  out-owre ; 
To  count  her  horns,  wi'  a'  my  pow'r, 

I  set  mysel, 
But  whether  she  had  three  or  four, 

I  cou'd  na  tell. 

I  was  come  round  about  the  hill, 
And  todUn  down  on  Willie's  mill, 
Setting  my  staff  wi'  a'  my  skill, 

To  keep  me  sicker ; 
Tho'  leeward  whyles,  against  my  will, 

I  took  a  bicker. 

1  there  wi'  Something  does  forgather. 

That  pat  me  in  an  eerie  swither ; 

An  awfu'  scythe,  out-owre  ae  shouther, 

Clear-dangling,  hang ; 
A  three-tae'd  leister  on  the  ithcr 

Lay,  large  an'  lang. 

Its  stature  seem'd  lang  Scotch  ells  twa. 
The  ((ueercst  shape  that  e'er  I  saw. 
For  lient  a  wame  it  had  ava. 

And  then  its  shanks, 
They  were  as  thin,  as  sharj^  an'  sma' 

As  cheeks  o'  brauks. 
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'  Uuid-een,'  quo'  I;  '  Friend  !  hae  ye  beeu  mawiu, 
'  When  ither  folk  are  busy  sawiu  1 '  * 
It  seem'd  to  mak  a  kind  o'  stau', 

But  naetbing  spak ; 
At  length,  says  I,  '  Friend,  whare  ye  gaun, 

'  Will  ye  go  back  ? ' 

It  spak  right  howe — '  My  name  is  Death^ 
'•  But  be  ua'  fley'd.' — Quoth  I,  '  Guid  faitli, 
'  Ye're  maybe  come  to  stap  my  breath  ; 

'  But  tent  me  bilhe ; 
'  I  red  ye  weel,  tak  care  o'  skaith, 

'  See,  there's  a  gully  ! ' 

'  Gudeman,'  quo'  he,  '  put  up  your  whittle, 
'  I'm  no  desigu'd  to  try  its  mettle ; 
'  But  if  I  did,  I  wad  be  kittle 

'  To  be  mislear'd, 
'  I  wad  na'  mind  it,  no  that  spittle 

'  Out-owre  my  beard.' 

'  Weel,  weel ! '  says  I,  '  a  bargain  be't ; 

'  Come,  gies  your  hand,  an'  sae  we're  gree't ; 

'  We'll  ease  our  shanks  an'  tak  a  seat, 

'  Come,  gies  your  news ! 
'  This  while  f  ye  hae  been  mony  a  gate, 

'  At  mony  a  house.' 

'  Ay,  ay !  quo'  he,  an'  shook  his  head, 
'  It's  e'en  a  lang,  lang  time  indeed 
'  Sin'  I  began  to  nick  the  thread, 

'  An'  choke  the  breath  : 
'  Folk  maun  do  somethmg  for  their  bread, 

'  An'  sae  maun  Death. 

'  Sax  thousand  years  are  near  hand  fled 
'  Sin'  I  was  to  the  hutching  bred, 
'  And  mony  a  scheme  in  vain's  been  laid, 
'  To  stap  or  scar  me  ; 

*  This  vencountev  happened  in  seed-timo  1785. — (R.  B.    1787.) 

t  An  epidemical  fever  was  then  raging  in  that  country.— (R.  B.    1787.) 
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'  Till  ane  Hornbook's  *  taen  up  the  trade, 

'  And  faith,  he'll  waur  me. 

'  Ye  ken  Jock  Homhook  i'  the  Clachan, 
'  Deil  mak  his  king's-hood  in  a  spleuchan ! 
'  He's  grown  sae  weel  acquaint  wi'  Buchai^\ 

'  And  ither  chaps, 
'  The  weans  baud  out  their  fingers  laughin, 

'  And  pouk  my  hips. 

'  See,  here's  a  scythe,  and  there's  a  dart, 
'  They  hae  pierc'd  mony  a  gallant  heart ; 
'  But  Doctor  Homhook^  wi'  his  art 

'  And  cursed  skill, 
'  Has  made  them  baith  no  worth  a  f — t, 

'D—n'dhaet  they'll  kill! 

'  'Twas  but  yestreen,  nae  farther  gaen, 

'  I  threw  a  noble  throw  at  ane ; 

'  Wi'  less,  I'm  sure,  I've  hundreds  slain ; 

'  But  deil-ma-care ! 
'  It  just  play'd  dirl  on  the  bane, 

'  But  did  nae  mair. 

'  Hor7ibook  was  by,  wi'  ready  art, 
'  And  had  sae  fortify'd  the  part, 
'  That  when  I  looked  to  my  dart, 

'  It  was  sae  blunt, 
'  Fient  haet  o't  wad  hae  pierc'd  the  heart 

'  Of  a  kail-runt, 

'  I  drew  my  scythe  in  sic  a  fury, 
'  I  nearhand  cowpit  wi'  my  hurry, 
*  But  yet  the  bauld  Apothecary 

'  Withstood  the  shock  ; 
'  I  might  as  weel  hae  try'd  a  quarry 

'  0'  hard  whin-rock. 


*  This  gentleman,  Dr.  Ilornbook,  is,  professionally,  a  brotlior  of  tho  sovereign 
Order  of  the  Ferula ;  but,  by  intuition  and  inspiration,  is  at  once  an  Apothecary, 
Surgeon,  and  Physician.— (R.  B.     1787.) 

t  Burhan's  Domestic  Medicine.— (R.  B.    1787.) 
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'  Ev'n  them  lie  canna  get  attended, 
'  Altho'  their  face  he  ne'er  had  kend  it, 
'  Just  sh —  in  a  kail-blade  aud  send  it, 

'  As  soon  's  he  smells  't, 
'  Baith  their  disease,  and  what  will  mend  it, 

'  At  once  he  tells  't. 

'  And  then  a'  doctor's  saws  and  whittles, 
'  Of  a'  dimensions,  shapes,  an'  mettles, 
'  A'  kinds  o'  boxes,  mugs,  an'  bottles, 

'  lie's  sure  to  hae ; 
'  Their  Latin  names  as  fast  he  rattles 

'  As  A  B  C. 

'  Calces  o'  fossils,  earths,  and  trees ; 
'  True  Sal-marinum  o'  the  seas ; 
'  The  Farina  of  beans  and  pease, 

'  He  has't  in  plenty ; 
'  Aqua-fontis,  what  you  please, 

'  He  can  content  ye. 

'  Forbye  some  new,  uncommon  weapons, 

'  Urinus  Spiritus  of  capons ; 

'  Or  Mite-horn  shavings,  filings,  scrapings, 

'  Distill' d  per  se ; 
'  Sal-alkali  o'  Midge-tail  chppings, 

'  And  mony  mae.' 

'  Waes  me  for  Johmu/  Ged's  Hole  *  now,' 

Quoth  I,  '  if  that  thae  news  be  true ! 

'  His  braw  calf-ward  whare  gowans  grew, 

'  Sae  white  an'  bonie, 
'  Nae  doubt  they'll  rive  it  wi'  the  plew ; 

'  They'll  ruin  Joltnie!' 

The  creature  grain'd  an  eldritch  laugh. 
And  says,  '  Ye  needna  yoke  the  pleugh, 
'  Kirk-yards  will  soon  be  till'd  eneugh, 

'  Tak  ye  nae  fear  : 
'  They'll  a'  be  trench'd  wi'  mony  a  sheugh, 

'  In  twa-three  year. 


The  grave-digger.— (R.  B.    17S7.) 
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'  Wharc  I  kill'd  ane,  a  fair  strae-death, 
'  By  loss  o'  blood,  or  want  o'  breath, 
'  This  night  I'm  free  to  tak  my  aith, 

'  That  Hornbook's  skill 
'  lias  clad  a  score  i'  their  last  claith, 

'  By  drap  and  pill. 

'  An  honest  Wabster  to  his  trade, 

'  Whase  wife's  twa  nieves  were  scarce  weel-bred, 

'  Gat  tippence- worth  to  mend  her  head, 

'  When  it  was  sair ; 
'  The  wife  slade  cannie  to  her  bed, 

'  But  ne'er  spak  mair. 

'  A  countra  Laird  had  ta'en  the  batts, 
'  Or  some  curmurring  in  his  guts, 
'  His  only  son  for  Hornbook  sets, 

'  And  pays  him  well, 
'  The  lad,  for  twa  guid  gimmer-pets, 

'  Was  Laird  himsel. 

'  A  bonie  lass,  ye  kend  her  name, 

'  Some  ill-brewn  drink  had  hov'd  her  wame, 

'  She  trusts  hersel,  to  hide  the  shame, 

'  In  Hornbook'' s  care ; 
'  Horn  sent  her  aff  to  her  lang  hame, 

'  To  hide  it  there. 

'  That's  just  a  swatch  o'  Hornbook's  way, 
'  Thus  goes  ho  on  from  day  to  day, 
'  Thus  does  he  poison,  kill,  an'  slay, 

'  An's  weel  pay'd  for't ; 
'  Yet  stops  me  o'  my  lawfu'  prey, 

'  Wi'  his  d-nm'd  dirt ! 

'  ]?ut  hark  !  I'll  tell  you  of  a  plot, 
'  Tho'  dinna  ye  be  speakin  o't ; 
'  I'll  nail  the  self-conceited  Sot, 

'  As  dead's  a  hcrrin : 
'  Niest  time  we  meet,  I'll  wad  a  groat, 

'  He  gets  his  fairiu  !' 
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But  just  as  he  bej^an  to  tell, 

The  auld  kirk-haramer  strak  the  bell 

Some  wee,  short  hour  ayont  the  tival^ 

Which  rais'd  us  baith : 
I  took  the  way  that  pleas'd  mysel, 

Aud  sae  did  Death. 


THE    BRIGS    OF    AYR. 

A   POEM. 

INSCRIBED  TO  J.  B*********  Esq.,  AYE. 

[Mr.  John  Ballantyne,  banker  in  Ayr,  to  whom  this  interesting  and  amusing 
poem  is  inscril)ecl,  was  Dean  of  Guild,  and  afterwards  Provost  of  the  Burgli.  It 
seems  to  ho  allowed  that  to  his  exertions  the  community  of  Ayr  were  chiefly 
indebted  for  the  building  of  the  New  Bridge,  commenced  in  May,  17SC,  and  com- 
pleted in  November,  1788.  Mr.  Robert  Aiken,  writer,  had  introduced  the  poet 
to  Mr.  Ballantyne,  and  in  one  of  the  bard's  letters  to  the  former,  written  early  in 
October,  178C,  we  find  the  first  mention  of  the  present  poem:  he  says — "There 
is  scarcely  any  thing  hurts  me  so  much  in  being  disappointed  of  my  second 
edition,  as  not  having  it  in  my  power  to  show  my  gratitude  to  Mr.  Ballant  jTie  by 
publishing  my  poem  of  '  The  Brigs  of  Ajt.'  "  It  appears  that  efforts  had  been 
made  to  induoe'Wilson  to  bring  out  a  more  extensive  edition  of  the  poems — for 
every  copy  of  the  Kilmarnock  issue  had  been  bought  up ;  but  cautious  "  Johnie," 
who  could  poorly  appreciate  the  value  of  the  musings  that  he  had  been  a  means 
of  giving  to  the  world,  declined  to  risk  the  price  of  paper  for  1000  copies — the 
number  proposed  for  the  second  edition.  This  sum  (£27)  the  poet  found  it 
impossible  to  raise,  and  Gilbert  informs  us  that  Mr.  Ballantyne  at  length  offered 
to  advance  any  necessary  sum ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  recommended  him  to 
make  Edinburgh  the  place  of  pubUcation,  which,  as  all  the  world  knows,  he  did 
shortly  thereafter. 

Robert  Fergusson's  poetical  Dialogue  between  The  Plainstanes  and  Causeway, 
and  his  other  poem  called  The  Tica  Ghaists,  have  evideuty  suggested  the  plan  of 
this  production  of  Burns.] 

The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough, 

Learning  his  tuneful  trade  from  ev'ry  bough ; 

The  chanting  linnet,  or  the  mellow  thrush, 

HaiUng  the  setting  sun,  sweet,  in  the  green  thorn  bush, 

The  soaring  lark,  the  perching  red-breast  shrill. 

Or  deep-ton'd  plovers,  grey,  wild-whistling  o'er  the  hill ; 

Shall  he,  nurst  in  the  Peasant's  lowly  shed, 

To  hardy  Independence  bravely  bred. 

By  early  Poverty  to  hardship  steel'd, 

And  train'd  to  arms  in  stern  Misfortune's  field, 

Shall  he  be  guilty  of  their  hireling  crimes. 

The  servile,  mercenary  Swiss  of  rhymes  ? 
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Or  labour  hard  the  panegyric  close, 
AVith  all  the  venal  soul  of  dedicating  Prose? 
No  !  though  his  artless  strains  he  rudely  sings, 
And  throws  his  hand  uncouthly  o'er  the  strings, 
He  glows  with  all  the  spirit  of  the  Bard, 
Fame,  honest  fame,  his  great  his  dear  reward. 
Still,  if  some  Patron's  gen'rous  care  he  trace, 
Skill'd  in  the  secret,  to  bestow  with  grace ; 
When  B*********  befriends  his  humble  name, 
And  hands  the  rustic  Stranger  up  to  fame. 
With  heartfelt  throes  his  grateful  bosom  swells, 
The  godlike  bliss,  to  give,  alone  excels. 


'Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  their  winter-hap. 
And  thack  and  rape  secure  the  toil-won  crap ; 
Potatoe-bings  are  snugged  up  frae  skaith 
Of  coming  Winter's  biting,  frosty  breath ; 
The  bees,  rejoicing  o'er  their  summer-toils, 
Uunumber'd  buds  an'  flow'rs'  delicious  spoils, 
Seal'd  up  with  frugal  care  in  massive,  w^axen  piles. 
Are  doom'd  by  Man,  that  tyrant  o'er  the  weak. 
The  death  o'  devils,  smoor'd  wi'  brimstone  reek : 
The  thuud'ring  guns  are  heard  on  ev'ry  side, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reehng,  scatter  wide ; 
The  feather'd  field-mates,  bound  by  Nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  children,  in  one  carnage  lie : 
(What  warm,  poetic  heart  but  inly  bleeds. 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds  !) 
Nae  mair  the  flow'r  in  field  or  meadow  springs ; 
Nae  mair  the  grove  with  airy  concert  rings, 
Except  perhaps  the  Robin's  whistling  glee, 
Proud  o'  the  height  o'  some  bit  half-lang  tree : 
The  hoary  morns  precede  the  sunny  days. 
Mild,  calm,  serene,  wide-spreads  the  noontide  blaze. 
While  thick  the  gossamour  waves  wanton  in  the  rays. 

'Twas  in  that  season ;  when  a  simple  Bard, 
Unknown  and  poor,  simpUcity's  reward, 
Ae  night,  within  the  ancient  l)rugh  of  Aijr^ 
By  whim  inspir'd,  or  haply  prest  wi'  care. 
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He  left  his  bed  and  took  his  wayward  rout, 

And  down  by  Simpson's  *  wheel'd  the  left  about : 

(Whether  impell'd  by  all-directing  Fate, 

To  witness  what  I  after  shall  narrate ; 

Or  whether,  rapt  in  meditation  high, 

He  wander'd  out  he  knew  not  where  nor  why.) 

The  drowsy  Dunrieon-clock  f  had  nuniljcr'd  two. 

And  Wallace  Toid'r  f  had  sworn  the  fact  was  true : 

The  tide-swoln  Firth,  with  suUeu-sonnding  roar. 

Through  the  still  night  dash'd  hoarse  along  the  shore : 

All  else  was  hush'd  as  Nature's  closed  e'e ; 

The  silent  moon  shone  high  o'er  tow'r  and  tree : 

The  chilly  Frost,  beneath  the  silver  beam, 

Crept,  gently-crustigg,  o'er  the  gUtteriug  stream. 

When,  lo !  on  either  hand  the  hst'ning  Bard, 

The  clanging  sugh  of  whistling  wings  is  heard  ; 

Two  dusky  forms  dart  thro'  the  midnight  air, 

Swift  as  the  Gos  \  drives  on  the  wheeUng  hare  ; 

Ane  on  th'  Auld  Brig  his  airy  shape  uprears, 

The  ither  flutters  o'er  the  rising  piers : 

Our  warlock  Rhymer  instantly  descry'd 

The  Sprites  that  owre  the  Brigs  of  Ayr  preside. 

(That  Bards  are  second-sighted  is  nae  joke, 

And  ken  the  Ungo  of  the  sp'ritual  folk ; 

Fays,  Spunkies,  Kelpies,  a',  they  can  explain  them. 

And  ev'n  the  vera  deils  they  brawly  ken  them.) 

Auld  Brig  appear'd  of  ancient  Pictish  race, 

The  vera  wrinkles  Gothic  in  his  face  : 

He  seem'd  as  he  wi'  Time  had  warstl'd  lang, 

Yet,  teughly  doure,  he  bade  an  unco  bang. 

New  Brig  was  buskit  in  a  braw,  new  coat. 

That  he,  at  Loiion^  frae  ane  Adams  got ; 

In's  hand  five  taper  staves  as  smooth's  a  bead, 

Wi'  virls  an'  whirlygigums  at  the  head. 

The  Goth  was  stalking  round  with  anxious  search. 

Spying  the  time-worn  flaws  in  ev'ry  arch  ; 

*  A  noted  tavern  at  the  Auld  Brig  end.— (R.  B.    1787.) 
t  The  two  steeples.— (R.  B.    1787.)      t  The  gos-hawk,  or  falcon.— (R.  B.    1737.) 
''  K 
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It  cbauc'd  bis  new-come  ueebor  took  his  e'e, 
And  e'en  a  vex'd  and  angry  heart  had  he  ! 
Wi'  thieveless  sneer  to  see  his  modish  mien, 
lie,  down  the  water,  gies  him  this  guideen — 


AULD    BRIG. 


I  doubt  na,  frien',  ye'll  think  ye're  nae  sheep-shank, 
A  nee  ye  were  streekit  owre  frae  bank  to  bank ! 
But  gin  ye  be  a  Brig  as  auld  as  me, 
Tho'  faith,  that  date,  I  doubt,  ye'II  never  see ; 
There'll  be,  if  that  day  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle. 
Some  fewer  whigraeleeries  in  your  noddle.* 


NEW    BRIG. 


Auld  Vandal,  ye  but  show  your  httle  mense. 
Just  much  about  it  wi'  your  scanty  sense ; 
Will  your  poor,  narrow  foot-path  of  a  street. 
Where  twa  wheel-barrows  tremble  when  they  meet. 
Your  ruiu'd,  formless  bulk  o'  stane  and  lime. 
Compare  wi'  bouie  Brigs  o'  modern  time '? 
There's  men  of  taste  wou'd  tak  the  Bitcat-stream,^ 
Tho'  they  should  cast  the  vera  sark  and  swim, 
Ere  they  would  grate  tlieir  feelings  wi'  the  view 
Of  sic  an  ugly,  Gothic  hulk  tis  you. 

AULD    BRIG. 

Conceited  gowk !  puff'd  up  wi'  windy  pride ! 

This  mony  a  year  I've  stood  the  flood  an'  tide ; 

And  tho'  wi'  crazy  oild  I'm  sair  forfairu, 

I'll  be  a  Brig  when  ye're  a  shai)cless  cairn ! 

As  yet  ye  httle  ken  about  the  matter, 

But  twa-three  winters  will  inform  ye  better. 

When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a'-day  rains 

Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  ])l:iins  ; 

When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling  Coil, 

Or  stately  Lugars  mossy  fountains  boil, 

*  Altered,  in  1794,  to — 

"  Tho'  faitli  that  day,  I  doubt,  yo'll  never  see , 
Thero"ll  bo,  if  that  date  come,  I'll  wad  a  boddle." 
t  A  noted  ford,  just  above  the  AuM  lirifi.  —  (\\.  B.     I7S7.) 


(     147     ) 

Or  wbere  the  Greenock  winds  bis  moorland  course, 
Or  haunted  Garpal  *  draws  bis  feeble  source, 
Arous'd  by  blustering  winds  an'  spotting  thowes, 
In  niony  a  torrent  down  the  snaw-broo  rowes ; 
While  crashing  ice,  l)orne  on  the  roaring  speat, 
Sweeps  dams,  an'  mills,  an'  brigs,  a'  to  the  gate ; 
And  from  Glenhuck^']  down  to  the  Ratton-lcey^  \ 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen'd,  tumbling  sea ; 
Then  down  ye'U  hurl,  deil  nor  ye  never  rise ! 
And  dash  the  gumlie  jaups  up  to  the  pouring  skies. 
A  lesson  sadly  teaching,  to  your  cost, 
That  Architecture's  noble  art  is  lost ! 

NEW    BRIG. 

Fine  architecture^  trowth,  I  needs  must  say't  o't ! 
The  L — d  be  thankit  that  we've  tint  the  gate  o't ! 
Gaunt,  ghastly,  ghaist-alluring  edifices. 
Hanging  with  threat'ning  jut  like  precipices  ; 
O'er-archiug,  mouldy,  gloom-inspiring  coves. 
Supporting  roofs,  fantastic,  stony  groves  : 
Windows  and  doors  in  nameless  sculptures  drest, 
With  order,  symmetry,  or  taste  unblest ; 
Forms  like  some  bedlam  Statuary's  dream. 
The  craz'd  creations  of  misguided  whim ; 
Forms  might  be  worshipp'd  on  the  bended  knee, 
And  still  the  second  dread  command  be  free. 
Their  hkeness  is  not  found  on  earth,  in  air,  or  sea. 
Mansions  that  would  disgrace  the  building  taste 
Of  any  mason  reptile,  bird,  or  beast ; 
Fit  only  for  a  doited  Monkish  race. 
Or  frosty  maids  forsworn  the  dear  embrace, 
Or  Cuifs  of  later  times,  wha  held  the  notion. 
That  sullen  gloom  was  sterhng,  true  devotion : 
Fancies  that  our  guid  Brugh  denies  protection, 
And  soon  may  they  expire,  unblest  with  resurrection  ! 


*  The  hanks  of  Garpal  Water  is  one  of  the  few  places  in  the  West  of  Scotland 
where  those  fancy  scaring  beings,  known  by  the  name  of  Ghaists  still  continue 
pertinaciously  to  inhabit. — (E.  IJ.    1787.) 

t  The  source  of  the  river  of  Ayr.— (R.  B.    1787.) 

X  A  small  landing-place  above  the  large  key. — (R.  B.    1787.) 
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AULD    BRIG. 


0  ye,  my  dear-reraemljer'd,  aucient  yealiugs, 
Were  ye  but  here  to  share  my  wounded  feeliugs ! 
Ye  worthy  Proveses^  an'  mony  a  Bailie^ 

Wha  in  the  paths  o'  righteousness  did  toil  ay  ; 
Ye  dainty  Deacons^  an'  ye  douce  Conveeners^ 
To  whom  our  moderns  are  but  causey-cleaners  ; 
Ye  godly  Councils  wha  hae  blest  this  town ; 
Ye  godly  Brethren  o'  the  sacred  gown, 
Wha  meekly  gae  your  hurdies  to  the  smiters ; 
And  (what  would  now  be  strange)  ye  godly  Writers : 
A'  ye  douce  folk  I've  borne  aboon  the  broo, 
Were  ye  but  here,  Avhat  would  ye  say  or  do ! 
How  would  your  spirits  groan  in  deep  vexation, 
To  see  each  melancholy  alteration ; 
And,  agonising,  curse  the  time  and  place 
When  ye  begat  the  base,  degen'rate  race ! 
Nae  langer  Rev'rend  Men,  their  country's  glory, 
In  plain,  braid  Scots  hold  forth  a  plain,  braid  story : 
Nae  langer  thrifty  Citizens,  an'  douce. 
Meet  owre  a  pint,  or  in  the  Council-house ; 
But  staurarel,  corky-headed,  graceless  Gentry, 
The  herryment  and  ruin  of  the  country ; 
Men,  three-parts  made  by  Taylors  and  by  Barbers, 
Wha  waste  your  weel-hain'd  gear  on  d — d  new  Brigs  and 
Harbours  ! 

NEW   BRIG. 

Now  hand  you  there !  for  faith  ye've  said  enough. 
And  muckle  mair  than  ye  can  mak  to  through. 
As  for  your  Priesthood,  I  shall  say  but  little. 
Corbies  and  Clergu  are  a  sliot  right  kittle : 
But,  under  favor  o'  your  langer  beard. 
Abuse  o'  Magistrates  might  weel  be  spar'd ; 
To  liken  them  to  your  auld-warld  squad, 

1  must  needs  say,  comparisons  are  odd. 

In  Ayr^  Wag-wits  nae  mair  can  have  a  handle 
To  mouth  '  A  Citizen,'  a  term  o'  scandal : 
Nae  mair  the  Council  waddles  down  the  street, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  ignorant  conceit ; 
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Mea  vvha  grew  wise  priggin  owre  hops  an'  rasins, 

Or  gather'd  lib'ral  views  in  Bonds  and  Seisins. 

If  haply  Knowledge,  on  a  random  tramp, 

Had  slior'd  them  with  a  glimmer  of  his  lamp, 

And  would  to  Common-sense  for  once  betray'd  them, 

Plain,  dull  Stupidity  slept  kindly  in  to  aid  them. 


What  farther  clishmaclaver  might  been  said, 
What  bloody  wars,  if  Sprites  had  blood  to  shed, 
No  man  can  tell ;  1)ut,  all  before  their  sight, 
A  fairy  train  appear'd  in  order  bright : 
Adown  the  ghttermg  stream  they  featly  danc'd ; 
Bright  to  the  moon  their  various  dresses  glanc'd : 
They  footed  o'er  the  wat'ry  glass  so  neat. 
The  infant  ice  scarce  bent  beneath  their  feet : 
While  arts  of  Minstrelsy  among  them  rung, 
And  soul-ennobling  Bards  heroic  ditties  sung. 

O  had  M'-Lauclilan*  thairm-inspirmg  Sage, 

Been  there  to  hear  this  heavenly  band  engage, 

When  thro'  his  dear  Strathsjyeys  they  bore  with  Highland 

rage; 
Or  when  they  struck  old  Scotia's  melting  airs. 
The  lover's  raptur'd  joys  or  bleeding  cares ; 
How  would  his  Highland  lug  been  nobler  fir'd, 
And  ev'n  his  matchless  hand  with  finer  touch  inspir'd  ! 
No  guess  could  tell  what  instrument  appear'd. 
But  all  the  soul  of  Music's  self  was  heard  ; 
Harmonious  concert  rung  in  every  part, 
While  simple  melody  pour'd  moving  on  the  heart. 

The  Genius  of  the  Stream  in  front  appears, 
A  venerable  Chief  advanc'd  in  years ; 
His  hoary  head  with  water-lihes  crown'd. 
His  manly  leg  with  garter  tangle  bound. 
Next  came  the  lovhcst  pair  in  all  the  ring. 
Sweet  Female  Beauty  hand  in  hand  with  Spring ; 


*  A  Trell  known  performer  of  Scottipb  music  on  tho  violin.— (R.  B.     17a7.) 
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Then,  crown'd  with  flow'ry  hay,  came  Rural  Joy, 

And  Summer,  with  his  fervid-lDcaming  eye : 

AU-chearing  Pleuty,  with  her  flowing  horn. 

Led  yellow  Autumn  wreath'd  with  nodding  corn ; 

Then  "Winter's  time-bleach'd  locks  did  hoary  show, 

By  Hospitality  with  cloudless  brow. 

Next  follow'd  Courage  with  his  martial  stride, 

From  where  the  Feal  wild-woody  coverts  hide : 

Benevolence,  with  mild,  bem'gnant  air, 

A  female  form,  came  from  the  tow'rs  of  Stair: 

Learning  and  Worth  in  equal  measures  trode, 

From  simple  Catrhie,  their  long-lov'd  abode : 

Last,  white-rob'd  Peace,  crown'd  with  a  hazle  wreath. 

To  Rustic  Agriculture  did  bequeath 

The  broken,  iron  instruments  of  Death, 

At  sight  of  whom  our  Sprites  forgat  their  kindling  wrath. 


(    l.'^l    ) 


TUB    ORDINATION. 


I'ur  sense  they  little  owe  tofriujal  Ileav'ii- 
To  please  the  Mob  they  hide  the  little  </iv'n. 


[On  Feb.  27,  178t!,  the  poet  penned  a  letter  to  his  companion,  John  Ricliinond, 
then  in  Edinburgh,  in  which  inter  alia,  he  says—"  I  have  been  very  busy  with  tlia 
Muses  since  I  saw  you,  and  have  composed  among  several  others,  Tlie  (Ji'dinatiuu, 
a  poem  on  Mr.  Macliinlay's  being  called  to  Kilmarnock."  ThLs  bold  satire,  like 
the  Twa  Herds,  the  llohi  Fair,  the  Kirk's  Alarm,  and  some  others,  was  composed 
in  ritiiculc  of  the  rigid 'Calvinism  of  the  orthodox,  or  Auld  Light  party  in  the  Kirk 
of  Scotland,  and  in  commendation  of  the  Armiuianism,  if  not  Socinianism  of  the 
Moderate  or  Xew  Light  party,  to  which  the  poet  had  become  attached.  The  pn.iplo 
of  Kilmaraock  had  long  rejoiced,  and  do  still  rejoice  in  the  reputation  of  being 
staunch  to  the  true  blue  colour  of  the  Covenant  flag,  abhorring  patronage  as  tho 
pestilence,  and  prizing  as  pure  gold,  the  privilege 

"  That  gives  the  brutes  the  power  themselves  to  choose  their  herds." 

But  so  far  back  as  the  year  1764,  when  Bums  was  but  five  years  old,  the  feelingw 
of  the  faithful  in  "  Auld  Killie  "  had  been  outraged  by  what  was  considered  a 
wanton  exercise  of  patronage  on  the  part  of  the  then  Earl  of  Glencairn,  who 
presented  the  Kev.  Wm.  Lindsay,  a  conflnned  Moderate,  to  the  Laigh  Kirk.  The 
induction  of  this  minister  was  the  occasion  of  a  riot  and  a  rising  in  tho  town  of 
Kilmarnock,  which  resulted  in  some  criminal  trials  and  punishment  of  offcndei-s. 
But  above  all,  the  affair  was  marked  by  the  composition  of  a  satirical  ballad 
against  Lindsay  and  his  party,  which  is  referred  to  by  Burns  in  the  second 
stanza  of  the  present  poem  and  relative  foot-note.  This  '•  scoffing  ballad," 
which  is  stUl  preserved,  was  tho  production  of  a  waggish  shoemaker,  named 
Hunter. 

Mr.  Lindsay  of  the  Laigh  Kirk  died  in  1774,  and  was  succeeded  by  the  Rev. 
John  Mutrie,  another  New  Light  preacher,  who  died  in  the  course  of  the  year 
178.').  and  his  death  closed  tho  career  of  •'  caulii  moderation"  in  the  Laigh  Kirk 
of  Kilmarnock.  Lord  Glencairn,  on  the  occasion  of  this  vacancy,  filled  it  up  to 
the  satisfaction  of  the  Old  Light  party,  by  putting  in  "  one  of  the  right  sort," 
namely,  the  Eev.  James  Mackinlay,  whose  appointment  occasioned  the  present 
poem."  To  the  foot-note  of  the  poet,  regarding  "  Maggie  Lauder,"  Mr.  Robert 
Chambers,  in  his  Edition  of  Burns  (1838),  made  the  following  addendum:— "Ur. 
Lindsay,  ordained  to  the  Laigh  Kirk  in  1764,  was  the  first  Moderate  clergjTiian 
known  in  the  place.  lie  was  supposed  to  have  obtained  the  appciintmeut  through 
the  influence  of  his  wife,  whose  maiden  name  was  Margaret  Lauder,  who  had 
been  housekeeper  to  the  Earl  of  Glencairn,  patron  of  the  kirk :  hence  the  scoffing 
ballad  to  which  the  poet  refers." 

The  following  is  the  reference  to  this  matter  in  Hunter's  ballad  of  1764  :— 

"  But  some  folk  had  it  in  their  head 
His  Lordship  wad  mak  nae  sic  speed 
If  Maggie  Lauder  had  been  dead. — Good  people,  hear  my  ditty. 

This  as  it  may,  I  canna  tell, 

Glencairn  he  kens  it  best  himsel'. 

His  reason  thus  the  kirk  to  fill.— Good  people,  hear  my  ditty."] 

Kilmarnock  Wabsters,  fidge  au'  claw, 

An'  pour  your  creeshie  nations  ; 
An'  ye  wha  leather  rax  an'  draw, 

Of  a'  denominations ; 


(     152     ) 

Swith  to  the  Laigh  Kirk,  anc  an'  a', 
An'  there  tak  up  your  stations ; 

Then  aff  to  Begbie's  in  a  raw, 
An'  pour  divine  hbations 

For  joy  this  day. 

Curst  Co  mm  on- sense,  that  imp  o'  h-U, 

Cam  in  wi'  Maggie  Lauder ;  * 
But  Oliphant  aft  made  her  yell, 

An'  Russell  sair  misca'd  her : 
This  day  M'Kinlay  taks  the  flail. 

An'  he's  the  boy  will  bland  her ! 
He'll  clap  a  shangan  on  her  tail. 

An'  set  the  bairns  to  daud  her 

Wi'  dirt  this  day. 

Mak  haste  an'  turn  king  David  owre, 

An'  lilt  wi'  holy  clangor ; 
0'  double  verse  come  gie  us  four, 

An'  skirl  up  the  Bangor : 
This  day  the  Kirk  kicks  up  a  stoure, 

Nae  mair  the  knaves  shall  wrang  her, 
For  Heresy  is  in  her  pow'r, 

And  gloriously  she'll  whang  her 

Wi'  pith  this  day. 

Come,  let  a  proper  text  be  read, 

An'  touch  it  aff  wi'  vigour, 
How  graceless  Ham  f  leugh  at  his  Dad, 

Which  made  Canaan  a  nigger ; 
Or  Phineas  %  drove  the  murdering  blade, 

Wi'  wh-re-abhorring  rigour ; 
Or  Zippnrah,  §  the  scauldin  jad. 

Was  Hke  a  bluidy  tiger 

I'  th'  inn  that  day. 


•  Alluding  to  a  Bcofllng  ballad  which  was  made  on  tho  admission  of  the  lato 

Eeverond  and  worthy  Mr  L to  the  Lavjh  Kirk. — (R.  B.    1787.1 

t  Genesis,  ch.  is.  vers.  22.— (B.  B.    1787.) 
X  Numbers,  ch.  xxv.  vers.  8.— (R.  B.    1787.) 
§  Exodus,  ch,  Iv.  vers.  25.— (R.  B.    1787.) 
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There,  try  his  mettle  on  the  creed, 

And  bind  liim  down  wi'  caution, 
That  Stipend  is  a  carnal  weed 

He  takes  but  for  the  fashion  ; 
And  gie  him  o'er  the  flock,  to  feed. 

And  punish  each  transgression  ; 
Especial,  rmns  that  cross  the  breed, 

Gie  them  sufficient  threshin. 

Spare  them  nae  day. 

Now  auld  Kilmarnock,  cock  thy  tail. 

An'  toss  thy  horns  fu'  canty ; 
Nae  mair  thou'lt  rowte  out-owre  the  dale. 

Because  thy  pasture's  scanty ; 
For  lapfu's  large  o'  gospel  kail 

Shall  fill  thy  crib  in  plenty, 
An'  runts  o'  grace  the  pick  an'  wale. 

No  gi'en  by  way  o'  dainty 

But  ilka  day. 


Nae  mair  by  BaleVs  streams  we'll  weep. 

To  think  upon  our  Zion; 
And  hing  our  fiddles  up  to  sleep, 

Like  baby-clouts  a-dryui : 
Come,  screw  the  pegs  wi'  tuiiefu'  cheep, 

And  o'er  the  thairms  be  tryin ; 
Oh,  rare !  to  see  our  elbucks  wheep, 

And  a'  like  lamb-tails  flyin 

Fu'  fast  this  day ! 

Lang,  Patronage,  wi'  rod  o'  airn, 

Has  shor'd  the  Kirk's  undoin. 
As  lately  FenwicJc,  sair  forfairn, 

Has  proven  to  its  ruin : 
Our  Patron,  honest  man !  Glencairn^ 

He  saw  mischief  was  brewin ; 
And  hke  a  godly,  elect  bairn, 

He's  wal'd  us  out  a  true  ane. 

And  sound  this  day. 
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Now  Robinson  harangue  nae  mair, 

But  steek  your  gab  for  ever ; 
Or  try  the  wicked  town  of  Ayr, 

For  there  they'll  think  you  clever ; 
Or.  nae  reflection  on  your  lear, 

Ye  may  commence  a  Shaver ; 
Or  to  the  Netherton  repair, 

And  turn  a  Carpet- weaver 

Aff-hand  this  day. 


Mutrie  and  you  were  just  a  match. 

We  never  had  sic  twa  drones  ; 
Auld  Hornie  did  the  Laigh  Kirk  watch, 

Just  like  a  winkin  baudrons : 
And  ay  he  catch'd  the  tither  wretch, 

To  fry  them  in  his  caudrons ; 
But  now  his  Honor  maun  detach, 

Wi'  a'  his  bruustoue  squadrons, 

Fast,  fast  this  day. 

See,  see  auld  Orthodoxy's  faes 

She's  swingeiu  thro'  the  city ! 
Hark,  how  the  nine-tail'd  cat  she  plays ! 

I  vow  it's  unco  pretty  : 
There,  Learning,  with  his  Greekish  face, 

Grunts  out  some  Latin  ditty  ; 
And  Common  Sense  is  gaun,  she  says, 

To  mak  to  Jamie  Beattie 

Her  plaint  this  day. 


But  there's  Morality  himsel. 

Embracing  all  opinions ; 
Hear,  how  he  gies  the  tither  yell, 

Between  his  twa  companions  ! 
See,  how  she  peels  the  skin  an'  fell. 

As  ane  were  pcelin  onions ! 
Kow  there,  they're  packed  aff  to  h-U, 

And  banish'd  our  dominions. 

Henceforth  this  dav. 
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0  happy  (lay !  rejoice,  rejoice ! 

Coiue  bouse  about  the  porter ! 
Morahiy's  demure  decoys 

Shall  here  uae  mair  find  quarter : 
M'Kinlay,  KusscU,  are  the  boys 

That  Heresy  can  torture  ; 
They'll  gie  her  on  a  rape  a  hoyse, 

And  cowe  her  measure  shorter 

By  th'  head  some  day. 

Come,  bring  the  tither  mutchkin  in, 

And  here's,  for  a  conclusion, 
To  ev'ry  New-lhjht  *  mother's  son, 

From  this  time  forth.  Confusion  : 
If  mair  they  deave  us  wi'  their  din, 

Or  Patronage  intrusion. 
We'll  light  a  spunk,  and,  ev'ry  skin, 

We'll  rin  them  aff  in  fusion 

Like  oil,  some  day. 


THE  CALF. 

7o  the  Rev.  Mr ,  on  his  text,  Malachi,  ch.  iv.  vers.  2. — '  And  thoy  shall 

go  forth,  and  grow  up,  like  Calves  of  the  stall.' 

[The  preacher  was  the  Eev.  James  Steven,  afterwards  of  the  Scotch  Church 
in  London,  and  ultimately  minister  of  Kilwinning  in  Ayrshire.  On  the  morning 
of  the  same  day  on  which  poor  Jean  Armour  was  delivered  of  the  poet's  t'^vin- 
chUdren,  namely,  Simday,  3rd  September,  1788,  he  had  called  for  Gavin 
Hamilton  on  his  way  to  tlio  church  at  Mauchline,  and  that  gentleman  being 
indisposed  to  go,  requested  the  poet  to  bring  him  back  a  note  of  the  sermon. 
He  called  on  returning,  and  produced  the  poem  almost  extempore.  The  verses 
are  very  clover,  but  recklessly  severe ;  for  the  author  could  have  no  personal 
dislike  to  this  victim  of  his  satirical  propensity.  The  appellation  of  The  Calf 
seems  to  have  stuck  to  the  decent  preacher  throughout  his  life.] 

Right,  Sir !  your  text  I'll  prove  it  true, 

Tho'  Heretics  may  laugh ; 
For  instance,  there's  yoursel  just  now, 

God  kno-ws,  an  unco  Calf! 


*  See  note  page  117. 
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And  should  some  Patron  be  so  kind, 

As  bless  you  wi'  a  kirk, 
I  doubt  na,  Sir,  but  then  we'll  find, 

Ye're  still  as  great  a  Stirk. 

But,  if  the  Lover's  raptur'd  hour 

Shall  ever  be  your  lot. 
Forbid  it,  ev'ry  heavenly  Power, 

You  e'er  should  be  a  Stot ! 

Tho',  when  some  kind,  connubial  Dear 

Your  But-and-ben  adorns, 
The  hke  has  been  that  you  may  wear 

A  noble  head  of  horiis. 

And,  in  your  lug,  most  reverend  J , 

To  hear  you  roar  and  rowte, 

Few  men  o'  sense  will  doubt  your  claims 
To  rank  amang  the  Nowte. 

And  when  ye're  number'd  wi'  the  dead, 

Below  a  grassy  hillock, 
Wi'  justice  they  may  mark  your  head — 

'  Here  lies  a  famous  Bxdlock ! ' 
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THE  VISION. 


STANZAS   INTRODUCED   AT   CLOSE   OF   DUAN   FIRST,    IN   THE 
author's    second  EDITION,  AND  RETAINED  THEREAFTER 

AS  A  PORTION  OF  THE  TEXT. — ScG  cuite^  page  44. 


By  stately  tow'r,  or  palace  fair. 

Or  riilus  pendent  in  the  air, 

Bold  stems  of  Heroes,  here  and  there, 

I  could  discern ; 
Some  seem'd  to  muse,  some  seem'd  to  dare, 

With  feature  stern. 


My  heart  did  glowing  transport  feel. 

To  see  a  Eace*  heroic  wheel, 

And  brandish  round  the  deep-dy'd  steel 

In  sturdy  blows ; 
While  back-recoiling  seem'd  to  reel 

Their  Suthron  foes. 


His  Country's  Saviour,!  mark  him  well ! 
Bold  Richardton's  %  heroic  swell ; 
The  Chief  on  Sark  §  who  glorious  fell, 

In  high  command ; 
And  He  whom  ruthless  Fates  expel 

His  native  land.  |1 


*  The  Wallaces.— (R.  B.    17S7.) 

t  William  WaUace.— (R.  B.    1787.) 

t  Adam  Wallace  of  Richardton,  cousin  to  the  immortal  Preserver  of  Scottish 
Independence.— (R.  B.    1787.) 

§  Wallace  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  was  second  in  command,  under  Douglas 
Earl  of  Ormond,  at  the  famous  battle  on  the  banks  of  Sark,  fought  anno.  1448. 
That  glorious  victory  was  principally  owing  to  the  judicious  conduct  and  intrepid 
valour  of  the  gallant  Laird  of  Craigie,  who  died  of  his  wounds  after  the  action. 
— (R.  B.    17S7.) 

II  Here,  in  the  Stair  MS.,  four  suppressed  stanzas  are  introduced.    (See  p.  159.) 
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There,  where  a  sceptr'd  Pictish  *  shade 
Stalk'd  round  his  ashes  lowly  laid, 
I  niark'd  a  martial  Race,  pourtray'd 

In  colours  strong ;  f 
Bold,  soldier-featur'd,  undismay'd 

They  strode  along.  \ 

Thro'  many  a  wild,  romantic  grove,  § 
Near  many  a  hermit-fancy'd  cove, 
(Fit  haunts  for  Friendship  or  for  Love, 

In  musing  mood) 
An  aged  Judge^  I  saw  him  rove, 

Dispensing  good.  || 

With  deep-struck,  reverential  awe,  ^ 
The  learned  Sire  and  Son  I  saw. 
To  Nature's  God  and  Nature's  law 

They  gave  their  lore, 
This,  all  its  source  and  end  to  draw. 

That,  to  adore.** 

Brydon^s  brave  Wardff  I  well  could  spy, 
Beneath  old  Scotia's  smiling  eye ; 
Who  call'd  on  Fame,  low  standing  by, 

To  hand  him  on, 
Where  many  a  Patriot-name  on  high 

And  Hero  shone. 


•  Coilus  King  of  the  Picts,  from  whom  the  district  of  Kyle  is  said  to  take  its 
name,  lies  buried,  as  tradition  says,  near  the  family-soat  of  tlio  Moutgomeries  of 
C'oilsfleld,  where  liis  burial  place  is  still  shown. — (R.  B.    1787.) 

t  The  Montfjomcries  of  Coilsfleld. 

X  Var.  in  MS. — "  stalked  alons." 

§  Barskimming,  the  seat  of  the  Lord  Justice  Clerk.— (E.  B.    1787.) 

II  Here,  in  the  Stair  MS.,  four  suppressed  stanzas  are  introduced.     (See  p.  160.) 

IT  Catrine,  the  scat  of  the  lato  Doctor,  and  present  Professor  Stewart. — (E.  B. 
1787.) 

**  Here,  in  the  Stair  MS.,  five  suppressed  stanzas  arc  introduced.    {Seep.  ICO.) 

tt  Colonel  Fullarton.—(R.B.    1787.) 


(  l-'^^  ) 


SUPPKESSED  STANZAS  OF  "THE  VISION." 

[Tho  poet  in  his  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  of  15th  January,  1787,  refers  to  the  fore- 
going aovcu  stanzas,  a  copy  of  which  ho  encloses  to  her  with  these  words : — "  I 
have  nut  composed  anything  on  the  great  Wallace,  except  what  you  have  seen 
in  print  and  tho  enclosed,  which  I  will  print  in  this  edition.  When  I  composed 
my  Vision  long  ago,  I  had  attempted  a  description  of  Kyle,  of  which  these 
stanzas  are  a  part  as  it  originally  stood."  Tho  entire  poem,  in  tho  poet's  hand- 
writing, is  inserted  in  a  MS.  of  ten  leaves,  which  he  transcribed  and  presented 
to  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair  about  tho  month  of  August,  178G.  Besides  The  Vision,  it 
contains  T/ie  /.ass  of  BaUochmiile,  and  six  otlier  pieces  not  printed  in  tho 
Kilmarnock  editi()n,"then  just  "published.  This  interesting  manuscript,  which 
the  grandson  of  Mrs.  Stewart  sold  to  the  late  John  Dick,  bookseller  in  Ayr,  is 
not  to  be  confounded  with  another  MS.  collection  which  the  poet  presented  to 
the  same  lady  in  1791,  containing  the  song,  Crairjiehttrn  Wood,  and  other  pieces. 
We  will  afterwards  refer  to  this  collection,  which  is  still  In  the  possession  of 
WilUam  Allason  Cuninghame,  Esq.,  of  Logan  House. 

Chambers  properly  observes  regarding  the  suppressed  stanzas  of  The  Vision: — ■ 
"  It  is  a  curious  and  valuable  document,  but  for  an  unexpected  reason,  namely, 
its  proving  what  might  otherwise  have  been  doubted,  that  Burns  was  not  in- 
capable of  writing  weakly.  The  whole  of  the  unedited  stanzas  are  strikingly  of 
this  character ;  but  perhaps  there  is,  after  all,  a  second  and  a  greater  importance 
in  tho  document,  as  showing  how,  with  the  capability  to  write  ineffectively,  his 
taste  was  so  unerring  as  to  prevent  him  from  publishing  a  single  line  that  was 
not  fitted  to  command  respect,  for  every  one  of  the  poor  stanzas  has  been  thrown 
out  on  his  sending  the  poem  to  the  press."] 


With  secret  throes  I  marked  that  eai'th, 
That  cottage,  witness  of  my  birth ;  * 
And  near  I  saw,  bold  issuing  forth 

In  youthful  pride, 
A  Lindsay,  race  of  noble  worth. 

Famed  far  and  wide. 

Where,  hid  behind  a  spreading  wood, 
An  ancient  Pict-built  mansion  stood, 
I  spied,  among  an  angel  brood, 

A  female  pair; 
Sweet  shone  their  high  maternal  blood, 

And  father's  air.  t 

An  ancient  tower  J  to  memory  brought 
How  Dettingen's  bold  hero  fought ; 
Still  far  from  sinking  into  nought, 

It  owns  a  lord 
Who  [far  in  -western]  §  climates  fought, 

With  trusty  sword. 


*  Here  the  poet  shows  a  remarkable  forecast  of  the  after  interest  taken  by  the 
public  in  the  "cottage  of  his  birth." 

t  Sundrum.— (B.  B.)  Mr.  Hamilton  of  Sundrum  being  married  to  a  sister  of 
Colonel  Montgomery  of  Coilsfleld,  Burns  felt  a  great  interest  in  the  family. 
Misses  Lillias  and  Margaret  Hamilton  were  the  female  pair  referred  to. 

t  Stair.— (B.  B.) 

§  These  words  are  written  over  the  original  in  another  hand. 


(     160     ) 


Among  tho  rest  I  well  could  spy 
One  gallant,  graceful,  martial  boy, 
The  Bodger  sparkled  In  his  oye, 

A  diamond  water ; 
I  blest  that  noble  badge  with  joy 

That  owned  xaQf rater.* 


Near  by  arose  a  mansion  flno,t 
The  seat  of  many  a  muse  divine ; 
Not  rustic  muses  such  as  mine, 

With  holly  crowned. 
But  th'  ancient,  tuneful,  laurelled  Nine, 

From  classic  ground. 

I  mourned  the  card  that  Fortune  dealt, 
To  see  where  bonie  Whitefoords  dwelt;  % 
But  other  prospects  made  me  melt. 

That  village  near;  § 
There  Nature,  Friendship,  Love  I  felt, 

Fond-mingling  dear. 

Hail !  Nature's  pang,  more  strong  than  death ! 
Warm  friendship's  glow,  like  kindUng  wrath ! 
Love,  dearer  than  the  parting  breath 

Of  dying  friend ! 
[Not  even]  |)  with  life's  wild  devious  path. 

Your  force  shall  end ! 

The  power  that  gave  the  soft  alarms, 
In  blooming  "Whitefoord's  rosy  charms, 
Still  threats  the  tiny-feathered  arms, 

The  barbfed  dart. 
While  lovely  Wilhelmina  warms 

The  coldest  heart.lT 


Where  Lugar  leaves  his  m'oorland  plaid,  *  * 
Where  lately  Want  was  idly  laid, 
I  markfed  busy,  bustling  Trade, 

In  fervid  flame. 
Beneath  a  patroness's  aid. 

Of  noble  name ; 

While  countless  hills  I  could  survey. 
And  countless  flocks  as  well  as  thoy ; 
But  other  scenes  did  charms  display. 

That  bettor  please, 
Where  polished  manners  dwelt  with  Gray 

In  rural  ease.  1 1 


*  Captain  James  Montgomery,  Master  of  St.  James's  Lodge,  Tarbolton,  to 
which  the  author  has  the  honour  to  belong. — (II.  B.) 

t  Auohinleck.— (U.  B.)  The  poet  hero  pays  a  compliment  to  the  Boswell 
family,  and  particularly  to  the  biographer  of  Johnson. 

X  Ballocliniyle.    The  Whitefoords  were  at  this  time  parting  with  the  property. 

§  Mauchline. 

11  Originally  written  "only." 

If  A  compliment  to  Miss  Wilhelmina  Alexander,  the  "  Bonie  Lass  of  Balloch- 
niyle." 

•  •  Cumnock.— (R.  B.)  1 1  Mr.  Farquhar  Gray.— (R.  B.) 


(   Ifil   ) 


Whoro  Cessnock  pours  with  gurgling  sound,* 
And  IrwiiiP,  marking  out  tho  bound, 
Enamoured  of  tho  scouos  jirouud, 

Slow  runs  liis  raco, 
A  name  I  doubly  hnimuri'ii  fnunii.t 

With  knightly  grace. 

Brydone's  bravo  ward,  I  saw  him  stand, t 
Fame  humbly  offering  her  hand ; 
And  near  his  kinsman's  rustic  band,  § 

With  one  accord. 
Lamenting  their  late  blessed  land 

Must  change  its  lord.  |) 

The  owner  of  a  pleasant  spot. 
Near  sandy  wilds  I  did  him  note  ;  % 
A  heart  too  warm,  a  pulse  too  hot, 

At  times  o'errau ; 
But  large  in  every  feature  wi'oto. 

Appeared  the  man.** 


*  Auchinskieth.  t  Caprington. — (B.  B.)  Cunningham  of  Caprington,  Bart. 
t  Colonel  Fullarton.— (R.  B.)  §  Dr.  FuUarton.— (B.  B.) 
II  This  stan2a  is  partly  preserved  in  the  text. 

IT  Orangefield. — (B.  B.)     Mr.  Dalrymple  of  Orangefield,  near  Ayr,  was  an 
active  patron  of  Burns. 

*  *  The  same  compliment  is  paid  to  James  Smith,  in  the  Epistle  to  J S , 

page  35. 


(     lt]2     ) 


ADDRESS   TO  THE   UNCO   GUID,   OR  THE 
RIGIDLY   RIGHTEOUS. 


My  Son,  these  maxims  malce  a  rule, 

And  lump  them  ay  thegithei-; 
The  RiKid  Righteous  is  a  fool, 

The  Rigid  Wise  anither: 
The  cleanest  corn  that  e'er  was  dight 

May  hae  some  pyles  o'  caff  in ; 
So  near  a  fellow-creature  slight 

For  random  fits  o'  daffin. 

Solomon.— Eccles.  ch.  vii.  vers.  16. 


[It  18  not  easy  to  determine  the  precise  period  when  this  master-performance 
was  conceived  and  executed:  had  it  been  written  before  midsummer  of  1786,  it 

purely  would  not  have  been  excluded  from  his  Kilmarnock  volume.  There  is 
much  of  stern,  humiliating  truth  in  the  train  of  thought  pursued  in  the  poem, 
wlxich  was  a  favourite  one  with  the  author:  indeed,  we  find  in  his  early  Com- 
mon-place Book,  under  date  March,  1784,  the  following  passage,  which  is  really 
the  first  rough-draught  of  the  poem : — '■  I  have  often  observed,  in  the  course  of 
my  experience  of  human  life,  that  every  man — even  the  worst — has  something 
good  about  him ;  though  very  often  nothing  else  than  a  happy  temperament  of 
constitution  inclining  him  to  this  or  that  virtue.  For  this  reason,  no  man  can 
say  in  what  degree  any  other  person  besides  himself  can  be,  with  strict  justice, 
called  wicked.  Let  any  of  the  strictest  character  for  regularity  of  conduct 
among  us,  examine  impartially  how  many  vices  he  has  never  been  guilty  of,  not 
from  any  care  or  vigilance,  but  for  want  of  opportunity,  or  some  accidental 
circumstance  intervening — how  many  of  the  weaknesses  of  mankind  he  has 
escaped,  because  he  was  out  of  the  line  of  such  temptation ;  and,  what  often,  if 
not  always,  weighs  more  than  all  the  rest,  how  much  he  is  indebted  to  the  world's 
good  opinion,  because  the  world  does  not  know  all ; — I  say,  any  man  who  can 
thus  think,  will  scan  the  failings — nay,  t/w  faults  and  crimes  of  mankind  around 
him,  with  a  brother's  eye." 

The  above  remarks  were  penned  shortly  after  his  father's  death,  when  the 
consequences  of  his  own  irregularity  of  conduct  were  about  to  bring  him  under 
the  censure  of  those  who  considered  it  to  be  their  duty 

"To  mark  and  tell  their  neebours'  fauts  and  foUy:  " 

and  in  July,  178(1,  when  he  had  again  to  go  through  the  ordeal  of  a  public  rebuke 
in  his  parish  kirk  for  some  more  of  his  "donsie  tricks  and  black  mistakes,"  it 
is  very  probable  that  he  set  about  weaving  the  foregoing  philosophic  musings 
into  liia  best  homespun  verse.] 


0  YE  wha  are  sae  guid  yoursel, 

Sae  pious  aud  sae  holy, 
Ye've  nought  to  do  but  mark  and  tell 

Your  Neebour's  fauts  and  folly  ! 
Whasc  life  is  like  a  weel-gaun  mill, 

Supply'd  \vi'  store  o'  water, 
The  heaped  hapjjer's  ebbing  still. 

And  still  the  elap  i)lays  clatter. 


(     163     ) 

Hear  me,  ye  venerable  Core, 

As  counsel  for  poor  mortals, 
That  frequent  pass  douce  Wisdom's  door 

For  glaikit  Folly's  portals ; 
I,  for  their  thoughtless,  careless  sakes 

Would  here  propone  defences, 
Their  donsie  tricks,  their  black  mistakes, 

Their  faiUngs  and  mischances. 

Ye  see  your  state  wi'  their's  compar'd. 

And  shudder  at  the  niffer. 
But  cast  a  moment's  fair  regard 

What  maks  the  mighty  differ ; 
Discount  what  scant  occasion  gave, 

That  purity  ye  pride  in, 
And  (what's  aft  mair  than  a'  the  lave) 

Your  better  art  o'  hiding. 

Think,  when  your  castigated  pulse 

Gies  now  and  then  a  wallop. 
What  ragings  must  his  veins  convulse, 

That  still  eternal  gallop  : 
Wi'  wind  and  tide  fair  i'  your  tail, 

Right  on  ye  scud  your  sea-way ; 
But,  in  the  teeth  o'  baith  to  sail, 

It  maks  an  unco  leeway. 

See  Social-hfe  and  Glee  sit  down. 

All  joyous  and  unthinking, 
Till,  quite  transmugrify'd,  they're  grown 

Debauchery  and  Drinking : 
0  would  they  stay  to  calculate 

Th'  eternal  consequences : 
Or  your  more  dreaded  h-U  to  state, 

D-mnation  of  expences ! 

Ye  high,  exalted,  virtuous  Dames, 

Ty'd  up  in  godly  laces, 
Before  ye  gie  poor  FraiUij  names, 

Suppose  a  change  o'  cases ; 


(  i<''t  ) 

A  ilear-luv'il  lad,  convenience  sung, 
A  treachorons  inclination 

13ut,  let  me  whisper  i'  your  lug, 
Ye're  aiblins  nae  temptation. 

Then  gently  scan  yoar  brother  Man, 

Still  gentler  sister  Woman ; 
Tho'  they  may  gang  a  kennin  wrang, 

To  step  aside  is  liuman : 
One  point  must  still  be  greatly  dark, 

The  moving  Why  they  do  it ; 
Aud  just  as  lamely  can  ye  mai-k, 

How  far  perhaps  they  rue  it. 

Who  made  the  heart,  'tis  He  alone 

Decidedly  can  try  us. 
He  knows  each  chord  its  various  tone, 

Each  spring  its  various  bias  : 
Then  at  the  balance  let's  be  mute. 

We  never  can  adjust  it ; 
What's  done  we  partly  may  compute, 

But  know  not  what's  resisted. 


(  1<"'.^  ) 


TAM   SAMSON'S*   ELEGY. 

An  honest  man's  the  noblest  icork  of  God. — 
Poi'ii. 

[Burns  became  acquainted  with  the  hero  of  this  admired  production,  while 
Buporintending  the  printing  of  his  poems  in  Kilmarnoclc  during  tlie  sijring  or 
summer  of  17S6.  The  Urst  mention  we  have  of  it  is  in  a  letter  to  Hubert  Muir, 
dated  isth  Nov.,  17S6:— "Enclosed  j'ou  have  Tarn  .Sainson,"  as  I  intend  to  print 
him.  I  am  thinking  for  my  Edinburgh  expedition  on  llonday  or  Tuesday  corno 
se'ennight,  for  pos."  Thomas  Samson,  nurseryman,  Eosobank,  Braehead,  Kil- 
marnock, belonged  to  a  circle  of  the  poet's  early  patrons  in  that  town:  he 
subscribed  and  aided  in  procuring  subscriptions  for  the  Ayrshire  edition,  and 
his  name  is  on  the  subscription-list  for  two  copies  of  the  Edinburgh  eiliti.jn.  A 
daughter  of  Mr.  Samson  was  married  to  one  Sandy  Patrick,  landlord  of  "  The 
Bowling-green  House,"  a  noted  tavern  or  pubUc-house  at  the  foot  of  Back  Street, 
famed  for  its  superior  drink,  especially  its  home-brewed  cap  ale,  which  the  old 
sportsman  used  to  drink  with  Burns  and  other  cronies  after  a  day's  shooting. 

Mr.  Archil);ild  M-Kay,  in  his  excellent  History  of  Kilmarnocl:,  has,  from  a 
sure  authority,  given  the  real  origin  of  the  present  poem.  The  poet,  in  company 
of  Charles  Samson  (the  sportsman's  nephew)  and  others,  wasenjojing  a  caup  of 
ale  one  evening  in  Sandy's  house,  when  Charles  remarked  that  his  uncle  was 
out  later  at  the  sport  than  usual,  and  made  reference  to  the  sportsman's  wish 
"  to  die  in  the  muirs  "  which  the  poet  has  recorded  in  a  foot-note.  Burns  soon 
became  thoughtful,  and  thereafter  was  seen  pencilling  something  down  on  a 
piece  of  paper.  By-and-bye  Mr.  Samson  arrived  hale  and  hearty,  and  in  the 
course  of  the  evening  the  poet  produced  and  read  a  few  verses  of  the  famous 
Elcgu-  All  present  were  surprised  and  delighted  with  what  they  heard :  but 
the  sportsman  himseh',  while  he  felt  the  force  of  the  bard's  compliments  and  the 
exquisite  truth  of  his  descri^Jtion,  could  not  help  remarking,  that  if  the  poem 
were  published  his  friends  would  never  believe  that  he  was  still  hvvin.  Burns 
took  the  hint,  and  in  a  few  minutes  gratified  the  company  by  reading  aloud  the 
Per  Contra,  which  set  them  all  in  a  roar,  and  put  new  life  and  mettle  into  the 
good  old  soul  who  was  the  subject  of  the  verses. 

The  names  of  two  preachers  who  are  contrasted  together  are  introduced  in 
the  opening  verse — Mackinlay  and  Eobertson,  who  figure  also  in  The  Ordination. 
Mr.  M'Kay,  above  quoted,  points  out  the  curious  coincidence  that  the  '•  weel- 
worn  clay  "  of  Tam  Samson,  which  was  interred  in  the  Low  Church  burxang- 
gr.iund  in  December,  179-')  (aged  72,)  reposes  in  close  proximity  to  the  remains 
of  these  two  ministers.  Robertson  died  in  1798,  and  Mackinlay  survived  till  18U, 
but  they  all  occupy  one  spot  in  the  churchyard,  as  they  do  one  stanza  in  the 
poem — the  dust  of  the  opposing  preachers  being  separated  from  that  of  the 
sportsman  by  only  a  few  inches  of  ground.  The  words  of  the  Epitaph  in  the 
text  are  inscribed  on  Mr.  Samson's  headstone.] 

Has  aulcl  Kilmarnock  seen  the  Deil? 
Or  great  M'Kiulayj'  tlira'wu  his  heel? 
Or  Robinson  |  again  grown  weel, 

To  preach  an'  read? 

*  When  this  worthy  old  Sportsman  went  out  last  muir-fowl  season,  he  supposed 
it  was  to  be,  in  Ossian's  phrase,  -the  last  of  his  fields:'  and  expressed  an 
ardent  wish  to  die  and  be  buried  in  the  muirs.  On  this  hint  the  Author  com- 
posed his  Elegj-  and  Epitaph. — (R.  B.    1787.) 

t  A  certain  Preacher,  a  great  favourite  with  the  Million. — (R.  B.  17S7.)  Vide 
The  Ordination,  page  152. 

X  Another  Preacher,  au  equal  favourite  with  the  Few,  who  was  at  that  time 
ailing. — (R.  B.     1787.1     For  hiui  see  also  The  Ordination,  stanza  9. 


(     166     ) 

'  Na,  warn*  than  a' ! '  cries  ilka  cliiel, 

'  Tarn  Samson's  dead !' 

Kilmarnock  lang  may  grunt  an'  grane, 
An'  sigh  an'  sob,*  an'  greet  her  lane, 
An'  deed  her  bairns,  man,  wife,  an'  wean, 

In  mourning  weed ; 
To  Death  she's  dearly  pay'd  the  kane, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

The  Brethren  o'  the  mystic  level 
May  hing  their  head  in  wofu'  bevel. 
While  by  their  nose  the  tears  will  revel. 

Like  ony  bead ; 
Death's  gien  the  Lodge  an  unco  devel, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

When  Winter  muffles  up  his  cloak. 
And  binds  the  mire  like  a  rock ; 
When  to  the  loughs  the  Curlers  flock, 

Wi'  gleesome  spied, 
Wha  will  they  station  at  the  cock, 

Tam  Samson's  dead  ? 

He  was  the  king  of  a'  the  Core, 
To  guard,  or  draw,  or  wick  a  bore, 
Or  up  the  rink  hke  JeJm  roar 

In  time  o'  need ; 
But  now  he  lags  on  Death's  hog-score, 

Tam  Samson's  dead! 

Now  safe  the  stately  Sawmont  sail, 
And  Trouts  bedropp'd  wi'  crimson  hail, 
And  Eels  weel  kend  for  souple  tail, 

And  Geds  for  greed, 
Since  dark  in  Denih's  fsli-creel  we  wail 

Tam  Samson  dead  1 

Rejoice,  ye  birring  Paitricks  a' ; 
Ye  cootie  Moorcocks,  crousely  craw ; 
Ye  Maukins,  cock  your  fuds  fu'  braw, 
Withouttcn  dread ; 

*  Clianged  to  "sab"  in  17U4. 


(     167     ) 

Your  mortal  Fae  is  now  awa', 

Tam  Samsou's  dead ! 

That  woefu'  morn  be  ever  mourn'd 
Saw  liim  in  sliootin  <i;raith  adorn'd, 
While  pointers  round  impatient  burn'd, 

Frae  couples  freed ; 
But,  Och !  he  gaed  and  ne'er  retura'd ! 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

In  vain  Auld-age  his  body  batters  ; 
In  vain  the  Gout  his  ankles  fetters ; 
In  vain  the  burns  cam  down  like  waters, 

An  acre-braid ! 
Now  ev'ry  auld  wife,  greetin,  clatters, 

'  Tam  Samson's  dead !' 

Owre  monie  a  weary  hag  he  limpit, 
An'  ay  the  tither  shot  he  thumpit, 
Till  coward  Death  behind  him  jumpit, 

Wi'  deadly  feide  ; 
Now  he  proclaims,  wi'  tout  o'  trumpet, 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

When  at  his  heart  he  felt  the  dagger. 
He  reel'd  his  wonted  bottle-swagger. 
But  yet  he  drew  the  mortal  trigger 

Wi'  weel-aim'd  heed ; 
'  L — d,  five ! '  he  cry'd,  an'  owre  did  stagger  ; 

Tam  Samson's  dead ! 

Ilk  hoary  Hunter  mourn'd  a  brither  ; 
Ilk  Sportsman-youth  bemoan'd  a  father  ; 
You  auld  gray  stane,  araang  the  heather, 

Marks  out  his  head, 
Whare  Burns  has  wrote,  in  rhyming  blether, 

Tam  Samson^ s  dead!* 


*  Hero,  In  1793,  the  author  introduced  the  following  characteristic  verse : 
"  There,  low  ho  lies  in  lasting  rest ; 
Perhaps  upon  his  mould'ring  breast 
Some  spitefu"  muirfowl  bigs  her  nest, 
To  hatch  and  breed : 
Alas !  nae  mair  he'll  them  molest,— 

Tam  Samson's  dead .'  " 
Match  that  verse  who  can!— HOGO. 
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When  August  winds  the  heather  wave, 
And  Sportsmen  wander  by  yon  grave, 
Three  vollies  let  his  mem'ry  crave 

O'  pouther  an'  lead, 
Till  Echo  answer  frae  her  cave, 

Tarn  Samson's  dead  1 

Heav'n  rest  his  saul,  whare'er  he  be! 
Is  th'  wish  o'  mony  mae  than  me : 
lie  had  twa  fauts,  or  maybe  three. 

Yet  what  remead? 
Ae  social,  honest  man  want  we  : 

Tarn  Samson's  dead! 

THE   EPITAPH. 

Tarn  Samson's  weel-worn  clay  here  lies, 

Ye  canting  Zealots,  spare  him ! 
If  Honest  Worth  in  heaven  rise, 

Ye'U  mend  or  ye  win  near  him. 

PER   CONTRA. 

Go,  Fame,  an'  canter  like  a  filly 

Thro'  a'  the  streets  an'  neuks  o'  KilUe.;\ 

Tell  ev'ry  social,  honest  billie 

To  cease  his  grievin. 
For  yet,  unskaith'd  by  Death's  gleg  gullic. 

Tarn  Samson's  livin  ! 

*  Tho  Ettrick  Shepherd,  in  lS3t,has  the  foUowinpcnote  on  this  poem  : — "This 
has  always  been  a  great  country  favourite.  Fr(jm  'JO  to  30  years  ago,  you  could 
not  have  met  a  lad  or  l)oy  in  Scotland  who  coul<l  not  have  rhymed  over  to  you 
Tarn  Samsons  Elegy.  I  cannot  resist  pointing  out  sonu^  of  those  peculiarly  happy 
expressions  here,  which  tend  to  give  tho  poems  of  Burns  their  zest: — 

'  Death's  gien  the  Lodge  an  unco  devel.' — 
It  is  impossible  for  any  expression  to  excel  this ;  the  picture  of  the  curling,  too, 
is  inimitable. 

'And  eels  weel  kend  for  souplo  tail." — 
I  never  heard  anybody  read  or  repeat  this  without  laughing. 
'Ye  mankins.  cock  your  fuds  fu'  braw." — 
We  actually  see  the  hare  Hinging  up  her  short  tail  disdainfully. 
'  In  vain  the  burns  cam  down  like  waters, 
An  acre  braid  ! ' — 
What  a  picture  of  a  flooded  bum!     Any  other  poet  would  have  given  us  a  lonpr 
description ;  but  Burns  dashes  it  down  in  a  style  so  graphic,  no  one  can  mistake  it.' 
t  Kitlie  is  a  phrase  the  country-folks  sometimes  use  for  the  name  of  a  certain 
town  in  th'-  West.— (U.  15.     1787.) 


(  Ifi'J  ) 


A  WINTER  NIGHT. 


Poor  naked  wretchfs,  wheresoe'er  you  are. 
That  hide  the  pelting  of  this  pityless  storm  ! 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed  sidi'S, 
Your  loop'il  and  window  d  raggedness,  di'fcnd  you 
From  seasons  such  as  titese 

Shakespeare. 


[Tliis  is  another  of  thoso  pieces  which  the  author  must  have  had  "  on  the 
stocks  "  and  unfinished  at  the  time  of  his  Kilmarnocli  publication.  Amid  many 
exquisite  touches  of  tenderness,  there  is  in  it  mucli  of  the  gloomy  grandeur  of 
"Man  was  made  to  Mourn."  In  the  following  withering  passage,  we  at  onco 
recognise  the  hand  that  wrote  the  two  stanzas  of  that  Ujrge  commencing  with 
— " See  yonder  poor,  o'erlabourd  wght  " : — 


-pamper'd  Luxury 


Surveys  her  Property  extended  wide, 

And  eyes  the  simple,  rustic  Hind 
Whose  toil  upholds  the  glittering  show — 

A  creature  of  another  kind — 

Some  coarser  substance  uurefln'd, 
Placed  for  her  lordly  use  thus  far— thus  vile,  below!  '■ 

The  bard  has  headed  this  production  with  a  motto  from  King  Lear's  sublime 
exclamations  during  the  storm  on  the  heath,  at  the  door  of  the  hovel,  and  the 
poem  throughout  shows  that  he  had  been  studying  Shakespeare :  indeed,  the 
jiassage  commencing—"  Blow,  blow,  ye  ^\•inds,  with  heavier  gust !  "  is  Uttle  else 
than  a  flue  paraphrase  of  the  famous  song  on  "Man's  Ingratitude"  in  As  You 
Like  it: — 

"  Blow,  blow,  thou  bitter  wind !  thou  art  not  so  unkind 

As  man's  ingratitude: 
Thy  tooth  is  not  so  keen,  because  thou  art  not  seen. 

Although  thy  breath  be  rude ! 
Freeze,  freeze  thou  bitter  sky !  thou  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 

As  benefits  forgot : 
Though  thou  the  waters  warp,  thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp 

As  friends  remember'd not! " 

Carlyle's  rcmai-ks  on  this  poem  are  worth  quoting: — "How  touching  is  it, 
amid  the  gloom  of  personal  misery  that  broods  over  and  around  him,  that  even 
amid  the  storm  he  thinks  of  '  the  ourie  cattle,  the  silly  sheep,  and  the  wee 
helpless  birdies!'  ves,  the  tenant  of  the  mean,  lowly  hut  has  the  heart  of 
pity  for  all  these.  This  is  worth  a  whole  volume  of  homilies  on  mercy :  for  it 
is  the  voice  of  mercy  itself.  Burns  lives  in  sympathy :  his  soul  rushes  forth  into 
all  the  realms  of  being :  nothing  that  has  existence  can  be  indifferent  to  him."] 


When  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bow'r ; 
When  Phtehus  gies  a  short-liv'd  glow'r, 

Far  south  the  lift, 
Dim-dark'ning  thro'  the  flaky  show'r, 

Or  whirling  drift. 
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Ae  night  the  Storm  the  steeples  rocked, 
Poor  Labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  locked, 
While  burns,  wi'  snawy  wreetlis  up-choked, 

Wild-eddying  swud, 
Or  thro'  the  mining  outlet  bocked, 

Down  headlong  hurl. 

List'ning,  the  doors  an'  winnocks  rattle, 
I  thought  me  on  the  ourie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wha  bide  this  brattle 

0'  winter  war, 
And  thro'  the  drift,  deep-lairing,  sprattle, 

Beneath  a  scar. 

Ilk  happing  bird,  wee,  helpless  thing ! 
That,  in  the  merry  months  o'  spring. 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing. 

What  comes  o'  thee  ? 
Whare  wilt  thou  cow'r  thy  chitteriiig  wing. 

An'  close  thy  e'e  ? 

EVn  you  on  murd'rmg  errands  toil'd, 
Lone  from  your  savage  homes  exil'd, 
The  blood-stain'd  roost,  and  sheep-cote  spoil'd, 

My  heart  forgets, 
While  pityless  the  tempest  wild 

Sore  on  you  beats. 

Now  Pho'he,  in  her  midnight  reign, 
Dark-muffl'd,  view'd  the  dreary  plain  ; 
Still  crouding  thoughts,  a  pensive  train. 

Rose  in  my  soul. 
When  on  ray  ear  this  plaintive  strain, 

Slow-solemn,  stole — 

'  Blow,  blow,  ye  Winds,  with  heavier  gust ! 
'  And  freeze,  thou  bitter-biting  Frost! 
'  Descend,  ye  chilly,  smothering  Snows ! 
'  Not  all  your  rage,  as  now,  united  shows 

'  More  hard  unkindncss,  um-elenting, 

'  Vengeful  malice,  unrepenting, 
'  Than  heaven-illumin'd  Man  on  l)rothor  Man  bestows ! 
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'  See  stern  Oppression's  iron  grip, 
'  Or  mad  Am])itiou's  gory  hand, 

'  Sending,  like  blood-honnds  from  the  slip, 
'  Woe,  Want,  and  Murder  o'er  a  land ! 

'  Ev'n  in  the  peaceful  rural  vale, 

'  Truth,  weeping,  tells  the  mournful  tale, 
How  pamper'd  Luxury,  Flatt'ry  by  her  side, 

'  The  parasite  empoisoning  her  car, 

'  With  all  the  servile  wretches  in  the  rear, 
Looks  o'er  proud  Property,  extended  wide ; 

'  And  eyes  the  simple,  rustic  Hind, 

'  Whose  toil  upliolds  the  gUtt'ring  show, 

'  A  creature  of  another  kind, 

'  Some  coarser  substance,  unrefin'd, 
Plac'd  for  her  lordly  use  thus  far,  thus  vile,  below ! 

'  Where,  where  is  Love's  fond,  tender  throe, 
'  With  lordly  Honor's  lofty  brow, 

'  The  pow'rs  you  proudly  own  ? 
'  Is  there,  beneath  Love's  noble  name, 
'  Can  harbour,  dark,  the  selfish  aim, 

'  To  bless  himself  alone ! 
'  Mark  Maiden-innocence  a  prey 

'  To  love-pretending  snares, 
'  This  boasted  Honor  turns  away, 
'  Shunning  soft  Pity's  rising  sway, 

•  Regardless  of  the  tears,  and  unavailing  pray'rs ! 

'  Perhaps,  this  hour,  in  Mis'ry's  squahd  nest, 
'  She  strains  your  infant  to  her  joyless  breast, 
■  And  with  a  Mother's  fears  shrinks  at  the  rocking  blast! 

'  Oh  ye !  who,  sunk  in  beds  of  down, 

'  Feel  not  a  want  but  what  yourselves  create, 
'  Think,  for  a  moment,  on  his  wretched  fate, 

'  Whom  friends  and  fortune  quite  disown ! 

•  Ill-satisfy'd,  keen  Nature's  clam'rous  call, 

'  Stretch'd  on  his  straw  he  lays  himself  to  sleep, 
'  While  thro'  the  ragged  roof  and  chinky  wall, 
'  Chill,  o'er  his  slumbers,  piles  the  drifty  heap ! 
'  Think  on  the  Dungeon's  grim  confine, 
'  Where  Guilt  and  poor  Misfortune  pine ! 
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'  Guilt,  erring  Man,  relenting  view  ! 
'  But  sliall  thy  legal  rage  pursue 
'  The  Wretch,  already  crushed  low 
'  By  cruel  Fortune's  undeserved  blow  ? 

'  Affliction's  sons  are  brothers  in  distress ; 

'  A  Brother  to  relieve,  how  exquisite  the  bliss ! 

I  hoard  nae  raair,  for  Cliantlcleer 
Shook  off  the  pouthery  snaw, 

And  hail'd  the  morning  with  a  cheer, 
A  cottage-rousing  craw. 

But  deep  this  truth  impress'd  ray  niind- 
Thro'  all  his  works  abroad, 

The  heart  benevolent  and  kind 
The  most  resembles  God. 


STANZAS   OX   THE    SAME    OCCASIO,N 

AS  THE  POEM  ENTITLED 

"A  PRAYER  IN  THE  PROSPECT  OF  DEATH. 


cannot  resist  the  impiilsG  to  refer  hero  to  the  interesting  sl^etch  by  Jolm  Brown, 
M.D..  (author  of  "Eab  and  his  Friends,")  entitled,  "Pet  JMarjorio:  a  Story  of 
Child  Life  Fifty  Years  ago,"  (1SG3.)  This  clever  little  girl,  related  to  the  Keiths 
of  Uavelston,  was  a  great  favourite  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and  was  rather  suddenly 
cut  off  by  measles  when  about  nine  years  old,  on  19th  December,  ISll.  She  had 
a  wonderful  Rift  for  reciting  poetrj',  even  of  the  highest  order,  and  on  the  evennig 
before  her  death,— we  give  the  narrative  in  Dr.  Brown's  woriis,— '•  her  father 
bein',' pi'esent  in  the  room,  she  said,  '  Father,  I  will  repeat  something  to  you: 
wluU  would  you  like  ? '  Ho  said,  '  Just  choose  for  yourself,  Maidio.'  Sho 
hesitated  for  a  moment  between  the  paraphrase,  'Few  are  thy  days,  and  full  of 
woe'  and  a  poem  by  Burns,  called  'A  Prayer  in  the  prospect  of  Death,' 
begimiing, 

'  Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ?  — 

a  remarkable  choice  for  a  child.  She  sat  up  in  bed,  worn  and  thin,  her  eye 
t,'leaining  as  with  the  light  of  a  coining  world,  and  with  a  tremulous  voice 
repeated  these  three  impressive  stanzas— heavy  with  the  shadow  of  death,  and 
lit  with  the  phantasy  of  the  judgment-seat."] 

Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene  ? 

Have  I  so  found  it  full  of  pleasing  charms? 
Some  dro])s  of  joy  willi  drauglits  of  ill  between; 

Sonio  u-l('am>  of  siiiisliiiic  mid  renewing  storms: 
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Is  it  departing  pangs  my  soul  alarms  ? 

Or  Dealli's  unlovely,  dreary,  dark  abode? 
For  guilt,  for  guilt,  my  terrors  are  in  arms ; 

I  tremble  to  approach  an  angry  God, 
And  justly  smart  Ijeneath  his  sin-avenging  rod. 

Fain  would  I  say,  'Forgive  my  foul  offence! ' 

Fain  promise  never  more  to  disobey ; 
But,  should  my  Author  health  again  dispense, 

Again  1  might  desert  fair  Virtue's  way ; 
Again  in  Folly's  i)ath  might  go  astray ; 

Again  exalt  the  brute  and  sink  the  man ; 
Then  how  should  I  for  Heavenly  Mercy  pray, 

Who  act  so  counter  Heavenly  Mercy's  plan  ? 
Who  sin  so  oft  have  mourn'd,  yet  to  temptation  ran  ? 

0  Thou,  Great  Governor  of  all  below ! 

If  I  may  dare  a  hfted  eye  to  Thee, 
Thy  nod  can  make  the  tempest  cease  to  blow, 

Or  still  the  tumult  of  the  raging  sea : 
With  that  controuling  pow'r  assist  ev'n  me, 

Those  headlong,  furious  passions  to  confine ; 
For  all  unfit  I  feel  my  powers  be,* 

To  rule  their  torrent  in  th'  allowed  line ; 
0,  aid  me  with  Thy  help,  Omnipotence  Divine  ! 


*  Altered,  in  1794,  to  "  powers  to  be." 
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LYING    AT   A   REVEREND    FRIEND's   HOUSE   ONE    NIGHT,  THE 
AUTHOR  LEFT  THE  FOLLOWING 

VERSES 

IN    THE     ROOM     WHERE     HE     SLEPT. 


[This  "  Reverend  Friend  "  was  George  Lawrie,  D.D.,  minister  of  Loudoun,  who, 
at  this  time,  was  57  years  old.  A  note,  dated  Mossgiol,  13th  November,  1786, 
addressed  by  the  poet  to  Mr.  Archibald  (afterwards  Rev.  Dr.)  Lawrie — referred 
to  iu  the  verses  as  the 

"  Darling  youth,  in  manhood's  dawning  blush," 

gives  us  some  idea  of  the  date  of  the  verses,  as  the  following  words  in  the  noto 
evidently  refer  to  them: — "A  poet's  warmest  wishes  for  the  happiness  of  the 
young  ladies,  particularly  the  fair  musician,  whom  I  think  much  better  qualified 
than  ever  David  was,  or  could  be,  to  charm  an  evil  spirit  out  of  a  Saul.  Indeed, 
it  needs  not  the  feelings  of  a  poet  to  be  interested  in  the  welfare  of  one  of  the 
sweetest  scenes  of  domestic  peace  and  kindred  love  that  ever  I  saw,  as  I  think 
the  peaceful  unity  of  St.  Margaret's  Hill  can  only  be  excelled  by  the  harmonious 
concord  of  the  Apocalyptic  Zion." 

Gilbert  Burns,  in  his  notes,  says,  "  The  first  time  ever  Robert  heard  the  spinnet 
played  was  at  the  house  of  Dr.  Lawrie,  minister  of  Loudoun.  Dr.  Lawrie  bad 
several  accomplished  daughters ;  one  of  them  played  the  spinnet ;  tlio  father  and 
mother  led  down  the  dance ;  the  rest  of  the  sisters,  the  brother,  the  poet,  and 
the  other  guests  mixed  in  it.  It  was  a  delightful  family  scone  for  our  poet,  then 
lately  introduced  to  the  world.  His  mind  was  roused  to  a  poetic  enthusiasm,  and 
the  stanzas  were  left  in  the  room  whore  he  slept." 

Dr.  Lawrie  had  sent  a  copy  of  the  Kilmarnock  volume  to  Dr.  Blacklock  of 
Edinburgh,  and  the  blind  bard  replied.  In  a  letter  dated  September  4th,  178G,  in 
terms  of  enthusiastic  admiration  of  the  poems  in  that  volume,  and  recommend- 
ing a  second  edition.  It  appears  that  Dr.  Lawrie  some  time  thereafter  com- 
municated the  contents  of  this  letter  to  Burns,  who  thus  refers  to  it  in  bis 
autobiography : — 

"My  chest  was  on  the  road  to  Greenock;  I  had  composed  the  last  song  I 
should  ever  measure  in  Caledonia,  when  a  letter  from  Dr.  Blacklock  to  a  friend 
of  mine  overthrew  all  my  schemes  by  opening  new  prospects  to  my  poetic 
ambition.  The  Dr.  belonged  to  a  set  of  critics,  for  whose  applause  I  had  not 
dared  to  hope.  Ilis  opinion,  that  I  would  meet  with  encouragement  iu  Edin- 
Imrgh  fur  a  second  edition,  lired  me  so  much,  that  away  I  posted  for  that  city, 
without  a  single  acquaintance,  or  a  single  letter  of  introduction."] 

0  Thou  dread  Povv'r,  who  rcigu'st  above ! 

I  know  Thou  wilt  me  hear ; 
Wheu  for  this  scene  of  peace  and  love, 

1  make  my  pray'r  sincere. 


The  hoary  Sire — the  mortal  stroke, 
Lonj?,  lonp;  ])e  ph^as'd  to  spare; 

To  bless  his  little  filial  flock, 
And  show  what  good  men  are. 
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She,  who  her  lovely  Offspring  eyes 

With  tender  hopes  and  fears, 
0  bless  her  with  a  Mother's  joys, 

But  spare  a  Mother's  tears  ! 

Their  hope,  their  stay,  their  darling  youth, 
In  manhood's  dawning  blush  ; 

Bless  him.  Thou  God  of  love  and  truth, 
Up  to  a  Parent's  wish. 

The  beauteous,  seraph  Sister-band, 

With  earnest  tears  I  pray. 
Thou  know'st  the  snares  on  ev'ry  hand. 

Guide  Thou  their  steps  alway. 

When  soon  or  late  they  reach  that  coast, 
O'er  life's  rough  ocean  driven, 

May  they  rejoice,  no  wand'rer  lost, 
A  Family  in  Heaven ! 


THE  FmST  PSALM. 

[This,  and  the  two  following  pieces,  are  evidently  juvenile  productions,  ap- 
parently composed  while  resident  at  Irvine,  in  1781.  He  refers  to  such  early 
efforts  in  a  letter  to  llichard  Brown,  his  sailor  friend,  with  whom  he  became 
intimate  in  Irvine.  Writing  in  December,  1787,  he  says,— "Do  you  recollect  a 
Sunday  wo  spent  together  in  Eglinton  woods  ?  You  told  mc,  on  my  repeating 
some  verses  to  you,  that  you  wondered  I  could  resist  the  temptation  of  sending 
verses  of  such  merit  to  a  magazine.  It  was  from  this  remark  I  derived  that 
idea  of  my  own  pieces,  which  encouraged  me  to  endeavour  at  the  character  of 
a  poet."] 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  plac'd. 

Hath  happiness  in  store. 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ! 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  Pride 

Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 
But  with  humility  and  awe 

Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high, 
And  firm  the  root  below. 


(  l"fi  ) 

But  he  wliose  blossom  buds  in  guilt 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  east, 

Aud  like  the  rootless  stubble  tost, 
Before  the  sweeping  blast. 

For  why  ?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  giv'n  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  wicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 


A   PRAYER, 

LNDER   THE    PRESSURE    OF   VIOLENT   ANGUISH. 

[In  the  poet's  Scrap-Book,  of  March,  1784,  this  piece  is  entered  under  the 
following  head-note : — "  There  was  a  period  of  my  life  that  my  spirit  was  broken 
by  repeated  losses  and  disasters,  which  threatened,  and  indeed  effected  the  utter 
ruin  of  my  fortune.  My  body,  too,  was  attacked  by  that  most  dreadful  dis- 
temijcr,  a  hypochondria,  or  confirmed  melancholy.  In  this  wretched  state,  the 
recollection  of  which  makes  me  yet  shudder,  I  bung  my  harp  on  the  ^villow  trees, 
except  in  some  lucid  intervals,  in  one  of  which  I  composed  the  foUomng :  "] — 

0  Thou  great  Being !  what  Thou  art, 

Surpasses  me  to  know : 
Yet  sure  I  am,  that  kuown  to  Thee 

Are  all  Thy  works  below. 

Thy  creature  here  before  Thee  stands. 

All  wretched  aud  distrest ; 
Yet  sure  those  ills  that  wring  my  soul 

Obey  Thy  high  behest. 

Sure  Thou,  Almighty,  canst  not  act 

From  cruelty  or  wrath  ! 
0,  free  my  weary  eyes  from  tears. 

Or  close  them  fast  in  death ! 

But  if  I  must  afflicted  be. 

To  suit  some  wise  design  ; 
Then,  man  my  soul  with  iirm  resolves 

To  bear  and  nut  repine ! 


(  1"  ) 

THE  FIRST  SIX  VERSES  OF  THE 
NINETIETH  PSALM. 

[I'his  is  a  little  more  successful  than  the  attempt  to  paraphrase  the  First 
Psiilin.  althoujih  noithor  of  them,  in  poetical  merit,  cornea  up  to  the  versions  of 
these  Psalms  in  the  common  Suottish  Psalter.] 

0  Tiiou,  the  first,  the  greatest  friend 

Of  all  the  human  race ! 
Whose  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  stay  and  dwelling-place ! 

Before  the  mountains  heav'd  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand, 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command : 

That  Pow'r  which  rais'd  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countless,  unbeginning  time 

Was  ever  still  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years 

Which  seem  to  us  so  vast, 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Than  yesterday  that's  past. 

Thou  giv'st  the  word  ;  Thy  creature,  man. 

Is  to  existence  brought ; 
Again  Thou  say'st,  '  Ye  sons  of  men, 

'  Return  ye  into  nought ! ' 

Thou  layest  them  with  all  their  cares 

In  everlasting  sleep ; 
As  with  a  flood  Thou  tak'st  them  off 

With  overwhelming  sweep. 

They  flourish  hke  the  morning  flow'r. 

In  beauty's  pride  array'd ; 
But  long  ere  night  cut  down  it  lies 
All  withei-'d  and  decay'd. 
e  u 


(     17«     ) 


TO    MISS    L- 


WITII    REATTIE  S    POEJIS    FOR    A    NEM'-YEAH  S    GIFT, 
JAN.    1,    1787. 

[The  poet  appears  to  have  sent  a  copy  of  Beattie's  Poems  from  Edinburgh  to 
the  sister  of  Major  Logan,  resident  in  Ayr,  to  whom  he  liad  addressed  a  pootieal 
epistle  on  30th  October  previous,  la  wliich  he  refers  to  Miss  Logan  as  his  ''souti- 
mental  sister  Susie."] 

Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time 
Their  annual  round  have  driv'n, 

And  you,  tho'  scarce  in  maiden  prime, 
Are  so  much  nearer  Heav'n. 

No  gifts  have  I  from  Indian  coasts 

The  infant  year  to  hail ; 
I  send  you  more  than  India  boasts 

In  Edwin's  simple  tale. 

Our  Sex  with  guile  and  faithless  lore 

Is  charg'd,  perhaps  too  true ; 
But  may,  dear  Maid,  each  Lover  prove 

An  Edwin  still  to  you. 


(   17'.'   ) 


TO    A    UAGGIS. 

[This  notoil  production  was  composed  within  a  fortnight  after  tlio  poet's 
arrival  in  EilinburKh,  and  was  printed  in  the  pages  of  the  Cahdonian  Mercury, 
December  '20th,  1780.  Hogg  assures  us  that  it  was  produced  almost  extempore, 
at  dinner,  within  the  house  of  Mr.  Amlnnv  I^rueo,  mnrcliant,  Castlchlll,  there. 

It  is  usual  to  have  this  Scotch  dish  at  the  anniversary  celebrations  of  the  poet's 
birth,  and  a  very  savoury  viand  it  is,  altliough  unsafe  to  eat  much  of.  Allan  Cunn- 
ingham t roats  of  its  component  parts  in  the  following  way : — "  '  Pray,  sir,'  said  a 
man  from  tlie  south,  '  why  do  you  boil  it  in  a  slieop's  bag ;  and.  above  all,  what  is 
it  made  oil' — 'Sir,'  answered  a  man  of  the  north,  '  wo  boil  it  in  a  sheep's  bag 
because  sucli  was  the  primitive  way  before  linen  was  invented;  and  as  fur  what 
it  is  made  ot,  I  dare  not  trust  myself  to  tell — I  can  never  name  all  the  savoury 
items  without  tears ;  and  surely  you  would  not  have  me  expose  sucli  wealcness 
in  a  public  company.' " 

Gait  records  in  his  autobiography,  that  he  sat  next  the  Dulie  of  Yorli  at  one  of 
the  poet's  anniversary  dinners,  when  his  royal  Highness  was  attracted  by  the 
savoury  steam  issuing  from  a  Scotch  haggis.  It  was  evidently  ill-made — the 
bag  dingy — altogether  an  ugly,  flabby  trencher  full  of  fat  things.  "  Pray,  what 
dish  is  tliat?"  inquired  the  Dulte.  "A  boiled  pair  of  bagpipes!"  gravely 
replied  Gait,  who  dearly  relished  a  joke  in  his  own  quiet  way.  The  dish  waa 
soon  ordered  off  the  board.] 

Fair  fa'  your  honest,  sonsie  face, 
Great  Chieftan  o'  the  Puddin-race  ! 
Aboon  them  a'  ye  tak  your  place, 

Painch,  tripe,  or  tlinirm  : 
Weel  are  ye  wordy  of  a  (jrace 

As  lang's  my  arm. 

The  groaning  trencher  there  ye  fill, 

Your  hurdles  like  a  distant  hill, 

Your  j>//t  wad  help  to  mend  a  mill  * 

In  time  o'  need, 
While  thro'  your  pores  the  dews  distil 

Like  amber  bead. 

His  knife  see  Rustic-labour  dight, 
An'  cut  you  up  wi'  ready  slight. 
Trenching  your  gushing  entrails  bright 

Like  onie  ditch ; 
And  then,  O  what  a  glorious  sight, 

Warm-reekiu,  rich ! 

Then,  horn  for  horn  they  stretch  an'  strive, 
Deil  tak  the  hindmost,  on  they  drive. 


(  1«^  ) 

Till  a'  their  weel-swall'd  kytes  belyve 

Are  bent  like  drums  ; 

Then  auld  Guidman,  maist  like  to  rive, 
Bcthankit  liuius. 


Is  there  that  owre  his  French  ragout^ 
Or  olio  that  wad  staw  a  sow, 
Or  fricassee  wad  mak  her  spew 

Wi'  perfect  sconner, 
Looks  down  wi'  sneering,  scornfu'  view 

On  sic  a  dinner  ? 


Poor  devil !  see  him  owre  his  trash, 
As  feckless  as  a  wither'd  rash, 
His  spindle  shank  a  guid  whip-lash, 

His  nieve  a  nit ; 
Thro'  bluidy  flood  or  field  to  dash, 

0  how  unfit ! 


But  mark  the  Rustic,  haggis-fed^ 

The  trembling  earth  resounds  his  tread, 

Clap  in  his  waUe  nieve  a  blade, 

He'll  mak  it  whissle  ; 
An'  legs,  an'  arms,  an'  heads  will  sued, 

Like  taps  o'  thrissle. 

Ye  Pow'rs  wha  mak  mankind  your  care, 
And  dish  them  out  their  bill  o'  fare, 
Auld  Scotland  wants  uae  skinking  ware 

That  jaups  in  luggies ; 
But,  if  you  wish  her  gratefu'  pray'r, 

U  ie  her  a  Haggis !  * 

This  stanza  was  originally  written  out  as  follows: — 

"  Vo  Pow'rs  wlia  fjio  uh  a'  that's  gude 
Still  bless  auld  Calodouia's  brood, 
Wi'  great  John  Barleycorn's  heart's  bluid 

In  stouiis  or  luKgies  ; 
And  on  oiir  boards,  that  king  o'  food, 

A  gudo  Scotch  Haggis  I  " 


(  1«1  ) 


ADDRESS  TO  EDINBURGH. 

[This  universally  admired  piece  could  not  fail  to  assist  in  giving  the  poet's  name 
a  lift  in  tliii  Scottish  capital.  He  has  omitted  to  notice  none  of  the  spocialilies 
of  which  Kdiulmrgh  is  so  justly  proud,  not  even  its  charitable  institutions  being 
passed  (n-cr  without  a  compliment.  He  enclosed  this  poem  along  with  another 
piece  unnamed,  to  Mr.  William  Chalmers,  writer,  Ayr,  so  early  as  -iith  Dec, 
1786,  thus  showing  the  rapidity  with  which  he  had  composed  it;  for  he  had  then 
been  only  three  weeks  in  the  city.  He  says,  "  I  enclose  you  two  poems,  which 
I  have  carded  and  spun  since  I  passed  Glenbuck.    One  blank  in  the  Address 

to  Edinburgh,  '  Fair  R ,'  is  heavenly  Misa  Burnet,  daughter  to  Lord  Monboddo, 

at  whose  house  I  have  had  the  honour  to  be  more  than  once.    There  has  not  been 
anything  nearly  like  her  in  all  the  combinations  of  beauty,  grace,  and  goodness 
the  Creator  has  formed,  since  Milton's  Eve  on  the  first  day  of  her  existence. 
This  beautiful  creature  died  in  1789.    We  will  afterwards  refer  to  her  in  con- 
nection with  an  Elegy  which  Burns  composed  on  the  occasion.] 

Edina!  Scotia's  darling  seat! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs, 
Where  once  beneath  a  Monarch's  feet 

Sat  Legislation's  sov'reign  pow'rs  ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatt'red  flow'rs, 

As  on  the  banks  of  Aifv  I  stray'd, 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

I  shelter  in  thy  honor'd  shade. 
Here  Wealth  still  swells  the  golden  tide, 

As  busy  Trade  his  labours  plies  ; 
There  Architecture's  noble  pride 

Bids  elegance  and  splendor  rise; 
Here  Justice,  from  her  native  skies, 

High  wields  her  balance  and  her  rod  ; 
There  Learning,  with  his  eagle  eyes. 

Seeks  Science  in  her  coy  abode. 

Thy  Sons,  Edina,  social,  kind, 

With  open  arms  the  Stranger  hail ; 
Their  views  enlarg'd,  their  lib'ral  mind, 

Above  the  narrow,  rural  vale : 
Attentive  still  to  Sorrow's  wail, 

Or  modest  Merit's  silent  claim ; 
And  never  may  their  sources  fail ! 

And  never  envy  blot  their  name ! 
Thy  Daughters  bright  thy  walks  adorn. 

Gay  as  the  gilded  summer  sky. 
Sweet  as  the  dewy,  milk-white  thorn. 

Dear  as  the  raptur'd  thrill  of  joy ! 


(  1-^^  ) 

Fair  B strikes  tli'  adoring  eye, 

Ileav'u's  beauties  ou  my  fancy  shine ; 

I  see  the  Sire  of  Love  on  high, 
And  own  his  work  indeed  divine ! 

There,  watching  high  the  least  alarms, 

Thy  rough,  rude  Fortress  gleams  afar ; 
Like  some  bold  Yet'ran,  gray  in  arms, 

And  mark'd  with  many  a  seamy  scar : 
The  pond'rous  wall  and  massy  bar. 

Grim-rising  o'er  the  rugged  rock, 
Have  oft  withstood  assailing  War, 

And  oft  reiDcll'd  th'  Invader's  shock. 

With  awe-struck  thought,  and  pitying  tears, 

I  view  that  noble,  stately  Dome, 
Where  ScoticCs  kings  of  other  years, 

Fam'd  heroes  !  had  their  royal  home  : 
Alas,  how  chang'd  the  times  to  come ! 

Their  royal  Name  low  in  the  dust ! 
Their  hapless  Race  wild-wand'ring  roam ! 

Tho'  rigid  Law  cries  out,  'twas  just! 

Wild-beats  my  heart,  to  trace  your  steps, 

Whose  ancestors,  in  days  of  yore, 
Thro'  hostile  ranks  and  ruin'd  gaps 

Old  Scutias  bloody  lion  bore : 
Ev'n  /  who  sing  in  rustic  lore. 

Haply  111]/  Sires  have  left  their  shed. 
And  fac'd  grim  Danger's  loudest  roai-, 

Bold-following  where  your  Fathers  led  ! 

Edina  !  ScoticCs  darling  seat ! 

All  hail  thy  palaces  and  tow'rs, 
Where  once,  beneath  a  Monai-ch's  feet, 

8at  Legislation's  sov'rcign  povv'rs  ! 
From  marking  wildly-scatt'red  flow'rs. 

As  on  the  l)anks  of  Ai/r  I  stray'd. 
And  singing,  lone,  the  ling'ring  hours, 

J  shelter  ill  tliy  honor'd  shade. 


SONGS. 

.lOlIN    BARLEYCORN.* 

A    BALLAD. 


[It  is  curious  that  the  poet  never  corrected  the  defective  grammar  in  the  first 
line  of  this  ballad :  his  posthumous  editors,  however,  have  almost  universally 
done  this  for  him.  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  Burns  liked  the  antique  euphony 
of  was  in  this  line,  otherwise  he  must  have  changed  it  in  the  course  of  his  various 
revisals.  Sometimes  bad  grammar  is  a  positive  beauty :  Shakespeare  indulged 
in  it ;  and  the  Ettrick  Shepherd  declared  that  his  favourite  song,  "  Meet  a  bonio 
lassie  when  the  kye  comes  hame,"  was  murdered  on  one  occasion  by  an  attempt 
to  correct  the  grammar  in  singing  it. 

The  ancient  ballad  on  which  this  is  founded  is  printed  in  Robert  Jamieson'a 
Ballads  (1806,)  taken  from  a  black-letter  copy  in  the  Pepys'  Librarj-.] 

There  was  three  kiugs  into  the  east, 

Three  kiugs  both  great  and  high, 
And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  should  die. 

They  took  a  plough  and  plough'd  him  down. 

Put  clods  upon  his  head, 
And  they  hae  sworn  a  solemn  oath 

John  Barleycorn  was  dead. 

But  the  chearful  Spring  came  kindly  ou. 

And  show'rs  began  to  fall ; 
John  Barleycorn  got  up  again, 

And  sore  surpris'd  them  all. 

The  sultry  suns  of  Summer  came, 

And  he  grew  thick  and  strong, 
His  head  weel  arm'd  wi'  pointed  spears. 

That  no  one  should  him  wrong. 


*  This  is  partly  composed  on  the  plan  of  an  old  soug  known  by  the  same  name. 
(R.  B.     1787.) 


(     184     ) 

The  sober  Autumn  enter'd  mild, 
When  he  grew  wan  and  pale ; 

His  bending  joints  and  drooping  head 
Show'd  he  began  to  fail. 

His  colour  sicken'd  more  and  more, 

He  faded  into  age ; 
And  then  his  enemies  began 

To  show  their  deadly  rage. 

They've  taen  a  weapon,  long  and  sharp, 

And  cut  him  by  the  knee ; 
Then  ty'd  him  fast  upon  a  cart, 

Like  a  rogue  for  forgerie. 

They  laid  him  down  upon  his  back. 

And  cudgell'd  him  full  sore ; 
They  hung  him  up  before  the  storm. 

And  turn'd  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

They  filled  up  a  darksome  pit 

With  water  to  the  brim. 
They  heaved  in  John  Barleycorn, 

There  let  him  sink  or  swim. 

They  laid  him  out  upon  the  floor. 

To  work  him  farther  woe, 
And  still,  as  signs  of  Hfe  appear' d, 

They  toss'd  him  to  and  fro. 

They  wasted,  o'er  a  scorching  flame, 

The  marrow  of  his  bones ; 
But  a  Miller  us'd  him  worst  of  all. 

For  he  crush'd  him  between  two  stones. 

And  they  hae  taen  his  very  heart's  blood, 
And  drank  it  round  and  round  ; 

And  still  the  more  and  more  they  drank, 
'J'lifir  iov  (lid  more  jilMuuid. 


(     185     ) 

Jolin  Barleycorn  was  a  hero  bold, 

Of  noble  enterprise, 
For  if  ye  do  but  taste  bis  blood, 

'Twill  make  your  courage  rise. 

'Twill  make  a  man  forget  his  woe ; 

'Twill  heighten  all  his  joy : 
'Twill  make  the  widow's  heart  to  slug, 

Tho'  the  tear  were  in  her  eye. 

Then  let  us  toast  John  Barleycorn, 
Each  man  a  glass  in  hand; 

And  may  his  great  posterity 
Ne'er  fail  in  old  Scotland. 


A    FRAGMENT. 

Tune — Gillicranhie. 

[This  is  a  rustic  ballad,  on  the  American  War  of  Independpnee.  whioh  tho 
poet  might  well  have  omitted  from  his  printed  works,  for  the  only  iiolire  it 
elicited  was  from  Dr.  Hugh  Blair,  who  remarked  that,  "  the  ploughman  bard's 
politics  smell  of  the  smithy."] 

When  Guilford  good  our  Pilot  stood, 

An'  did  our  hellim  thraw,  man, 
Ae  night,  at  tea,  began  a  plea, 

Within  America^  man : 
Then  up  they  gat  the  maskin-pat. 

And  in  the  sea  did  jaw,  man ; 
An'  did  nae  less,  in  full  Congress, 

Than  quite  refuse  our  law,  man. 

Then  thro'  the  lakes  Montgomery  takes, 

I  wat  he  was  na  slaw,  man ; 
Down  Lowri^s  hum  he  took  a  turn, 

And  Carleton  did  ca',  man : 
But  yet,  whatreck,  he,  at  Quebec^ 

Montgomery-like  did  fa',  man, 
Wi'  sword  in  hand,  before  his  baud, 

Amang  his  en'niies  a',  man. 


(     180     ) 

Poor  TavDaij  Gage  within  a  cage 

AVas  kept  at  Bosto)i-ha\  man  ; 
Till  Willie  Howe  took  o'er  the  knowe 

.For  Philadelphia^  man: 
Wi'  sword  an'  gun  he  thought  a  sin 

Guid  Christian  bluid  to  draw,  man ; 
But  at  New-  York,  wi'  knife  an  fork, 

Sir  Loin  he  hacked  sma',  man, 

Burgoyne  gaed  up,  hke  spur  an'  whip, 

Till  Frascr  brave  did  fa',  man  ; 
Then  lost  his  way,  ae  misty  day. 

In  Saratoga  shaw,  man. 
Cormvallis  fought  as  lang's  he  dought, 

An'  did  the  Buckskins  claw,  man ; 
But  Clintons  glaive  frae  rust  to  save 

He  hung  it  to  the  wa',  man. 

Then  Montague,  an'  Guilford  too. 

Began  to  fear  a  fa',  man ; 
And  Sackville  doure,  wha  stood  the  stoure. 

The  German  Chief  to  thraw,  man : 
For  Paddy  Burke,  like  ony  Turk, 

Nae  mercy  had  at  a',  man ; 
An'  Charlie  Fox  threw  by  the  box, 

An'  lows'd  his  tinkler  jaw,  man. 

Then  Rockingham  took  up  the  game ; 

Till  Death  did  on  him  ca',  man ; 
AYhen  Shelbiirne  meek  held  up  his  cheek. 

Conform  to  Gospel  law,  man: 
Saint  Stephen's  boys,  wi'  jarring  noise. 

They  did  his  measures  thraw,  man. 
For  North  an'  Fox  united  stocks, 

An'  bore  him  to  the  wa',  num. 

Then  Clubs  an'  Hearts  were  Charlies  cartes, 
He  swept  the  stakes  awa',  man, 

Till  the  Diamond's  Ace,  of  Indian  race, 
liCd  iiiiii  a  i^iUY  I'au.r  pa.-',  num  : 


(     1B7     ) 

The  Saxon  lads,  wi'  loud  placads, 
Ou  Chatliavis  Boi/  did  ca',  man ; 

An'  Scotland  drew  her  |)ii)e  an'  blew, 
'  Up,  Willie,  waur  them  a',  man  ! ' 

Behind  the  tlirone  then  Grenvllles  gone, 

A  secret  word  or  twa,  man  ; 
While  slee  Dundm  arous'd  the  class 

]je-north  the  Roman  wa',  mnn  : 
An'  CkatJiam's  wraith,  in  heav'nly  graith, 

(Inspired  Bardies  saw,  man) 
Wi'  kindling  eyes  cry'd,  '  Willie.,  rise ! 

'  Would  I  hae  fear'd  them  a',  man  ! ' 

But,  word  an'  blow,  Nnrtl^  Fox,  and  Co. 

Gowff'd  Willie  like  a  ba',  man. 
Till  Suthron  raise,  an'  coost  their  claise 

Behind  him  in  a  raw,  man  : 
An'  Ccdedon  threw  by  the  drone. 

An'  did  her  whittle  draw,  man  ; 
An'  swoor  fu'  rude,  thro'  dirt  an'  blood, 

To  mak  it  guid  in  law,  man. 


C     188     ) 

SONG. 
Tune — My  Nanie^  0. 

[I'his  is  noticed  by  the  author  as  having  been  composed  before  he  went  to 
Irvine,  in  his  twenty-third  year.    Be  this  as  it  may,  it  is  the  very  perfection  of  a 

rustic  love-song,  and  no  after  effort  of  his  ever  surpassed  it  in  delicacy  of  senti- 
ment, truthful  simplicity,  and  beauty  of  versification.  He  well  knew  its  merits, 
for  in  his  early  Scrap-Book,  under  date  17S4,  in  referring  to  his  own  critical 
skill  in  distinguishing  foppery  and  conceit  from  real  passion  and  nature  in  love- 
verses,  he  adds,  "  Whether  My  Xante  0  will  stand  the  test,  I  will  not  pretend 
to  say,  because  it  is  my  own ;  only,  I  can  say  it  was  at  the  time  genuine  from 
the  heart." 

Annotators  have  in  vain  puzzled  themselves  to  find  a  heroine  for  it.  No  doubt 
he  had  a  living  model,  but  it  does  not  necessarily  follow  that  hor  name  must 
have  been  Nannie.  The  air  is  one  of  the  divinest  of  Scotland's  melodies,  and  the 
name  "  Nanie,  O  "  being  identified  with  it,  no  versifier  of  taste  would  over  dream 
of  composing  words  for  it  which  closed  otherwise  than  with  the  familiar  refrain. 
Allan  Cunningham  and  othci-s,  from  a  misreading  of  the  construction  of  the 
opening  stanza,  have  set  it  down  as  evident  that  the  Nannie  of  Burns  must  have 
dwelt  in  Cai-rick,  where  the  Girvan  and  the  Slinehar  flow  through  moors  and 
mosses :  even  Mrs.  Begg  suggested  Peggy  Thomson  of  Kirkoswald,  as  the 
charming  inspirer;  but  when  the  poet,  in  tlio  7th  and  8th  lines,  says — 
"  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  I'll  steal, 
An'  owro  the  hill  to  Nanie  O," 
he  is  not  referring  to  the  "  hills "  of  the  opening  line  of  the  song.  It  is  the 
"wintry  sun"  and  not  the  lover  who  closes  the  day  "behind  yon  hills  where 
Stinchar  flows."  In  short,  the  young  ploughman  lover,  at  the  close  of  the  brief 
winter's  day,  sees  from  Lochlea,  the  sun  set  behind  the  Carriek  hills,  and  this  i3 
his  signal  to  don  his  plaid  and  steal  out  to  his  tryste  with  Nannie.  ] 

Behind  yon  bills  where  Stiachar  flows,* 
'Mang  moors  an'  mosses  many,  O, 

The  wintry  sun  the  day  has  clos'tl, 
And  I'll  awa  to  Nanie,  0. 

The  wesUiu  wind  blaws  loud  an'  sliill ; 

The  night's  baith  mirk  and  rainy,  O  ; 
But  I'll  get  my  plaid  an'  out  I'll  steal. 

An'  owre  the  hill  to  Nanie,  0. 

My  Nanie's  charming,  sweet  an'  young ; 

Nae  artfu'  wiles  to  win  ye,  O : 
May  ill  befa'  the  flattering  tongue 

That  wad  beguile  my  Nanie,  0. 


*  In  1792,  the  poet  gave  George  Thomson  liberty  to  adopt  this  song  in  hiB 
collection,  and  to  alter  the  name  of  the  river  to  Lugar  for  the  sake  of  euphony; 
observing,  at  same  time,  that  Git-mn  would  better  suit  the  idea  intended. 


(     189     ) 

Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true, 
As  spotless  as  she's  bonie,  0 ; 

The  op'ning  gowan,  wat  wi'  dew, 
Nae  purer  is  than  Nanie,  0. 

A  country  lad  is  my  degree. 

An'  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O ; 

But  what  care  I  how  few  they  be, 
I'm  welcome  ay  to  Nanie,  O. 

My  riches  a's  my  penny-fee, 
An'  1  maun  guide  it  cannie,  0  ; 

But  warl's  gear  ne'er  troubles  me, 
My  thoughts  are  a',  my  Nanie,  0. 

Our  auld  Guidman  dehghts  to  view 
His  sheep  an'  kye  thrive  bonie,  0  : 

But  I'm  as  blythe  that  bauds  his  pleugh, 
An'  has  nae  care  but  Nanie,  0. 

Come  weel  come  woe,  I  care  na  by. 

I'll  tak  what  Heav'n  will  sen'  me,  0 : 
Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 

But  live,  au'  love  my  Nanie,  0. 


(     I'-'o    ) 
GREEN  GROW  THE  RASHES. 

A    FRAGMENT. 

f  rhis  is  one  of  the  most  characteristic  of  all  Burns'  songs,  althouRh  one  of  his 
earliest.  In  Au<;ust,  1784,  he  sets  it  down  iu  his  Commonplace-Booli,  with  some 
ni ml )ling  remarks  on  "the  various  species  of  young  men,"  whom  lie  divides 
into  two  classes — "the  grave  and  the  merry."  The  former  he  reckons  to  be 
tliiisc  who  are  either  "goaded  on  by  the  love  of  money,"  or  else  "whose 
diirliiig  wish  it  is  to  make  a  figure  in  the  world,"  and  the  latter  he  notes  as 
'•  the  jovial  lads,  who  have  too  much  Are  and  spirit  to  have  any  settled  nile  of 
aL'tion,  but  without  much  deliberation  follow  the  strong  impulses  of  nature." 

"  I  do  not  see,"  he  adds,  "  that  the  turn  of  mind  and  pursuits  of  such  a  one  as 
the  following  verses  describe, — who  steals  through  the  vale  of  life,  amusing 
himself  with  every  little  flower  that  fortune  throws  in  his  way,  is,  in  the  least, 
more  inimical  to  the  sacred  interests  of  piety  and  virtue :  I  do  not  see  but  he 
may  gain  heaven  as  well  as  he  who,  straining  straiglit  forward,  and  perhaps 
bespattering  all  about  him,  gains  some  of  life's  little  eminences,  where,  after  all, 
he  can  only  see  and  be  seen  a  little  more  conspicuously  than  he  whom,  in  the  pride 
of  his  heart,  he  is  apt  to  term  the  poor,  indolent  devil  he  has  left  behind  him."] 

CHORUS. 

Green  groiv  the  rashes,  0 ; 
Green  grow  the  rashes,  0 ; 
The  sweetest  hours  that  e'er  I  spend* 
Are  spent  amang  the  lasses,  0. 

There's  nouQ:ht  but  care  on  ev'ry  haa', 

In  ev'ry  hour  that  passes,  0 : 
What  signifies  the  hfe  o'  man, 

An'  'twere  na  for  the  lasses,  0. 

Green  grow,  &c. 

The  wavly  race  may  riches  chase, 
An'  riches  still  may  fly  them,  0 ; 

An'  tho'  at  last  they  catch  them  fast, 
Their  hearts  can  ne'er  enjoy  them,  O. 
Green  grow,  &c. 

But  g'ie  me  a  canny  hour  at  e'en, 

My  arms  about  my  Dearie,  O; 
An'  warly  cares,  an'  warly  men, 

May  a'  gae  tapsalteerie,  O  ! 

Green  grow,  &c. 

•  Altered,  in  1793,  to  "  spent,"  which  necessarily  involves  another  change  iu 
next  line:  "Are"  must  then  be  "Were." 


(  101  ) 

For  you  sae  douse,  ye  sneer  at  this, 
Ye're  non<ijht  but  senseless  asses,  0  : 

TLa  wisest  Man  the  warl'  saw,* 
]  [e  dearly  lov'd  the  lasses,  O. 

Green  grow,  &c. 

[Anld  Nature  swears,  the  lovely  Dears 
Her  noblest  work  she  classes,  0, 

Her  prentice  han'  she  try'd  on  man. 
An'  then  she  made  the  lasses,  0. 

Green  groic,  &c.] 

[N.B. — This  verse  is  not  contained  in  the  copy  inserted  in  the  poet's  Hrst 
commonplace  boolj ;  therefore,  the  presumption  is  that  he  added  that  crowniug 
stanza  while  in  Edinburgh.] 


SONG. 

Tune — Jockeys  Gray  Breeks. 

[This  (leaving  out  the  absurd  chorus)  is  a  very  exquisite  production,  and  seems 
to  point  to  the  jjeriod  when  Tlie  Lament,  Despondency,  and  Ode  to  Ruin  were  com- 
posed. The  similarity  between  the  sixth  verse  and  a  well-known  passage  in  the 
Mountain -Daisy  is  very  noticeable ;  and  a  like  similarity  between  the  two  closing 
lines  of  the  preceding  verse  and  a  passage  in  Gray's  Elegy  is  also  apparent: — 
"  One  morn  I  miss'd  him  on  the  custom'd  hill." 

"  Oft  have  we  seen  him,  at  the  peep  of  dawn, 
Brushing,  with  hasty  steps,  the  dew  away."] 

Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees 

Her  robe  assume  its  vernal  hues. 

Her  leafy  locks  wave  in  the  1)reeze 
All  freshly  steep'd  in  morning  dews. 

CHORUS,  f 

Ajid  maim  I  still  on  Menie  \  doaf, 
And  hear  the  scorn  that's  in  her  e'e! 

For  its  jet,  jet  black,  an'  it's  like  a  haivk, 
An'  it  winna  let  a  body  be  !  § 

*  In  1794,  the  author  changed  this  to  "  warl'  e'er  saw." 

t  This  Chorus  is  part  of  a  song  composed  by  a  gentleman  in  Edinburgh,  a 
particular  friend  of  the  Author's. — (R.  B.    1787.) 

t  ;l/c«i«  is  the  common  abbreviation  of  J/«riVr»i7(c. — (R.  B.     1787.) 

§  This,  beyond  all  the  songs  of  Bums,  is  spoiled  liy  the  chorus  :  and  the  best  of 
it  is.  he  tells  us  that  the  chorus  is  not  his  own,  but  put  in  to  gratify  a  friend. 


(     102     ) 

In  vain  to  me  the  cowslips  blaw, 
In  vain  to  me  the  vi'lcts  spring  ; 

In  vain  to  me,  in  glen  or  shaw, 
The  mavis  and  the  lintwhite  sinff. 


The  merry  Ploughboy  cheers  his  team, 
Wi'  joy  the  teutie  Seedsman  stalks, 

But  life  to  me's  a  weary  dream, 
A  dream  of  ane  that  never  wauks. 


The  wanton  coot  the  water  skims, 
Amang  the  reeds  the  ducklings  cry, 

The  stately  swan  majestic  swims. 
And  ev'ry  thing  is  blest  but  I. 

The  Sheep-herd  steeks  his  faulding  slap, 
And  owre  the  moorlands  whistles  shill, 

Wi'  wild,  unequal,  wand'ring  step 
I  meet  him  on  the  dewy  hill. 

And  when  the  lark,  'tween  light  and  dark, 
Blythe  waukens  by  the  daisy's  side. 

And  mounts  and  sings  on  flittering  wings, 
A  woe-worn  ghaist  I  hameward  glide. 


Come  Winter,  with  thine  angry  howl. 
And  raging  bend  the  naked  tree ; 

Thy  gloom  will  soothe  my  chearless  soul, 
When  Nature  all  is  sad  like  me ! 


The  editor  is  much  inclined  to  suspect  that  the  chorus  objected  to  for  its 
diBturbiiig  effect,  was  really  a  portion  of  another  song  by  nurns  himself 
referring;  to  Jean  Armour,  and  that  the  flrst  line  of  the  chorus  was  originally 
"  And  maun  I  still  on  Joauio  doat  ?  "  In  all  iloscriptions  given  of  Mrs.  Burns' 
personal  appearance,  her  blactk  eyes  seem  to  have  been  the  distinguishing 
features.  Her  lips  were  thin,  and  the  mouth  not  tlnely  formed ;  yet  the  partial 
lover  Bung  of  her  "  Tempting  lips,  and  roguish  een." 


(  li'a  ) 

SONG. 
Tune — Roslin  Castle. 

[Professor  Walker,  who  was  introduced  to  Bums  In  Edinburgh  shortly  after 
his  arrival  there,  at  the  close  of  the  year  1786,  says,  "I  requested  him  to  com- 
municate some  of  his  unpublished  poems,  and  he  recited  Ids  farewell  song  to 
the  Banks  of  Ayr,  introducing  it  with  a  description  of  the  circumstances  in 
which  it  had  been  composed, -more  striking  than  the  poem  itself.  He  had  left  Dr. 
Lawrie's  famil}',  after  a  visit  which  ho  expected  to  be  the  last,  and  on  his  way 
home  had  to  cross  a  wide  stretch  of  solitarj'  moor.  His  mind  was  strongly 
affected  by  parting  for  over  with  a  scene  where  he  had  tasted  so  much  elegant 
and  social  pleasure ;  and,  depressed  by  the  contrasted  gloom  of  his  prospects, 
the  aspect  of  nature  harmonized  with  his  feelings.  It  was  a  lowering  and  heavy 
evening  in  the  end  of  autumn :  the  wind  was  up,  and  whistled  through  the  rushes 
and  long  spear-grass,  which  bent  before  it :  the  clouds  were  driving  across  the 
sky ;  and  cold,  pelting  showers  at  interi-als,  added  discomfort  of  body  to  oheer- 
lessness  of  mind.  Under  these  circumstances,  and  in  this  frame  of  mind,  Burns 
composed  his  poem."] 

The  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  fast, 
Loud  roars  the  wild,  inconstant  blast, 
Yon  murky  cloud  is  foul  with  rain, 
I  see  it  driving  o'er  the  plain ; 
The  Hunter  now  has  left  the  moor, 
The  scatt'red  coveys  meet  secure, 
While  here  I  wander,  pressed  with  care. 
Along  the  lonely  banks  of  Ayr. 

The  Autumn  mourns  her  rip'ning  corn 
By  early  Winter's  ravage  torn ; 
Across  her  placid,  azure  sky, 
She  sees  the  scowling  tempest  fly  : 
Chill  runs  my  blood  to  hear  it  rave, 
I  think  upon  the  stormy  wave, 
Where  many  a  danger  I  must  dare. 
Far  from  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr, 

'Tis  not  the  surging  billows  roar, 
'Tis  not  that  fatal,  deadly  shore ; 
Tho'  Death  in  ev'ry  shape  appear, 
The  Wretched  have  no  more  to  fear : 
But  round  my  heart  the  ties  are  bound. 
That  heart  transpierc'd  with  many  a  wound ; 
These  bleed  afresh,  those  ties  I  tear. 
To  leave  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr. 
e  N 


(  liH  ) 

Farewell,  old  Collars  bills  and  dales, 
Tier  heathy  moors  and  winihng  vales; 
The  scenes  where  wretched  Fancy  roves, 
Pursuing  past,  unhappy  loves  ! 
Farewell,  ray  friends  !  farewell,  my  foes ! 
My  peace  with  these,  my  love  with  those- 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare, 
Farewell,  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr ! 


SONG. 
Tune — Prepare^  my  clear  brethren^  to  the  tavern  let's  jly^  &c. 


[This  is  uot  a  happy  production,  altboush,  doubtless,  It  would  pass  very  well 
among  his  youthful  companions  at  Tarbolton,  when  the  table  was  in  a  roar,  after 
a  Lodge  Meeting.  It  looks  more  like  an  attempted  imitation  of  an  English  song, 
than  a  spontaneous  burst  of  the  authors  genius.  He  tells  us  that  a  Collection  of 
English  Songs  was  his  vade  mecwn  wherever  he  went,  and  in  a  standard  Collec- 
tion, dating  from  the  year  1751,  called  "  Yair's  Charmer,"  we  find  (at  page  293, 
Vol.  I.)  a  song  which  very  likely  was  in  Burns'  eye  as  a  model.  We  also  see  a 
trace  of  the  same  model  in  one  of  the  last  songs  he  ever  composed — the  one 
beginning,  "  Awa'  wi'  your  witchcraft."    Take  the  following  sample: — 

"  My  Chloe  had  dimples  and  smiles  I  must  own, 
But  tho'  she  could  smile,  yet  in  truth  she  could  frown; 
But  tell  me,  ye  lovers  of  liquor  divine, 
Did  you  e'er  see  a  frown  in  a  bumper  of  wine  ? 

Her  lilies  and  roses  were  just  in  their  prime, 
Yet  lilies  and  roses  are  conquered  by  time ; 
But  in  wine,  from  its  age  such  a  benefit  flows, 
That  we  like  it  the  better,  the  older  it  grows. 

She,  too,  might  have  poison'd  tho  joy  of  my  life 
"With  nurses  and  babies,  and  squalling  and  strife; 
But  my  wine  neither  nurses  nor  babies  can  bring — 
And  a  big-bellied  bottle's  a  mighty  good  thing."] 

No  Churchman  am  I  for  to  rail  and  to  write, 
No  Statesman  nor  Soldier  to  plot  or  to  fight. 
No  sly  man  of  business  contriving  a  snare. 
For  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  the  whole  of  my  care. 

The  Peer  I  don't  envy,  I  give  him  his  bow ; 

I  scorn  not  the  Peasant,  tho'  ever  so  low; 

But  a  club  of  good  fellows,  like  those  that  are  there. 

And  a  bottle  like  this,  are  my  glory  and  rare. 


(     195     ) 

Here  passes  the  Squire  on  his  brother — liis  horse ; 
There  Centum  per  Centum,  the  Cit  with  his  purse ; 
But  see  you  the  Crown  how  it  waves  in  the  air, 
There  a  big-belly'd  bottle  still  eases  my  care. 

The  wife  of  my  bosom,  alas !  she  did  the ; 
For  sweet  consolation  to  church  1  did  fly ; 
I  found  that  old  Solomon  proved  it  fair. 
That  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  cure  for  all  care. 

I  once  was  persuaded  a  venture  to  make ; 
A  letter  iuform'd  me  that  all  was  to  wreck ; 
But  the  pursy  old  landlord  just  waddl'd  up  stairs, 
With  a  glorious  bottle  that  ended  my  cares. 

'  Life's  cares  they  are  comforts '  * — a  maxim  laid  down 
By  the  Bard,  what  d'ye  call  him,  that  wore  the  black  gown ; 
And  faith  I  agree  with  th'  old  prig  to  a  hair; 
For  a  big-belly'd  bottle's  a  heav'n  of  a  care. 

A  Stanza  added  in  a  Mason  Lodge : 

Then  fill  up  a  bumper  and  make  it  o'erflow, 
And  honours  masonic  prepare  for  to  throw ; 
May  ev'ry  true  Brother  of  th'  Compass  and  Square 
Have  a  big-belly'd  bottle  when  pressed  f  with  care. 

*  Young's  Night  Thoughts.— (E.  B.    1787.)       t  Altered,  in  1793,  to  "  harassed.' 


THE    FOREGOING    SONG    CLOSES     THE     LIST    OF     PIECES    ADDED    IN 
THE    AUTHOR'S    SECOND    EDITION. 


CONCLUDING    NOTE    ON    EDINBURGH    EDITION. 

(UURNS'    FIRST    WINTER   IN   THE    CITV.) 


We  have  some  reason  to  think  that  Tuesday,  5th  December,  17SG,  was  the 
date  of  the  poet's  arrival  in  Edinburgh,  notwithstanding  Dr.  Chambers  makes  it 
a  week  earlier.  Ho  was  still  in  Mauchlino  on  20th  November.  On  18th  Novem- 
ber, he  says  in  a  note  to  Kobert  Muir,  "  I  am  thinking  for  my  Edinburgh 
expedition  on  Monday  or  Tuesday  se'night,  for  pos."— (27th  and  28th  Nov.) 
We  know  that  he  left  AjTshire  by  way  of  Muirkirk,  and  spent  some  time  with 
his  friends  on  the  road ;  and  his  letter  to  Ballantyne  from  Edinburgh,  dated 
Wednesday,  13th  December,  1786,  distinctly  says,  "  I  arrived  here  on  Tuesday 
was  se"night,"— which  should  mean  the  5th.  On  the  Gth,  he  may  have  written 
his  (undated)  published  letter  to  Mr.  Dalrympie  of  Orangefleld,  wherein  he  says, 
"  The  noble  Earl  of  Glencairn  took  me  by  the  hand  to-daij,"  <S:c.  On  the  7th,  he 
wrote  to  Gavin  Hamilton,  in  which  letter  ho  says,  "  My  Lord  Glencairn  and  the 
Dean  of  Faculty,  Mr.  Erskine,  have  taken  me  under  their  wing.  My  subscription 
bills  come  out  to-morrow."  These  letters  disprove  the  statement  quoted  by 
Chambers  from  the  little  masonic  brochure,  called  A  Winter  with  Robert  Burns, 
that  the  poet,  on  the  evening  of  the  7th,  attended  at  a  meeting  of  the  Canongate 
Kilwinning  Lodge,  and  was  there  introduced  by  Mr.  Dalrj-mple  to  the  Past- 
Master,  the  Honourable  Harry  Erskine,  and  also  to  Lord  Glencairn.  Indeed, 
there  is  not  a  shadow  of  evidence  in  the  minutes  of  that  Lodge  to  show  that 
Burns  was  ever  within  its  walls  till  1st  Feb.,  1787,  on  which  occasion  he  was 
"  unanimously  assumed  a  member  of  that  Lodge."  Another  meeting  (the  last 
of  the  season)  was  held  on  1st  March,  at  which  Burns  is  said  to  have  been 
present,  and  to  have  been  formally  inaugurated  as  Poet-Laureate  of  that  Lodge; 
but  there  is  no  record  of  all  this  in  the  minutes  of  the  Lodge,  and,  consequently, 
Mr.  Stewart  Watson's  well-known  picture  of  that  spectacle  may  bo  no  more 
than  a  piece  of  innocent  mythology. 

At  same  time,  in  endeavouring  to  fix  the  precise  date  of  the  poet's  arrival  in 
Edinburgh,  let  us  admit  that  he  may,  in  announcing  to  Ballantyne  on  13th  Doc. 
the  fact  of  his  having  arrived  "  on  Tuesday  was  se'night,"  have  meant  Tuesday,  a 
fortnight  past ;  and  it  is  not  inconsistent  with  probability  that  Burns  may  have 
left  Mossgiol  early  on  the  morning  of  Monday,  27th  November,  on  horseback — 
slept  the  first  night  at  Covington  Mains,  near  Biggar,  and  reached  Edinburgh  on 
the  evening  of  tho  2Sth.  By  adopting  this  view,  we  allow  the  poet  more  time 
to  see  Mr.  Dalrj-niple — carry  his  letter  of  introduction  to  Lord  Glencairn.  and 
obtain  that  nobleman's  influence  with  the  gentlemen  of  the  Caledonian  Hunt, 
referred  to  in  his  letter,  of  7th  December,  to  Hamilton. 


SONGS  PRODUCED  liY  BURNS, 

IN     TllK    KIllST    KOUK    VOI.UMKS    OF    "JOHNSON'S    SCOTS    MUSICAL    lltSKUM,' 

FROM  22nd  may,  1787,  TO  13th  AUGUST,  1792. 


INTRODUCTORY     NOTE, 


Our  poet,  during  the  spring  of  1787,  while  engaged  with  his  own  Second 
Edition,  appears  to  have  been  introduced  to  Mr.  James  Johnson,  music-engraver 
In  Edinburgh,  by  Mr.  Wm.  Dunbar,  W.S.,  styled,  "  Colonel  of  the  Orochallan 
Fencibles."  Among  the  last  letters  that  Burns  over  penned,  was  one  to  Mr. 
Johnson,  in  which  he  says,  "  Your  work  is  a  great  one,  and  though,  now  that  it 
is  nearly  finished,  I  see,  if  we  were  to  begin  again,  two  or  three  things  that 
might  be  mended,  yet  I  will  venture  to  prophesy,  that  to  future  ages,  your 
publication  will  be  the  text-book  and  standard  of  Scottish  song  and  music."  So 
early  as  4th  May,  1787,  the  poet  addressed  a  letter  to  Johnson,  before  leaving 
Edinburgh,  in  which  are  these  words,  "Farewell,  my  dear  Sir!  Had  my 
acquaintance  with  you  been  a  little  older,  I  would  have  asked  the  favour  of 
your  correspondence,  as  I  have  met  with  few  people  whose  company  and  con- 
versation gave  me  so  much  pleasure;  because  I  have  met  with  few  whose 
sentiments  are  so  congenial  to  my  own." 

Mr.  David  Laing,  In  his  preface  to  the  edition  of  Johnson's  'Work,  produced 
under  his  superintendence  in  1839,  remarks  as  follows: — "The  Musical  Museum 
was  a  work  so  congenial  to  the  poet's  mind,  that  it  evidently  had  a  decided  effect 
in  directing  his  efforts  more  exclusively  to  song-writing.  Burns,  from  the  period 
of  his  acquaintance  with  Johnson,  ought  to  be  considered  not  merely  as  a 
contributor,  but  as  the  proper  and  efQcient  editor  of  the  work.  He  not  only 
contributed  a  large  number  of  original  songs,  expressly  written  for  it,  but  he 
applied  to  every  person  likely  to  render  assistance,  and  while  visiting  different 
parts  of  the  country,  diligently  gleaned  fragments  of  old  songs,  hitherto 
unpublished,  which  he  completed  virith  additional  lines  or  stanzas  as  might  be 
required." 

In  a  letter  from  the  poet  to  Wm.  Dunhar  (7th  April,  1788),  occurs  the  follow- 
ing passage  referring  to  Johnson's  work : — "  When  I  meet  with  an  old  Scots 
air  that  has  any  facetious  idea  in  its  name,  I  have  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  follow- 
ing out  that  idea  for  a  verse  or  two."  This  observation  of  the  bard  throws 
light  on  many  "  snatches  of  song  "  found  intermixed  with  the  lyrics  furnished 
by  him  for  that  work,  and  now  laid  before  the  reader  in  the  same  order  in  which 
they  were  originally  given  to  the  world. 
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It  may  be  as  well  here  to  indicate  upon  what  authority  several  songs  and  lyrical 
fragments,  which  appear  in  the  Museum  without  any  distinguishing  mark,  are 
attributed  to  Burns,  and  included  among  his  acknowledged  productions. 

The  poet,  in  one  of  his  letters,  says — "The  songs  marked  Z  in  the  Museum,  I 
have  given  to  the  world  as  old  verses  to  their  respective  tunes ;  but,  in  fact, 
little  more  than  the  chorus,  of  a  good  many  of  them,  is  ancient,  though  there  is 
no  reason  for  telling  everybody  this  piece  of  intelligence."  A  much  more 
definite  guidance  than  this  however,  is  supplied  to  us  in  the  many  interesting 
notes  on  Scottish  Song  which  the  poet  inserted  in  an  interleaved  copy 
of  the  first  four  volumes  of  the  Museum,  which  belonged  to  his  friend 
Captain  Eiddel  of  Glenriddel,  and  in  the  course  of  these  remarks  he  generally 
noted  what  anonjonous  songs  and  additions  to  lyrics,  there  printed,  had  been 
composed  by  himself.  Where  that  source  of  information  stops  short,  we  farther 
have  the  authority  of  Mr.  Wm.  Stenhouso  for  attaching  Burns'  name  to  several 
pieces  and  snatches  of  song  scattered  throughout  the  Museum,  that  had  been 
otherwise  unacknowledged.  Mr.  Stenhouse,  who  was  an  accountant  in  Edin- 
burgh, and  compiler  of  a  set  of  Tables  of  Interest  and  Exchange,  still  highly 
valued,  was  an  enthusiast  in  Scottish  music,  and  a  personal  friend  of  Johnson 
the  publisher  of  the  Museum,  and  of  Clarke  the  organist,  who  harmonized  the 
airs  in  that  work.  Johnson  died  in  1811,  and  a  few  years  thereafter,  the  whole 
of  the  music-plates  of  the  Museum,  and  the  manuscripts  and  copy  connected 
therewith,  were  pur(?liased  from  his  widow  by  Mr.  Wm.  Blackwood,  bookseller 
who  engaged  Mr.  Stenhouso  to  supply  elaborate  notes  and  illustrations  for  a 
new  edition  of  Johnson's  work.  These  interesting  notes  were  in  tj'pe  in  1821, 
but  from  some  unexplained  cause,  the  publication  of  the  work  was  delayed  for 
several  years,  (Mr  Stenhouse  having  meanwhile  died  in  1827.)  In  1839,  however, 
the  new  edition  of  Johnson  was  published  by  William  Blackwood  &  Sons,  and 
besides  containing  all  Mr.  Stenhouse's  illustrations,  it  was  further  enriched  by 
notes,  preface,  and  introduction  by  Mr.  David  Laing,  assisted  by  Mr.  C.  K. 
Sharpe,  a  distinguished  connoisseur  in  such  matters. 
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YOUNG  PEGGY. 

Tune — Loch   Eroch-side. 


[This  stands  No.  78  in  the  work,  with  Burns'  name  attached,  immediately 
preceded  by  another  song  of  his — Green  Grow  the  Rashes — already  given  at  page 
190.  This  is  a  very  beautiful  lyric,  and  has  a  remarkable  history  attached  to  it. 
Miss  Peggy  Kennedy,  was  the  daughter  of  a  landed  proprietor  in  Carrick,  to 
whom  the  poet  was  introduced  while  she  was  on  a  visit  to  a  friend  in  Mauchline, 
during  the  autumn  of  178.5.  She  was  then  a  blooming  girl  of  17,  and  appeared 
to  be  the  betrothed  bride  of  Captain  Maxwell,  the  youthful  representative  of  the 
oldest  and  richest  family  in  Galloway.  Burns,  in  the  warmth  of  Ids  admiration, 
addressed  a  respectful  letter  to  her  enclosing  the  present  song,  "  as  a  small 
though  grateful  tribute  for  the  honour  of  her  acquaintance."  But,  alas !  the 
poet's  prayer  that  the  "  Pow'rs  of  Honor,  Love,  and  Truth  "  might  defend  her 
from  every  ill.  was  not  to  be  realized.  Cunningham  tells  us  that  '■  tliis  beautiful 
and  accomplished  creature  fell  a  victim  to  her  passion  for  M'Douall  of  Logan." 
It  was  about  the  time  of  the  poet's  leaving  Ayrshire  for  Edinburgh,  at  the  close 
of  autumn,  1786,  that  the  sad  storj'  of  this  hapless  daughter  of  beauty  began  to 
be  talked  of ;  and  ere  he  reached  the  metropolis,  he  seems  to  have  composed,  in 
reference  to  her  fate,  his  never-dying  lyric,  Ve  Banks  and  Braes  o  Bonie  Doon.} 

Young  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass, 

Her  blush  is  like  the  morning, 
The  rosy  dawn,  the  springing  grass, 

With  early  gems  adorning : 
Her  eyes  outshine  the  radiant  beams 

That  gild  the  passing  shower, 
And  glitter  o'er  the  crystal  streams. 

And  cheer  each  fresh'ning  flower. 


Her  lips  more  than  the  cherries  bright, 

A  richer  die  has  grac'd  them; 
They  charm  th'  admiring  gazer's  sight 

And  sweetly  tempt  to  taste  them  : 
Her  smile  is  as  the  ev'ning  mild, 

When  feather'd  pairs  are  courting, 
And  little  lambkins  wanton  wild, 

Tn  playful  bauds  disporting. 
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Were  Fortune  lovely  Peggy's  foe, 

Such  sweetness  would  relent  her, 
As  blooming  spring  unbends  the  brow 

Of  surly,  savage  winter. 
Detraction's  eye  no  aim  can  gain 

Her  winning  pow'rs  to  lessen ; 
And  fretful  Envy  grins  in  vain, 

The  poison'd  tooth  to  fasten. 

Ye  Pow'rs  of  Honor,  Love  and  Truth, 

From  ev'ry  ill  defend  her ; 
Inspire  the  highly -favor'd  Youth 

The  destinies  intend  her ; 
Still  fan  the  sweet  connubial  flame 
.  Responsive  in  each  bosom ; 
And  bless  the  dear  parental  name 

With  many  a  filial  blossom. 
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THE  JOYFUL  WIDOWER. 

Tune — Maggy  Lauder. 

[This  Is  song  9S  In  Johnson.    No  author's  name  is  attached  to  it,  and  no  one, 
from  internal  evidence,  could  ever  judge  it  to  be  the  work  of  Burns;   but  it 
would  seem  that  the  verses  were  furnished  by  our  poet,  and  that  the  MS.  is  still 
in  existence.    Mr.  Stenhouse  explicitly  tells  us  that  it  is  the  work  of  Burns.    _  ^ 
There  is  a  verse   on  the  same   subject,   and  similarly  treated,  in  "Yairs 
Charmer"  (1751,  Vol.  I.,)  with  Charles  Coffee's  name  atUched;— 
"  Ye  gods,  you  gave  to  me  a  wife. 
Out  of  your  grace  and  favour, 
To  be  the  comfort  of  my  life, 

And  I  was  glad  to  have  her : 

But  if  your  providence  divine. 

For  greater  bliss  design  her. 

To  obey  your  will,  at  any  time, 

I'm  ready  to  resign  her !  "] 

I  MARRIED  with  a  scolding  wife 

The  fourteenth  of  November ; 
She  made  me  weary  of  my  hfe, 

By  one  unruly  member. 
Long  did  I  bear  the  heavy  yoke, 

And  many  griefs  attended ; 
But,  to  my  comfort  be  it  spoke, 

Now,  now  her  life  is  ended. 

We  liv'd  full  one-and-twenty  years, 

A  man  and  wife  together ; 
At  length  from  me  her  course  she  steer'd, 

And  gone  I  know  not  whither : 
Would  I  could  guess,  I  do  profess, 

I  speak  and  do  not  flatter. 
Of  all  the  women  in  the  world, 

I  never  would  come  at  her. 

Her  body  is  bestowed  well, 

A  handsome  grave  does  hide  her ; 
But  sure  her  soul  is  not  in  hell, 

The  deil  would  ne'er  abide  her. 
I  rather  think  she  is  aloft, 

And  imitating  thunder, 
For  why, — methinks  I  hear  her  voice 

Tearing  the  clouds  a.sunder. 
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BONIE  DUNDEE. 

[Theso  euphonious  words  suggest  more  than  any  actual  view  of  that  hive  of 
industry  itself  could  do,  seen  from  any  point  of  the  compass.  Thoughts  of  old 
l)allad-poetry  and  primitive  melody  are  wakened  up  thereby;  indeed,  in  the 
whole  catalogue  of  Scottish  airs,  there  is  not  one  more  doliciously  Uowing  than 
that  of  Bonie  Dundee — not  the  tune  to  which  Sir  Walter  Scott's  Bonnets  of  lionie 
Dundee  is  sung — an  excellent  air  too,  yet  modern,  hut  the  line  old  melody  which 
was  selected  by  Hector  M'N'eil  for  his  ballad,  Mnry  of  Casllecary,  so  frequently 
l)roducpd  in  popular  concerts  even  yet.  Burns  was  much  attached  to  this  tune, 
and  while  at  the  convivial  board  of  an  early  Edinburgh  associate,  Mr.  Eobert 
Cleghorn,  farmer,  Saughton  Mills,  in  the  spring  of  1787,  ho  hoard  the  old  song 
warbled  in  such  a  stylo  that  he  regretted  the  want  of  more  suitable  words,  so  he 
took  an  early  opportunity  to  construct  the  following  sweet  verses,  in  which  tho 
opening  four  lines  of  the  original  ballad  are  preserved.  Ho  enclosed  the  song 
to  Cleghorn,  with  the  following  note : — "  Dear  Cleghorn,— You  wiU  see  by  the 
above  that  I  have  added  a  stanza  to  Bonie  Dundee.  If  you  think  it  will  do,  you 
may  set  it  agoing 

'  Upon  a  ten-string'd  instrument,  and  on  the  Psaltery."  "] 

0  AvnAR  did  ye  get  that  hauver-meal  bannock  ?  * 
O  silly  blind  body,  O  dinna  ye  see ; 

1  gat  it  frae  a  young  brisk  Sodger  Laddie, 

Between  Saint  Johnston  and  bonie  Dundee. 
0  gin  I  saw  the  laddie  that  gae  me't ! 

Aft  has  he  doudl'd  me  up  on  his  knee ; 
May  Heaven  protect  my  l)onie  Scots  laddie, 

And  send  him  safe  hame  to  his  babie  and  me ! 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  sweet,  wee  hppie ! 

My  blessin's  upon  thy  ])onie  e'e  brie ! 
Thy  smiles  are  sae  like  my  blythe  Sodger  laddie, 

Thou's  ay  the  dearer,  and  dearer  to  me ! 
But  I'll  big  a  bow'r  on  yon  bonie  banks, 

Whare  Tay  rins  wimplin  by  sae  clear ; 
And  I'll  cleetl  thee  in  the  tartan  sae  fine. 

And  mak  thee  a  man  like  thy  daddie  dear. 

*  In  tho  Burns  Monument  at  Edinburgh  is  preserved  a  letter  addressed  to 
Burns  by  the  Earl  of  Buchan  on  1st  February,  1787.  On  the  fly  leaf  the 
poet  has  scrawled  in  pencil  (from  Clcghorn's  singing,  we  presume),  the 
first  eight  lines  of  tho  song.    The  first  verse  varies  thus : — 

"  O  whar  gat  ye  that  happor-meal  bannock  ?" 


SONGS  PRODUCED  IN  VOL.  II,  OF  "MUSICAL  MUSEUM,"  FEB,  14,  1788. 


It  may  be  notnd  here,  that  the  spirited  Preface  to  Vol.  II.  of  tho  Miixeum  dated 
March  1,  17S8,  bears  evident  marlvs  of  Bums'  hand.  NotwithBt.aiiding  that 
date,  howevpr,  the  poet  on  lltli  Feb.,  1788,  forwarded  a  copy  to  the  Rev. 
John  Sliinner,  and  iu  his  accompanjing  letter  he  says — "  Tlie  2nd  vohune 
of  the  sotiga  I  mentioned  to  you  in  my  last  is  pu))lished  to-day.  I  send  you 
a  copy,"  &c. 


TO  THE  WEAVERS  GIN  YE  GO. 

[This  is  No.  103  of  Johnson,  without  indication  of  authorship;  but  the 
poet  says  in  his  MS.  notes — "  The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old,  the  rest  is  mine. — 
Here,  once  for  all,  let  me  apologise  for  many  silly  compositions  of  mine  in  this 
work.  Many  beautiful  airs  wanted  words,  and,  in  the  huiTy  of  other  avocations, 
if  I  could  string  a  parcel  of  rhymes  together  anything  nearly  tolerable,  I  was 
fain  to  let  them  pass.  He  must  be  an  excellent  poet  indeed,  whoso  every  per- 
formance is  excellent."] 

My  heart  was  ance  as  blytbe  and  free 

As  simmer  days  were  lang, 
But  a  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Has  gart  me  change  my  sang. 

CHORUS. 

To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go,  fair  maids, 

To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go, 
I  rede  you  right,  gang  ne'er  at  night. 

To  the  weavers  gin  ye  go. 

My  mither  sent  me  to  the  town 

To  warp  a  plaiden  wab  ; 
But  the  weary,  weary  warpin'  o't 

Has  gart  me  sigh  and  sab. 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 

A  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Sat  working  at  his  loom ; 
He  took  ray  heart  as  wi'  a  net 

In  every  knot  and  thrum. 
To  the  weaver?,  kc 
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I  sat  beside  my  warpin'-wheel, 

And  ay  I  ca'd  it  roun' ; 
But  every  shot  and  every  knock, 

My  heart  it  gae  a  stoun. 
To  the  weavers,  &e. 

The  moon  was  sinking  in  the  west 

Wi'  visage  pale  and  wan, 
As  my  bonie,  westlin  weaver  lad 

Convoy'd  me  thro'  the  glen. 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 

But  what  was  said,  or  what  was  done, 

Shame  fa'  me  gin  I  tell ; 
But  Oh !  I  fear  the  kintra  soon 

Will  ken  as  weel's  mysel' ! 
To  the  weavers,  &c. 


WHISTLE,  AN'  I'LL  COME  TO  YOU,  MY  LAD. 

[This  is  the  first  sketch  of  one  of  Burns'  most  popular  sonars.  Here  he  con- 
tents himself  witli  stringing  away  at  one  line  in  the  second  half  of  the  stanza,  to 
fill  up  the  measure  of  the  tune ;  but  in  August,  1793,  he  resumed  the  theme  and 
worked  out  the  song,  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  in  a  most  Batisfactory 
mamier.] 

O  wniSTLE,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad ; 
O  whistle,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad : 
Though  father  and  mither  should  baith  gae  mad, 
0  whistle,  an'  I'll  come  to  you,  my  lad. 

Come  down  the  back  stairs  when  ye  come  to  court  me ; 
Come  down  the  back  stairs  when  ye  come  to  court  me ; 
Come  down  the  back  stairs,  and  let  naebody  see ; 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  coming  to  me, 
And  come  as  ye  were  na  coming  to  me. 
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I'M  O'ER  YOUNG  TO  MARRY  YET. 

[The  author's  note  is  as  follows:— "The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old;  the  rest  of 
It,  such  as  it  is,  is  mine."  The  air  is  very  sprightly  ami  characteristic,  and  tho 
song,  having  been  dressed  up  a  little  since  Burns'  time,  to  suit  polite  ears, 
became  very  popular  by  tho  singing  of  opera  favourites  some  thirty  years  ago, 
and  still  keeps  its  place.] 


I  AM  my  mammy's  ae  bairn, 
Wi'  unco  folk  I  weary,  Sir, 

And  lying  in  a  man's  bed, 

I'm  fley'd  it  make  me  eerie,  Sir. 

CHORUS. 

I'm  o'er  young,  I'm  o'er  young, 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet ; 

I'm  o'er  young,  'twad  be  a  sin 
To  tak  me  frae  my  mammy  yet. 

Hallowmass  is  come  and  gane, 

The  nights  are  lang  in  winter.  Sir ; 

And  you  an'  I  in  ae  bed. 

In  trowth,  I  dare  na  venture.  Sir, 
I'm  o'er  young,  &c. 

Fu'  loud  and  shill  the  frosty  wind 
Blaws  thro'  the  leafless  timmer.  Sir 

But  if  ye  come  this  gate  again, 
I'll  aulder  be  gin  simmer.  Sir. 
I'm  o'er  young,  &c. 
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THE  BIRKS  OF  ABERFELDY. 
Tune — Birks  of  Ahergeldie. 

[The  author  notes  here — "  I  composed  these  stanzas  standing  under  the  Falls 
of  Moness,  at  or  near  Aberfeldy."  This,  as  we  learn  from  the  diary  he  kept  of 
his  nnrthorn  tour,  was  on  Thursday,  30th  August,  1787.  It  is  regarded  as  one 
of  his  best  lyrics,  and  sings  onchantingly  to  its  proper  air,  sung  as  a  duet  in 
slowiBh  time,  when  the  countor-tenor  is  taken  by  a  male  voice  well  managed.] 

CHORUS. 

Bonie  lassie,  loill  ye  go, 
Will  ye  go,  tvill  ye  go, 
Bonie  lassie,  ivill  ye  go 

To  the  birks  of  Aherfeldie? 

Now  Simmer  blinks  on  flow'ry  braes, 
And  o'er  the  crystal  streamlets  plays ; 
Come  let  us  spend  the  lip:htsome  days 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  little  birdies  blythely  sing. 

While  o'er  tlieir  heads  the  hazels  hing, 

Or  lightly  flit  on  wanton  wing 

In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 

Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  braes  ascend  like  lofty  wa's. 
The  foamy  stream  deep-roaring  fa's, 
O'erhung  wi'  fragrant-si)readiug  shaws. 
The  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

The  hoary  cliffs  are  crowu'd  wi'  flowers, 
White  o'er  the  hnns  the  bnrnie  pours, 
And  rising,  wcets  wi'  misty  showers 
The  birks  of  A))erfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 

Let  Fortune's  gifts  at  random  flee. 
They  ne'er  shall  draw  a  wish  frne  me ; 
Su))remely  l)lest  wi'  love  and  thee 
In  the  birks  of  Aberfeldy. 
Bonie  lassie,  &c. 
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M'PHERSON'S  FAREWELL. 

[Jamps  M'Phorson,  a  nifj;]ilaiid  freebooter,  who  was  executed  at  Banff  in 
Novoml)pr,  1700,  is  siiiii  to  liavi^  l)fion  an  excellent  violinist,  and  composer  of  the 
striking  air  to  which  these  words  are  set.  There  still  exists,  in  old  collections,  a 
ballad  which  was  produced  at  the  period,  and  shews  some  spirit,  but  can  never 
compare  with  the  wild  stanzas  that  Burns  puts  into  the  mouth  of  the  daring 
desperado.    September,  17a7,  is,  doubtless,  the  date  of  this  composition.] 

Farewell,  ye  dungeon's  dark  and  strong, 

Tlie  wretch's  destinie  ! 
M'Phersou's  time  will  not  be  long, 

On  yonder  gallows-tree. 

CHOKUS. 

Sae  rantingly,  sae  wantonly, 

Sae  daimtonly  gae'd  he  : 
He  play'd  a  spring,  and  danc'd  it  round, 

Below  the  gallows-tree. 

O  what  is  death  but  parting  breath  ? 

On  many  a  bloody  plain 
I've  dar'd  his  face,  and  in  this  place 

I  scorn  him  yet  again ! 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 

Untie  these  bauds  from  off  my  liands, 

And  bring  to  me  my  sword ; 
And  there's  no  a  man  in  all  Scotland, 

But  I'll  brave  him  at  a  word. 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 

I've  liv'd  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife ; 

I  die  by  treacherie  : 
It  burns  my  heart  I  must  depart, 

And  not  avenged  be. 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 

Now  farewell  light,  thou  sunshine  bright, 

And  all  beneath  the  sky  ! 
May  coward  shame  distain  his  name, 

The  wretch  that  dares  not  die ! 
Sae  rantingly,  &c. 
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THE  HIGHLAND  LASSIE,  O. 

[Published  anonymouBly  lu  Johnson,  but  the  poet,  in  his  MS.  note,  sayB— 
"  This  was  a  composition  of  mine  in  very  earhj  life,  before  I  was  at  all  known  in 
the  world."  The  reader  on  turning  to  our  head-note  of  the  Epistle  to  a  Young 
Friend,  at  page  91,  will  find  some  details  of  the  circumstances  which  gave  rise  to 
the  present  lyric  and  others  on  the  same  subject,  namely,  his  "  Highland  Mary," 
around  whose  living  history  he  contrived  to  throw  such  a  shroud  of  mystery. 
The  present  song  has  all  the  character  of  a  fareicell  effusion,  and  in  sentiment 
corresponds  precisely  to  that  other  lyric  which,  in  \TJi.  he  offered  to  George 
Thomson,  beginning — "Will  ye  go  to  the  Indies,  my  Mary,"  and  which  was 
rejected  as  being  in  quality  beneath  the  standard  of  his  publication.  The 
present  song,  however,  is  even  more  humble  as  regards  poetical  pretensions ; 
Indeed,  the  contrast  between  the  quality  of  those  strains  which  the  poet  produced 
under  the  influence  of  his  Mary  "in  "the  days  of  her  flesh"  (who  was  almost 
unknown  in  Ayrshire),  and  those  impassioned  lyrics  that  were  inspired  by  "Mary, 
dear  departed  shade,"  whose  image  stands,  and  will  ever  stand  pictured  in  the 
mental  vision  of  Burns'  every  reader — and  when  shall  these  have  an  end  ? — is 
verv  striking. 

The  "  Prayer  for  Mary,"  given  at  page  2S,  vol.  2nd,  although  not  compoeea 
was  nrrfo/)^t'rf  by  Burns  with  reference  to  her.    All  the  three  lyrics  shew  that  it 
was  the  poefs"  intention,  at  the  close  of  Autumn,  178G,  to  leave  Mary  in  Scotland 
behind  him,  while   he  proceeded  to  the  West  Indies,  in  the  expectation  of 
returning  for  her  after  making  his  fortune  abroad  : — 
"For  her  I'll  dare  the  billow's  roar; 
For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore ; 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw- 
Around  my  Highland  Lassie,  O.  " 
The  poet  concludes  his  affecting  note  on  this  production,  with  these  words: — 
"At  the  close  of  autumn  she  crossed  the  sea  (from  the  West  Highlands)  to 
meet  me  at  Greenock,  where  she  had  scarce  landed,  when  she  was  seized 
with  a  malignant  fever,  which  hurried  my  dear  girl  to  the  grave  in  a  few  days, 
before  1  could  even  hear  of  her  illness."] 

Nae  gentle  dames,  tho'  ne'er  sae  fair, 
Shall  ever  be  ray  muse's  care ; 
Their  titles  a'  are  empty  show ; 
Gie  me  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 


CHORUS. 

Within  the  glen  sae  bushy,  O, 
Aboon  the  plain  sae  rashy,  O, 
I  set  me  down  wi'  right  gude  will, 
To  sing  ray  Highland  Lassie,  O. 

0  were  yon  hills  and  valleys  mine, 
Yon  palace  and  yon  gardens  fine ! 
The  world  then  the  love  should  know 

1  bear  ray  Highland  Lassie,  O. 

Within  the  glen,  &c. 


(    2();i    ) 

But  lickle  fortune  frowns  on  rae, 
And  I  maun  cross  the  rao-ing  sea ; 
But  wliile  my  crimson  currents  flow, 
I  love  my  Highland  Lassie,  O. 
Within  the  glen,  &c. 

Altho'  thro'  foreign  climes  I  range, 
I  know  her  heai-t  will  never  change, 
For  her  bosom  burns  with  honor's  glow, 
My  faithful  Highland  Lassie,  0. 
Within  the  glen,  &c. 

For  her  I'll  dare  the  billow's  roar ; 
For  her  I'll  trace  a  distant  shore ; 
That  Indian  wealth  may  lustre  throw 
Around  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 
Within  the  glen,  &c. 

She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand, 
By  secret  truth  and  honor's  baud ! 
Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 
I'm  thine,  my  Highland  Lassie,  0. 

Farewell,  the  glen  sae  bushy,  0  ! 
Farewell,  the  plain  sae  rashy,  0  ! 
To  other  lands  I  now  must  go 
To  sing  my  Highland  Lassie,  0 ! 


(     210     ) 

THO'  CRUEL  FATE  SHOULD  BID  US  PART. 
Tune — The  Northern  Lass. 

[It  is  very  remarkable  that  this  exquisite  little  fragment  appears  in  Johnson's 
pages  in  juxta-posilion  with  the  preceding:  it  has  the  author's  name  attached, 
while  the  other  is  unacknowledged.  The  subject  of  this  is  Jean  Armour,  and, 
EB  before  observed  at  page  73,  is  evidently  the  progenitor  of  the  poet's  honey- 
moon song  of  17S8, — "Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw."  Gilbert  Burns  in- 
forms us  that  "one  fair  enslaver  generally  reigned  paramount  in  his  brother's 

affections ;  but  as  Yorick's  love  flowed  out  towards  Madame  de  Q at  the 

remise  door,  while  the  eternal  vows  of  Eliza  were  upon  him,  so  Robert  was 
frequently  encountering  other  attractions,  which  formed  so  many  under-plots 
in  the  drama  of  his  love."  Gilbert  also  very  naively  remarks  that  '-there  was 
often  a  great  disparity  between  his  fair  captivator  and  her  attrilnites." 

Here  then,  in  the  pages  of  Johnson,  we  have  Jean  and  Manj,  who  really  seem 
to  have  reigned  in  his  bosom  at  one  time,  set  over  against  each  other  as  counter- 
foils. Who  will  take  upon  him  to  say  which  of  these  "fair  enslavers"  was 
the  Bubjeot  of  the  "  under-plot  in  the  drama  of  his  love  "  ?  In  the  present  piece, 
as  in  the  preceding  song,  he  contemplates  a  lasting  separation,  with  howling 
deserts  and  oceans  roaring  between  himself  and  the  object  of  his  affections; — 
but  "many  waters  cannot  quench  love;" — her  "dear  idea  round  my  heart  Bhall 
tenderly  entwine  "  for  ever ! — 

"  She  has  my  heart,  she  has  my  hand, 

By  secret  Truth  and  Honor's  band! 

Till  the  mortal  stroke  shall  lay  me  low, 

I'm  thine,  my  Highland  Lassie,  O."] 

Tho'  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part, 

Far  as  the  pole  and  line ; 
Her  dear  idea  round  my  heart 

Should  tenderly  entwine. 
Tho'  mountains  rise,  and  deserts  howl, 

And  oceans  roar  between ; 
Yet,  dearer  than  my  deathless  soul, 

I  still  would  love  my  Jean. 


STAY,  MY  CHARMER,  CAN  YOU  LEAVE  ME. 
Tune — An  Gille  dubh  ciar  dkubh. 

[These  words  were  written  as  a  vehicle  for  preserving  a  plaintive  Gaelic  air, 
which  attracted  him  in  the  course  of  liis  nurthern  tour,  in  the  autumn  of  1787. 
It  is  called  An  Gillcaah  dubh;  or.  The  Black-haired  Lad.  Burns'  name  is  given  as 
the  author.] 

Stay,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me  ? 

Cruel,  cruel  to  deceive  me ! 

Well  you  know  how  much  you  grieve  me : 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go ! 

Cruel  charmer,  can  you  go ! 
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By  my  love  so  ill  requited  ; 

By  the  faith  you  fondly  plif^hted  ; 

By  the  pangs  of  lovers  slighted ; 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so ! 

Do  not,  do  not  leave  me  so  ! 


STRATHALLAN'S  LAMENT. 

[The  poet's  MS.  note  says  of  the  present  lyric — "  This  air  is  the  composition 
of  one  of  the  worthiest  and  best  men  living— Allan  Masterton,  schoolmaster  in 
Edinburgh.  As  he  and  I  vrere  both  sprouts  of  Jacobitism,  -we  agreed  to  dedicate 
the  words  and  air  to  that  cause.  But,  to  tell  the  matter  of  fact,  except  when 
my  passions  were  heated  by  some  accidental  cause,  my  Jacobitism  was  merely 
by  way  of  viee  la  bagatelle"  The  words  are  descriptive  of  the  feelings  of  James 
Drummond,  Viscount  Strathallan,  who,  after  his  father's  death  at  Culloden. 
wandered  among  the  mountains  of  the  north,  till  he  escaped  with  several  other 
followers  of  "bonie  Prince  Charlie"  to  France,  and  died  in  exile.] 

Thickest  night,  surround  my  dwelling  ! 

Howling  tempests,  o'er  me  rave ! 
Turbid  torrents,  wintry  swelling. 

Roaring  by  my  lonely  cave. 
Crystal  streamlets  gently  flowing, 

Busy  haunts  of  base  mankind, 
Western  breezes  softly  blowing, 

Suit  not  my  distracted  mind. 

In  the  cause  of  Right  engaged. 

Wrongs  injurious  to  redress, 
Honor's  war  we  strongly  waged. 

But  the  heavens  deny'd  success : 
Ruin's  wheel  has  driven  o'er  us. 

Not  a  hope  that  dare  attend, 
The  wide  world  is  all  before  us — 

But  a  world  without  a  friend. 


(  -*1^  ) 


WHAT  WILL  I  DO  GIN  MY  IIOGGIE  DIE. 

[Although  Burns  does  not  acknowledge  the  authorBhip  of  these  lines,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  they  are  his;  and  Stonhouse  assures  us  they  are  so.  They 
were  written  for  the"  purpose  of  preserving  its  characteristic  air,  which  was 
picked  up  by  Stephen  Clarke,  from  the  crooinng  of  an  old  woman,  at  Mosspoul, 
in  Liddisdale.  All  she  could  tf^U  about  it,  was  that  she  had  been  taught  it  when 
a  child,  and  it  was  called,  "  What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die?"] 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  Hoggie  die, 

My  joy,  my  pride,  my  Hoggie, 
My  only  beast,  I  had  uae  mae, 

And  vow  but  I  was  vogie  ! 
The  lee-lang  night  we  watch'd  the  fauld, 

Me  and  my  faithfu'  doggie ; 
We  heard  nought  but  the  roaring  Hnn, 

Amang  the  braes  sae  scroggie. 
But  the  houlet  cry'd  frae  the  Castle  wa'. 

The  bhtter  frae  the  boggie, 
The  tod  reply'd  upon  the  hill, 

I  trembled  for  my  Hoggie.  * 

When  day  did  daw,  and  cocks  did  craw, 

The  morning  it  was  foggie  ; 
An  unco  tyke  lap  o'er  the  Dyke, 

And  maist  has  kill'd  my  Hoggie. 


JUMPIN  JOHN. 

[This  has  been  given  as  Burns'  in  several  editions  of  his  songs;  butStenhouse 
says  that  it  is  merely  a  fragment  of  the  old  humorous  ballad,  with  some  verbal 
corrections  by  om-  poet] 

Heu  Daddie  forbad,  lier  Minnie  forbad. 

Forbidden  slie  wathia  be: 
She  wadna  trow't,  the  browst  she  brew'd 

Wad  taste  sae  bittcrlie. 

CHORUS. 

The  lang  lad  they  ea'  jumpin  John 

Beguil'd  the  bonie  lassie. 
The  lang  lad  they  ea'  jumpin  John 

JJeffuil'd  the  bonie  lassie. 
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A  cow  and  a  cauf,  a  yowe  and  a  hauf, 
And  thretty  gude  shillin's  and  three ; 

A  vera  gude  tocher,  a  cotter-man's  dochter, 
The  lass  wi'  the  bonie  bhick  e'e. 
The  laug  lad,  &c. 


UP  IN  THE  MORNING  EARLY. 

[The  poet  Bays — "The  chorus  of  this  song  is  old;  the  two  stanzas  are  mine." 
The  air  is  one  of  Scotland's  oldest  and  best:    it  was  a  great  favourite  with 
Marj'  Stuart,  wife  of  William  TIL,  who,  after  listening  to  Purcell's  music  on 
one  occasion  till  it  made  her  yawn  with  fatigue,  asked  Mrs.  Hunt  the  vocalist, 
then  present,  to  sing  her  the  flue  old  Scots  ballad.  Up  in  the  movniiuj  early. 
Purcell  felt  so  chagrined  at  this  preference,  that  in  the  next  Boyal  birth-day 
song  (that  for  the  year  1692)  he  composed  an  air  to  the  words — 
"  May  her  bright  example  chase 
Vice  in  troops  out  of  the  land; " 
and  the  bass  part  of  the  harmony  is,  note  for  note,  this  very  Scots  tune.] 


Cauld  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  west. 

The  drift  is  driving  sairly  ; 
Sae  loud  and  shill's  I  hear  the  blast, 

I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

CHORUS. 

U})  in  the  morning's  no  for  me. 

Up  in  the  morning  early  ; 
When  a'  the  hills  are  cover'd  wi'  snaw, 

I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

The  birds  sit  cluttering  in  the  thorn, 
A'  day  they  fare  but  sparely ; 

And  lang's  the  night  frae  e'en  to  morn. 
I'm  sure  it's  winter  fairly. 

Up  in  the  morning's,  &c. 


(     214     ) 

THE  YOUNG  HIGHLAND  ROVER. 
Tune — Morag. 

[This  is  part  of  the  fruits  of  the  poet's  northern  tour  with  Nicol  in  Septemher, 
1787.  Somewhere  iu  the  course  of  tliat  journey — most  probably  at  Kilravock 
Castle — he  was  smitten  with  the  beauty  of  the  Gaelic  air  Morag  (or  Marion), 
sung  by  the  lips  of  a  refined  minstrel.  In  February,  17SS,  he  presented  Mrs. 
Hose  of  Kilravock  with  the  first  two  vols,  of  Johnson;  and  in  his  accompanying 
letter  he  says: — "Every  air  worth  preserving  is  to  be  included:  among  others 
I  have  given  Morag — and  some  few  Highland  airs  which  pleased  me  most — a 
dress  which  will  be  more  generally  known."  The  day  after  his  visit  to  Kilravock, 
Bums  crossed  the  Spey  to  Fochabers,  and  on  the  strength  of  his  having  been 
introduced  to  the  Duchess  of  Gordon  in  the  preceding  winter,  he  paid  a  visit  to 
Gordon  Castle,  leaving  his  companion  Nicol  at  the  Inn  of  Fochabers.  He  there 
met  with  a  warm  reception  and  invitation  to  remain,  butonNicol's  account,  he 
could  not  avail  himself  of  the  Duke's  kindness.  On  20th  October  thereafter,  he 
enclosed  the  present  song  on  "Bonie  Castle  Gordon"  to  Mr.  James  Hoy,  the 
Duke's  librarian,  who,  in  his  reply,  said: — "Your  song  I  showed  without  naming 
the  author,  and  it  was  judged  by  the  Duchess  to  be  the  production  of  Dr. 
Beattie.  I  sent  a  copy  of  it,  by  her  Grace's  desire,  to  a  Mrs.  M'Pherson  in 
Badenoch,  who  sings  Morag,  and  all  other  Gaelic  songs,  in  great  perfection. 
"When  the  Duchess  was  informed  that  you  were  the  author,  she  wished  that 
you  had  written  the  verses  in  Scotch." 

The  reader  will  observe  that  the  verses  really  have  a  sprinkling  of  Scotch 
throvra  among  them ;  but  we  must  point  out  that  along  with  the  present  song 
the  bard  forwarded  another  composition  in  pure  English  on  the  subject  of 
Castle  Gordon.,  commencing — "Streams  that  glide  in  orient  plains,"' which  reads 
like  a  paraphrase  from  the  Gaelic ;  but  the  measure  and  accentuation  are  totally 
different  from  the  stanzas  which  suit  the  air  of  Morag.  The  "  Highland  Eover" 
alluded  to  was  the  young  chevalier.  Prince  Charles  Edward  Stuart.  So 
pagsionately  fond  was  Burns  of  this  air,  that  he  afterwards  wrote  one  of  his 
tendereat  love-BongB  to  suit  it,  commencing — "O  wha  is  she  that  loes  me."] 

Loud  blaw  the  frosty  breezes, 
The  snaws  the  mountains  cover, 

Like  winter  on  me  seizes. 

Since  my  young  Highland  Rover, 
Far  wanders  nations  over. 

CHORUS. 

Where'er  he  go,  where'er  he  stray, 

May  Heaven  be  liis  warden  : 
Return  him  safe  to  fair  Strathspey, 

And  bonie  Castle  Gordon ! 

The  trees  now  naked  groaning, 
Shall  soon  wi'  leaves  be  hinging. 

The  birdies  dowie  moaning, 
Shall  a'  be  blythely  singing. 
And  every  flower  be  springing. 
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Sae  I'll  rejoice  the  lee-lang  day, 
When  by  his  mighty  Warden 

My  youth's  return' d  to  fair  Strathspey, 
And  bonie  Castle  Gordon. 


DUSTY  MILLER. 

[This  is  not  acknowledged  by  Burns  in  his  notes,  but  his  touches  are  so 
discernible,  tliat  the  old  dlttv  which  was  its  foundation  has  almost  entirely 
disappeared.  Stenhouse  points  it  out  as  "  a  fragment  of  the  old  ballad,  with  a 
few  verbal  alterations  by  Burns."] 

Hey,  the  Dusty  Miller, 

And  his  dusty  coat, 
He  will  win  a  shilling, 

Or  he  spend  a  groat. 

Dusty  was  the  coat. 

Dusty  was  the  colour, 
Dusty  was  the  kiss 

That  I  got  frae  the  Miller. 

Hey,  the  dusty  Miller, 

And  his  dusty  sack  ; 
Leeze  me  on  the  calling 

Fills  the  dusty  peck : 

Fills  the  dusty  peck. 

Brings  the  dusty  siller ; 
I  wad  gie  my  coatie 

For  the  dusty  Miller. 


(     iilt>    ) 


I  DREAM'D  I  LAY,  &c. 

[The  poet  has  noted  that  ho  compoRetl  those  vorsos  when  he  was  17  years  old. 
Tliis  takes  us  back  to  tlie  period  when  his  father  was  stru{jf;ling  to  get  rid  of 
tlie  unprofitalile  farm  of  Mount  Olipliant,  where  the  future  puet  was  reared  from 
the  age  of  seven  to  that  of  eighteen.  He  deseribes  this  period  thus  in  his 
autobiography : — "  My  father,  worn  out  by  early  hardships,  was  unfit  ftir  labour: 
his  spirit  was  soon  irritated,  but  not  easily  broken.  There  was  a  freedom  in  his 
lease  in  two  j'ears  more ;  and  to  weather  these  two  years,  we  retrenched  our 
expenses  and  lived  very  poorly.  A  novel-writer  might  perhaps  have  viewed 
these  scenes  with  satisfaction,  but  so  did  not  I:  my  indignation  yet  boils  at  the 
recollection  of  the  scoundrel  factor's  insolent  threatening  letters,  which  used  to 
Bet  us  all  in  tears."  Gilbert  adds : — "  I  doubt  not  but  the  hard  labour  and  sorrow 
of  this  period  of  his  life  was,  in  a  great  measure,  the  cause  of  that  depression 
of  spirit  with  which  Kobert  was  so  often  afQicted  through  his  whole  life 
afterwards."  , 

These  were  the  circumstances  under  which  the  crushed  spirit  of  the  youthful 
Bvu-ns  was  prompted  to  express  itself  in  the  language  of  the  following  effort. 
But  let  not  the  reader  imagine  that  the  lyric  art  can  be  acquired  by  intuition, 
without  patient  culture  and  close  study  of  earlier  models.  The  poet  mentions 
his  obligations  to  a  collection  of  songs,  chieilj'  English,  which  had  early  fallen 
into  his  hands,  and  was  his  vade  mecum  wherever  ho  went:  this  may  have  been 
either  that  called  The  nUickbird,  176-1,— TOe  Lark,  1765,— or  The  Charmei;  1765; 
for  in  each  of  these  will  be  found  a  copy  of  the  0rst  set  of  Mrs.  Cockburu's 
beautiful  song. — The  Flawers  of  the  Forest,  which  undoubtedly  was  the  model 
that  Burns  had  in  his  eye  when  he  penned  the  present  verses.  The  following 
note,  comi)aring  parallel  passages  in  each  of  the  pieces,  was  supplied  by  the 
writer  hereof  to  Mr.  K.  Chambers  in  1851),  who  used  it  to  illustrate  the  present 
production  of  Burns  in  his  edition  of  the  poet's  Life  and  Works,  then  iu  the 
press: — 

"Glittering  in  the  sunny  beams." — Mrs.  C. 

Gaily  in  tlie  svnny  beam. — Burns. 
"  Grow  drumly  and  dark." — Mrs.  C. 

Swelling,  drutnlie  wave. — Burns. 
"  Loud  tempests  storming  before  the  mid-day." — Mrs.  C. 

Lang  or  noon  loud  tempests  storming. — Bt'RN.s. 
"0  fickle  Fortune,  why  this  cruel  sporting." — Mrs.  C. 

Tho'  fickle  Fm-tune  has  deceived  me. — Burns. 
"Thy  frowns  cannot  fear  me,  thy  smiles  cannot  cheer  me." — Mrs.  C. 

/  bear  a  heart  will  support  me  still, — Burns.] 


I  dueam'd  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing, 

Gaily  in  the  sunny  beam  ; 
List'ning  to  the  wild  birds  singing. 

By  a  falling,  crystal  stream  : 
Straight  the  sky  grew  black  and  daring ; 

Thro'  the  woods  the  whirlwinds  rave; 
Trees  with  aged  arms  were  warring, 

O'er  the  swelling,  driimlie  wave. 
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Such  was  my  life's  deceitful  morning, 

Such  the  pleasures  I  enjoy'd ; 
But  lung  or  noon,  loud  tenii)ests  storming — 

A'  my  flowery  bliss  destroy'd. 
Tho'  fickle  Fortune  has  deceiv'd  me, 

She  promis'd  fair,  and  perform'd  but  ill ; 
Of  mony  a  joy  and  hope  bereav'd  me — 

I  bear  a  heart  shall  support  me  still. 


DUNCAN  DAVISON. 

[This  piece  bears  the  mark  "  Z '"—indicating  "old  song  with  corrections  or 
additions ;"  but  Stenhouse  assures  us  that  it  is  the  composition  of  Burns,  although 
he  did  not  openly  choose  to  avow  it.] 

There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg, 

And  she  held  o'er  the  moors  to  spin ; 
There  was  a  lad  that  foUow'd  her. 

They  ca'd  him  Duncan  Davison. 
The  moor  was  driegh,  and  Meg  was  skiegh, 

Her  favour  Duncan  could  na  win  ; 
For  wi'  the  rock  she  wad  him  knock, 

And  ay  she  shook  the  temper-pin. 

As  o'er  the  moor  they  hghtly  foor, 

A  burn  was  clear,  a  glen  was  green, 
Upon  the  banks  they  eas'd  their  shanks. 

And  ay  she  set  the  wheel  between : 
But  Duncan  swoor  a  haly  aith 

That  Meg  should  be  a  bride  the  morn, 
Then  Meg  took  up  her  spinnin'-graith, 

And  flang  them  a'  out  o'er  the  burn. 

We  will  big  a  wee,  wee  house. 

And  we  will  live  like  king  and  queen ; 
Sae  blythe  and  merry's  we  will  be. 

When  ye  set  by  the  wheel  at  e'en. 
A  man  may  drink  and  no  l)e  drunk, 

A  man  may  fight  and  no  be  slain ; 
A  man  may  kiss  a  bouie  lass, 

And  av  be  welcome  back  affain. 
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THENIEL  MENZIES'  BONIE  MARY. 

Tune — Ruffian^s  Bant. 

[This  air,  otherwise  called  Eov's  Wife,  was  a  special  favourite  with  Bums ;  and 
in  the  course  of  his  northern  tour,  he  composed  the  present  song,  as  well  as  that 
which  immediately  follows,  to  suit  that  tune.  Theniel,  or  Nathaniel  Meuzies, 
we  have  no  account  of ;  but  we  find  the  poet  passed  by  Castle  Menzies  on  Ihurs- 
day,  30th  August,  and  next  day  he  visited  Neil  Gow  at  Inver,  when,  no  doubt, 
the 'present  subject  would  be  suggested.] 

In  coming  by  the  brig  o'  Dye, 
At  Darlet  we  a  blink  did  tarry ; 

As  day  was  dawin  in  the  sky, 

We  drank  a  health  to  bonie  Mary. 

CHORUS. 

Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary, 
Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary  ; 

Charhe  Gregor  tint  his  plaidie, 
Kissin'  Theniel's  bonie  Mary. 

Her  een  sae  bright,  her  brow  sae  white. 
Her  haffet  locks  as  brown's  a  berry  ; 

And  ay  they  dimpl't  wi'  a  smile, 
The  rosy  cheeks  o'  bonie  Mary. 
Theniel  Menzies',  &c. 

We  lap  and  danc'd  the  lee-lang  day, 
Till  Piper  lads  were  wae  and  weary : 

But  Charlie  gat  the  spring  to  pay 
For  kissin'  Theniel's  bonie  Mary. 
Theniel  Menzies',  &c. 
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A'  THE  LADS  0'  THORNIE-BANK. 

Tune — Ruffian's  Rant* 

[In  about  a  week  after  his  interview  with  Neil  Gow,  the  poet  passed  along 
"the  shore  o'  Bueliy"  on  his  return-route.  No  doubt  the  echo  of  the  Ruffian's 
Rant  from  Neil's  tlddle-strings  would  accompany  him  when  he  "  step'd  in  to  take 
a  pint  wi'  Ladv  Onlie,  honest  Lucky,"  and  the  following  sketch  would  be  the 
product.  Steiihouse  assures  us  that  both  of  these  songs  are  by  Burns,  although 
the  poet  has  not  noted  them  as  such.] 

A'  THE  lads  o'  Thornie-bank 

When  they  gae  to  the  shore  o'  Bucky, 

They'll  step  in  and  tak  a  pint 
Wi'  Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky. 

CHORUS. 

Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky, 

Brews  gude  ale  at  shore  o'  Bucky ; 

I  wish  her  sale  for  her  gude  ale, 
The  best  on  a'  the  shore  o'  Bucky. 

Her  house  sae  bien,  her  curch  sae  clean, 

I  wat  she  is  a  dainty  Chuckie ! 
And  cheary  blinks  the  ingle-gleede 

O'  Lady  OnUe,  honest  lucky. 
Lady  OnUe,  &c. 


*  The  air  of  Roy's  Wife  is  one  of  the  most  popular  of  all  the  Scotch  melodies. 
Mrs.  Grant's  words  have  been  so  much  admired,  that  they  have  had  the  effect 
of  changing  the  name  of  the  air,  which,  instead  of  being  now  considered  "a 
rant,"  is  usually  performed  in  slow  time— producing  a  most  pathetic  effect. 
Most  of  our  readers  will  have  been  entranced  with  the  pathos  of  the  duet  in 
"Bob  Eoy,"  sung  to  this  air: — 

"  Though  you  leave  me  now  in  sorrow ; " 
words,  by  the  way,  borrowed  from  Burna 
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THE   BANKS   OF   THE   DEVON. 

Tune — Bhannerach  dhon  na  chri. 

[This  highly  polished,  but  somowhat  artificial  song  is  the  only  poetical 
effusion  of  Burns  that  was  promised  by  the  charms  of  Charlotte  Hamilton, 
in  so  far  as  we  are  aware.  It  is  further  singular  as  a  compliment  to  female 
beauty,  in  which  he  did  not  assume  the  character  of  a  lover.  It  has  been 
imagined  that  the  poet  was  seriously  in  love  with  her;  but  if  bo,  the  sequel  showed 
that  she  did  not  return  his  passion.  No  letters  addressed  to  her  appear  in  his 
correspondence,  for  the  very  good  reason  stated  by  Allan  Cunnimjham,  that  in 
an  evil  hour  she  threw  into  the  Are  some  twelve  or  fourteen  of  his  most  care- 
fully written  and  gently  expressed  letters  addressed  to  her  in  the  progress  of  his 
passion.  Beckoning  himself  released  from  his  vows  to  Jean  Armour  by  Uio 
certificate  of  bachelorship  gi-anted  to  him  by  the  Kirk-Session  of  Mauchline,  in 
July,  17S6.  and  death  having,  before  the  close  of  that  year,  severed  the  mortal 
bonds  of  affection  between  him  and  his  "  Highland  Mary,"  it  is  not  unlikely  that 
the  poet  now  cherished  the  idea  of  forming  a  conjugal  alliance  with  some  fair 
one  moving  in  a  sphere  of  life  rather  higher  than  that  whicli  hitherto  he  had 
considered  to  be  his  proper  element. 

Burns  had  been  introduced  in  Edinburgh  to  Mrs.  Chalmers  and  her  daughters, 
"  Peggy  Chalmers  "  and  Lady  Mackenzie,  the  aunt  and  cousins  of  his  Mauchline 
friend  and  patron,  Gavin  Hamilton;  and  that  gentleman's  own  mother  and 
younger  brothers  and  sisters,  although  originally  from  Ayrshire,  now  resided  at 
Harvieston  on  the  Devon,  in  Clackmannan,  keeping  house  for  Jlr.  Tait  of 
Harvieston,  a  widower,  left  by  the  decease  of  his  wife— another  sister  of 
Hamilton's  mother,  with  a  sou  and  daughter  still  too  young  to  act  for  them- 
selves. Accordingly,  about  the  commencement  of  his  northern  tour  with  Nieol, 
we  find  the  poet  starts  from  Stirling  by  himself,  leaving  Nicol  for  a  day,  and 
makes  his  way  up  the  Devon, — arriving  at  Harvieston  in  time  for  breakfast,  on 
Monday,  27th  August,  1787,  and  there  he  sees  Charlotte  for  the  first  time.  Next 
day  he  wrote  from  Stirling  to  her  brother  at  Mauchline,  informing  him  that  he 
and  "the  Ayrshire  folks"  there  formed  a  happy  party,  and  visitoil  the  Cauldron 
Linn  and  Rumbling  Brig,  about  five  miles  from  the  house.  He  finishes  his  de- 
scription of  Gavin's  relatives  thus:— "Of  Charlotte  I  cannot  speak  in  common 
terms  of  admiration :  she  is  not  only  beautiful,  but  lovely.  After  the  exercise  of 
our  riding  to  the  Falls,  Charlotte  was  exactly  Dr.  Donne's  mistress : — 

'  Her  pure  and  eloquent  blood 


Spoke  in  her  cheeks,  and  so  distinctly  wrought 
That  one  would  almost  say  her  body  thought.'  " 

In  October  following,  the  poet  paid  a  second  visit  to  Harvieston,  of  some  ten 
days  duration.  On  this  occasion  he  was  accompanied  by  an  Edinburgh  acquain- 
tance. Dr.  Adair,  whom  he  introduced  to  the  Hamilton  and  Chalmers  families; 
and  ultimately,  at  no  very  distant  date,  Charlotte  Hamilton,  "  Fairest  maid  on 
Devon  banks,"  became  the  Doctor's  wife. 

From  the  following  passage  in  a  letter  of  the  poet  to  Miss  Chalmers,  dated 
September  2  i,  1787,  it  appears  that  the  present  song  was  at  lea^st  in  progress  at 
that  date :— "  I  am  determined  to  pay  Charlotte  a  poetic  comiiliment  in  the 
second  part  of  the  Museum,  if  I  could  hit  on  some  glorious  Seoteh  air.  You  will 
see  a  small  attempt  on  a  shred  of  paper  enclosed;  but  although  Dr.  Blacklock 
commended  it  very  highly,  I  am  not  just  satisfied  with  it  myself."] 

TIow  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  clear-windino:  Devon, 
"With  grcen-spreadiiiu;  buslics  and  flow'rs  hlooiuhig  fair  I 

15ut  the  boniest  flovv'r  on  the  banks  of  the  Devon 
Was  once  a  sweet  bnd  on  the  braes  of  the  Ayr. 
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Mild  be  the  sun  ou  tliis  sweet-blusliing  Flower, 
In  the  gay,  rosy  morn  as  it  bathes  in  the  clew ; 

And  gentle  the  fall  of  the  soft  vernal  shower. 
That  steals  on  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew  ! 

0  spare  the  dear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes, 
With  chill,  hoary  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn  ! 

And  far  be  thou  distant,  tliou  reptile  that  seizes 
The  verdure  and  pride  of  the  garden  or  lawn ! 

Let  Bourbon  exult  in  his  gay,  gilded  Lilies, 

And  England  triumphant  display  her  proud  Rose ; 

A  fairer  than  either  adorns  the  green  valleys 
Where  Devon,  sweet  Devon,  meandering  flows. 


DUNCAN  GRAY. 

[Had  this  song  not  found  its  way  into  some  editions  of  the  poet's  works,  we 
would  have  been  disposed  to  omit  it,  as  there  is  no  marl?  to  indicate  his  author- 
ship, and  Stenhouse  describes  it  as  "  taken  from  the  old  son<:,  with  considerablo 
alterations  by  Burns."  In  1792,  he  took  up  the  theme  in  real  earnest,  and  pro- 
duced, for  C-reorge  Thomson's  work,  a  comic  effusion  of  undying  celebrity,  which 
has  extinguished  the  old  song.] 

Weary  fa'  you,  Duncan  Gray — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Wae  gae  by  you,  Duncan  Gray — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
When  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  play. 
Then  I  maun  sit  the  lee-lang  day, 
And  jeeg  the  cradle  wi'  my  tae, 

And  a'  for  the  girdin  o't. 

Bonie  was  the  Lammas  moon — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Glowrin  a'  the  hills  aboon — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
The  girdin  brak,  the  beast  cam  down, 
I  tint  my  cnrch  and  baith  my  shoou ; 
And,  Duncan,  ye're  an  unco  loun  ; 

Wae  on  the  bad  girdin  o't. 
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But,  Duncan,  gin  ye'U  keep  your  aith — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Ise  bless  you  wi'  my  hindmost  breath — 

Ha,  ha,  the  girdin  o't ! 
Duncan,  gin  ye'U  keep  your  aith. 
The  beast  again  can  bear  us  baith. 
And  auld  Mess  John  will  mend  the  skaith, 

And  clout  the  bad  girdin  o't. 


THE  PLOUGHMAN. 

[The  present  version  is  by  no  means  an  improvement  on  the  fine  old  song  of 
same  title  in  Herd's  second  volume,  p.  144.  Stenhouse  remarks  thus : — "  The 
last  verse  should  be  deleted  in  future  editions,  as  it  conveys  a  double  meaning, 
and  destroyes  the  effect  of  a  song  which,  in  every  other  respect,  is  very  fine  and 
unexceptionable.  This  is  one  of  those  few  things  which  Burns  hinted  to  Johu- 
Bon  might  be  amended  if  the  work  were  to  begin  again."] 

The  Ploughman  he's  a  bonie  lad, 

His  mind  is  ever  true,  jo  ; 
His  garters  knit  below  his  knee, 

His  bonnet  it  is  blue,  jo. 

CHORUS. 

Then  up  wi't  a',  my  Ploughman  lad. 
And  hey,  my  merry  Ploughman; 

Of  a'  the  trades  that  I  do  ken. 
Commend  me  to  the  Ploughman. 

I  hae  been  east,  I  hae  been  west, 

I  hae  been  at  Saint  Johnston  ; 
The  boniest  sight  that  e'er  I  saw 

Was  the  Ploughman  laddie  dancin*. 
Up  wi't  a',  &c. 

Snaw-white  stockings  on  his  legs. 

And  siller  buckles  glancin' ; 
A  gude  blue  bannet  on  his  head, 

And  O  but  he  was  handsome ! 
Up  wi't  a',  &c. 
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Commend  me  to  the  Barn-yard, 
And  the  Corn-mou,  man  ; 

I  never  gat  my  Coggie  fou 
Till  I  met  wi'  the  Ploughman. 
Up  wi't  a',  &c. 


LANDLADY,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN. 

Tune — Heij  Tutti,  Taiti. 

[The  poet  remarks — "  I  have  met  the  tradition  universally  over  Scotland,  and 
particularly  about  Stirling — the  neighbourhood  of  the  scene— that  this  air  was 
Robert  the  Bruce's  March  at  the  Battle  of  Bannockburn."  Stenhouse  tells  us 
that  these  two  verses  were  composed  by  Burns.  The  reader  -will  understand 
that  it  was  to  this  noble  trumpet-air  that  the  poet,  in  September,  1793,  composed 
his  immortal  "  Bruce's  Address."] 

Landlady,  count  the  lawin, 

The  day  is  near  the  dawin ; 

Ye're  a'  bhnd  drunk,  boys, 

And  I'm  but  jolly  fou. 

CHORUS. 

Hey  tutti,  taiti. 
How  tutti,  taiti. 
Hey  tutti,  taiti — 
Wha's  fou  now  ? 

Cog,  an  ye  were  ay  fou. 
Cog,  an  ye  were  ay  fou, 
I  wad  sit  and  sing  to  you. 
If  ye  were  ay  fou.* 
Hey  tutti,  &c. 


*  This  verse  is  the  counterpart  of  another  stanza  which  Burns  is  understood 
to  have  added  to  the  old  song—" Carle,  now  the  King's  come: " 
"  Coggie,  an  the  King  come, 
Coggie,  an  the  King  come. 
Ise  be  fou,  an'  thou's  be  toom 
Coggie,  an  the  King  come '.  " 
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RAVING  WINDS  AROUND  HER  BLOWING. 
Tune — M'-Grerjor  of  Roro's  Lament. 

[Burns'  note  on  this  song  is  as  follows : — "  I  composed  these  verses  on  Miss 
Isabella  M'Leod  of  Raasay,  alluding  to  her  feelings  on  the  death  of  her  sister, 
and  the  still  more  ruelaucholy  death  (in  178fi)  of  her  sister's  husband,  the  late 
Earl  of  Loudoun,  who  shot  himself  out  of  sheer  heart-break  at  some  mortifications 
he  suffered  owing  to  the  derauged  state  of  his  finances."  The  poet  had  a  high 
opinion  of  the  present  lyric,  as  the  following  characteristic  passage  in  his  letter 
to  Mrs.  Dunlop.  dated  Kith  August,  178S,  sufficiently  proves: — "  I  was,  yesterday, 
at  Dalswinton  House  to  dinner,  for  the  first  time.  My  reception  was  quite  to 
my  mind:  from  the  lady  of  the  house  quite  flattering.  She  sometimes  hits 
on  a  couplet  or  two,  impromptu,  and  she  repeated  some  of  these  t(5  the  admiration  of 
all  present.  My  suffrage  as  a  professional  man  was  expected :  I  for  once  went 
agonizing  over  the  belly  of  my  conscience.  Pardon  me,  ye.  my  adored  house- 
hold gods,  independence  of  spirit,  and  integrity  of  soul!  In  the  course  of  con- 
versation 'Johnson's  Musical  Museum,'  a  collection  of  Scottish  songs  with  music, 
was  talked  of.    We  got  a  song  on  the  liarpsichord,  beginning — 

'Eaving  winds  around  her  blowing.' 
The  air  was  much  admired :  the  lady  of  the  house  asked  me  whose  were  the 
words.  '  Mine,  Iiladam — they  ai"o  indeed  my  very  best  verses :  she  took  not  the 
smallest  notice  of  them !  The  Scottish  proverb  says  well.  King's  caff  is  better 
than  i/lier  folk's  corn.  I  was  going  to  make  a  New-Testament  quotation  about 
'casting  pearls,'  but  that  would  be  too  virulent,  forthe  lady  is  actually  a  woman 
of  sense  and  taste."    See  p.  3G5.] 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing, 
Yellow  leaves  the  woodlands  strowing, 
By  a  river  hoarsely  roaring, 
Isabella  stray'd  deploring. 
Farewell,  hours  that  late  did  measure 
Sunshine  days  of  joy  and  pleasure  ; 
Hail,  thou  gloomy  night  of  sorrow — 
Cheerless  night  that  knows  no  morrow. 

^1^^         O'er  the  Past  too  fondly  wandering, 
On  the  hopeless  Future  pondering, 
Chilly  Grief  my  life-blood  freezes, 
Fell  Despair  my  fancy  seizes. 
Life,  thou  soul  of  every  blessing. 
Load  to  Misery  most  distressing, 
Gladly  how  would  I  resign  thee. 
And  to  dark  Oblivion  join  thee ! 
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HOW  LONG  AND  DREARY  LS  TITI^]  NIGHT. 

A  Gaelic  Air. 

[This  song  was  written  by  Burns  in  1787,  to  suit  ono  of  those  Gaelic  melodies 
which  ho  piclceil  up  duiiuf,'  his  Hifthlaud  tour.  In  October,  1794,  he  altered  the 
song  for  I  !('nr^,'(>  'riiuuisou,  udiliiig  a  chorus,  to  fit  the  air  of  Cau/d  Kail ;  but  ho 
therob.v  offeri.Ml  no  iiuprovcniout,  for  the  Gaelic  air  agrees  much  better  with  the 
plaintive  sul)ject  of  the  song.  In  the  third  line  of  the  closing  verse,  owhig 
t9  the  omission  of  a  comma,  or  perhaps  a  dash  after  the  word  '•  sae  " — both  in 
Johnson  and  in  Currie  (followed  in  every  subsequent  edition),  the  sense  of  the 
verse  has  been  lost.  The  Scots  verb,  to  glint,  is  to  pass  swiftly  by  like  a  gleam  of 
light;  but  by  omitting  the  pause  after  "sae,"  the  word  "glint"  would  seem  to 
mean  the  very  opposite.     We  therefore  gladly  adopt  the  necessary  punctuation.] 

IIow  loug  and  dreary  is  the  uigbt, 

When  I  am  frae  my  dearie ! 
I  sleepless  lye  frae  e'en  to  morn, 

Tho'  I  were  ne'er  so  weary. 
I  sleepless  lye  frae  e'en,  &c. 

When  I  think  on  the  happy  days 

I  spent  wi'  you,  my  dearie ; 
And  now  what  lands  between  us  lie, 

How  can  I  be  but  eerie ! 
And  now  what  lands,  &c. 

How  slow  ye  move,  ye  heavy  hours. 

As  ye  were  wae  and  weary ! 
It  was  na  sae,  ye  glinted  by, 

When  I  was  wi'  my  dearie. 
It  was  nae  sae,  &c. 


MUSING  ON  THE  ROARING  OCEAN. 

Tune — Druimion  dtibli. 

[This  is  another  of  the  songs  which  Burns  produced  in  order  to  preserve  a 
Gaelic  air  picked  up  by  him  in  the  North  Highlands.  He  notes  thus  i-egarding 
it: — "I  composed  these  verses  out  of  compliment  to  a  Mrs.  Maclachlan,  whose 
husband  is  an  officer  in  the  East  Indies."] 

Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean. 
Which  divides  my  love  and  me ! 

Wearying  Heav'n  in  warm  devotion, 
For  his  weal  where'er  he  be. 
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Hope  and  Fear's  alternate  billow 
Yielding  late  to  Nature's  law, 

Wbisp'ring  spirits  round  my  pillow 
Talli  of  him  that's  far  awa. 

Ye  whom  Sorrow  never  wounded, 
Ye  who  never  shed  a  tear, 

Care-untroubled,  joy-surrounded, 
Gaudy  Day  to  you  is  dear. 

Gentle  Night,  do  thou  befriend  me ; 

Downy  Sleep,  the  curtain  draw ; 
Spirits  kind,  again  attend  me. 

Talk  of  him  that's  far  awa ! 


BLYTHE  WAS  SHE. 
Tune — Andro  and  his  Gutty  Gun. 

[This  beautiful  song  was  composed  in  October,  178".  "Wlion  sojourning  at 
Harvieston,  ho  made  au  excursion  to  Ochtertyre  in  Strathearn.  in  order  to  pay 
a  visit  to  Sir  William  Murray,  cousin-german  of  ]\Ir.  Graham  of  Fintrj',  through 
whose  influence  it  is  understood  he  obtained  his  appointment  to  the  Excise, 
some  time  afterwards.  Among  the  inmates  of  Ochtertyre  H^nise  at  this  time 
was  a  young  cousin  of  his  host.  Miss  Euphomia  Murray  of  Lintrose,  aged  IS, 
and  Burns  made  her  the  subject  of  the  following  pastoral  song.  Miss  Murray 
eventually  became  the  wife  of  one  of  the  judges  of  the  Oom-t  of  Session — ^Lord 
Methven.] 

CHORUS. 

Blythe.,  hhjthe  and  merry  ivas  she, 

Bhjthe  ivas  she  butt  and  ben  ; 
Blytlie  by  the  hanks  of  Earn, 

And  hlythe  in  Glenturit  glen. 

By  Ochtertyre  grows  the  aik. 

On  Yarrow  banks,  the  birken  shaw ; 

But  Phemie  was  a  bonier  lass. 
Than  braes  o'  Yarrow  ever  saw. 
Blythe,  &c. 

Her  looks  were  like  a  flow'r  in  May, 
Her  smile  was  like  a  simmer  morn ; 

She  tripped  by  tJie  banks  of  Earn, 
As  light's  a  bird  upon  a  thora. 
Blythe,  &c. 
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Her  bonie  face  it  was  as  meek 

As  ouy  lamb  upon  a  lea ; 
The  eveuiiig  sun  was  ne'er  sae  sweet 

As  was  the  blink  o'  Phemie's  e'e. 
Blythe,  &e. 

The  Highland  hills  I've  wander' cl  wide, 
And  o'er  the  Lawlands  I  hae  been ; 

But  Phemie  was  the  blythest  lass 
That  ever  trode  the  dewy  green. 
Blythe,  &e. 


TO  DAUNTON  ME. 

[This  excellent  song,  although  in  no  way  acknowledged  by  Butur,   is  ii> 
dubitably  his,  and  exists  in  his  own  MS.] 

The  blude-red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw, 
The  simmer-liUes  bloom  in  snaw, 
The  frost  may  freeze  the  deepest  sea  ; 
But  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

CHORUS. 

To  daunton  me,  and  me  sae  young, 
Wi'  his  fause  heart  and  flatt'ring  tongue .' 
,  That  is  the  thing  you  ne'er  shall  see. 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 

For  a'  his  meal  and  a'  his  maut. 
For  a'  his  fresh  beef  and  his  saut, 
For  a'  his  gold  and  white  monie, 
An  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 

His  gear  may  buy  him  kye  and  yowes, 
His  gear  may  buy  him  glens  and  knowes, 
But  me  he  shall  not  buy  nor  fee, 
For  an  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &e. 
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lie  hirples  tvv-a-fauld  as  he  dow, 
Wi'  his  teethless  gab  and  his  auld  beld  pow, 
And  the  rain  rains  down  frae  his  red  blear'd  e'e; — 
That  auld  man  shall  never  daunton  me. 
To  daunton  me,  &c. 


TALK  NOT  OF  LOVE,  IT  GIVES  ME  PAIN. 

Tune — Banks  of  Spey. 

[The  basis  of  this  song  is  by  Mrs.  M'Lehose  (Clarinda),  with  whom  the  poet 
became  acquaintpcl  early  in  Dec,  1787,  just  about  the  time  when  ho  had  intended 
leaving  Edinburgh  for  good  and  all;  but,  between  the  effect  of  her  charms,  and 
the  lameness  caused  by  being  overset  by  a  drunken  coachman,  he  was  detained 
In  the  city  till  the  close  of  the  following  February.  We  give  here  Clarinda's 
verses  entire,  in  order  that  the  reader  maj'  at  once  see  what  share  Burns  had  Id 
the  lyric  as  printed  in  the  Museum : — 

"  Talk  not  of  Love — it  gives  me  pain,  for  Love  has  been  my  foe : 
He  bound  me  in  an  iron  chain,  and  plunged  me  deep  in  woe  ! 
But  Friendship's  pure  and  lasting  joys  my  heart  was  formed  to  prove — 
The  worthy  object  be  of  those,  but  never  talk  of  Love! 
The  Hand  of  Friendship  I  accept — may  Honour  be  our  guard ! 
Virtue  our  intercourse  direct,  her  smiles  our  dear  reward." — Clarinda.] 

Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  me  pain, 

For  love  has  been  my  foe ; 
He  bound  me  with  an  iron  chain, 

And  pluug'd  me  deep  in  woe. 

But  friendship's  pure  and  lasting  joys, 

My  heart  was  form'd  to  prove ; 
There,  welcome  win  and  wear  the  prize. 

But  never  talk  of  love. 

Your  friendship  much  can  make  me  blest. 

Oh,  why  that  bliss  destroy  ! 
Why  urge  the  only,  one  request 

You  know  I  will  deny  ! 

Your  thought,  if  love  must  harbour  there. 

Conceal  it  in  that  thought ; 
Nor  cause  me  from  my  bosom  tear 

The  very  friend  I  sought. 


(     22U     ) 


O'ER  THE  WATER  TO  CHARLIE. 

[The  second  aud  third  verses  of  this  song  soom  to  be  much  indebted  to  Burns, 
although  ho  has  claimed  none  of  it.  Stenhouse,  in  reference  to  this  matter, 
Bays : — "  The  verses  in  the  Museum  were  revised  and  improved  by  Burns."] 

Come  boat  me  o'er,  come  row  me  o'er, 

Come  boat  me  o'er  to  Cliarlie ; 
I'll  gie  John  Ross  another  bawbee, 

To  boat  me  o'er  to  Charhe. 


CHORUS. 

We'll  o'er  the  water,  we'll  o'er  the  sea. 
We'll  o'er  the  water  to  Charlie ; 

Come  weal,  come  woe,  we'll  gather  and  go, 
And  hve  or  die  wi'  Charlie. 

I  lo'e  weel  my  Charlie's  name, 

Tho'  some  there  be  abhor  him  : 
But  O,  to  see  auld  Nick  gaun  hame, 

And  CharUe's  faes  before  him ! 
We'll  o'er,  &c. 

I  swear  and  vow  by  moon  and  stars, 

And  sun  that  shines  so  early  ! 
If  I  had  twenty  thousand  lives, 

I'd  die  as  aft  for  Charhe. 
We'll  o'er,  &c.* 


*  Verse  added  by  Hogg : — 

"  I  ance  had  sons,  but  now  hae  naue, — 
I  bred  them,  toiling  sairly; 
And  I  would  bear  them  a'  again. 
And  lose  them  a'  for  Charlie  1 
We'll  o'er,  &c." 
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A  ROSE-BUD  BY  MY  EARLY  WALK. 

[This  song  is  not  claimed  for  Bums  by  any  mark  in  Johnson  except  the  letter 
B :  he,  however,  has  noted  in  MS.  as  follows :— "This  song  I  composed  on  Mies 
Jenny  Cruickshank.  only  child  to  my  worthy  friend,  Mr.  Wm.  Cruickshauk  of 
the  High  School,  Edinburgh.  The  air  is  by  David  Sillar,  quondam  merchant, 
and  now  sehoolmastpr  at  Irvine."  He  afterwards  composed  some  beautiful  lines 
on  the  same  young  lady,  lieginniug — "Beauteous  rose-bud,  young  and  gay."  On 
returnijig  from  his  northern  tour,  the  poet  took  up  his  residence  with  Mr. 
Cruickshank,  at  his  house  in  St.  James's  Square.  The  "  Eose-bud,"  although  then 
only  "  entered  in  her  teens,"  was  a  considerable  proficient  in  music.  Professor 
"Walker  has  told  us  that  he  called  upon  Burns  about  the  end  of  October,  1787, 
and  "  found  him  seated  by  the  harpsichord  of  this  young  lady,  listening  with 
the  keenest  interest  to  his  ovra  verses,  which  she  sung  and  accompanied,  and 
adjusting  them  to  the  music  by  repeated  trials  of  the  effect  In  this  occupation 
he  was  so  totally  absorbed,  that  it  was  dilBoult  to  di-aw  his  attention  from  it  for 
a  moment." 

Mr.  Cruickshank  died  in  1795,  and  the  "Eose-bud"  became  the  wife  of  Mr. 
Henderson,  a  legal  practitioner  in  Jedburgh.  The  word  "  hawk,"  in  verse  first 
of  the  song,  means  a  thorn-fringed  footpath  through  a  cultivated  field.] 

A  ROSE-BUD  by  my  early  walk, 
Aclown  a  corn-inclosed  Ijawk, 
Sae  gently  bent  its  thorny  stalk, 
All  on  a  dewy  morning. 

Ere  twice  the  shades  o'  dawn  are  fled, 
In  a'  its  crimson  glory  spread. 
And  drooping  rich  the  dewy  head, 
It  scents  the  early  morning. 

Within  the  bush,  her  covert  nest, 
A  httle  Unnet  fondly  prest, 
The  dew  sat  chilly  on  her  breast, 
Sae  early  in  the  morning. 

She  soon  shall  see  her  tender  brood. 
The  pride,  the  pleasure  o'  the  wood, 
Amang  the  fresh  green  leaves  bedew'd, 
Awauk  the  early  morning. 

So  thou,  dear  bird,  young  Jenny  fair ! 
On  trembling  string  or  vocal  air, 
Shalt  sweetly  pay  the  tender  care 
That  tents  thy  early  morning. 

So  thou,  sweet  rose-bud,  young  and  gay, 
Shalt  beauteous  blaze  upon  the  day. 
And  bless  the  parent's  evening  ray 
That  watch'd  thy  early  morning. 
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TO  A  BLACKBIRD. 

Tune — Scots  Queen. 

[This,  like  the  lyric  at  page  22S — Talk  not  of  Love,  is  tho  joint  composition  of 
"  Clarinila  "  and  Burns.  Wo  will  adopt  the  same  courso  with  this  piece  as  wo 
did  with  the  other,  giving  the  lady's  verses  in  tho  note,  and  tho  same,  as  amended 
by  Burns,  in  tho  text.  Clarinda  composed  the  lines  one  day  on  hearing  a  black- 
bird sing,  while  walking  with  her  children  at  tho  head  of  Bruntsflold  Links, 
Edinburgh.  They  have  a  manifest  reference  to  her  own  desolate  condition, — 
deserted  as  she  was  by  a  faithless  husband : — 

"  Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care, 

Thy  cheerful  notes  will  hush  despair; 

Thy  tuneful  warblings,  void  of  art. 

Thrill  sweetly  through  my  aching  heart. 

Now  choose  thy  mate,  and  fondly  love, 

And  all  the  charming  transport  prove ; 

Those  sweet  emotions  all  enjoy, 

Let  Love  and  Song  thy  hours  employ ; 

Whilst  I,  a  lovelorn  exile,  live. 

And  rapture  nor  receive  nor  give. 

Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care. 

Thy  cheerful  notes  will  hush  despair."] 

Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care, 
Thy  tuneful  notes  will  hush  despair ; 
Thy  plaintive  warblings,  void  of  art. 
Thrill  sweetly  thro'  my  aching  heart. 
Now  choose  thy  mate,  and  fondly  love. 
And  all  the  charming  transport  prove ; 
While  I  a  lovelorn  exile  hve. 
Nor  transport  or  receive  or  give. 

For  thee  is  laughing  nature  gay ; 
For  thee  she  pours  the  vernal  day : 
For  me  in  vain  is  nature  drest. 
While  joy's  a  stranger  to  my  breast ! 
These  sweet  emotions  all  enjoy ; 
Let  Love  and  Song  thy  hours  employ ! 
Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care, 
Thy  tuneful  notes  will  hush  despair. 
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A^"  I'LL   KISS   THEE   YET. 

Tune — Bines  o  Balqidudder. 

[In  a  MS.  copy  of  this  song,  the  following  verse — omitted  in  Johnson — is  in- 
serted immediately  after  the  flrst  stanza  and  chorus: — 

"  Ilk  care  and  fear,  when  thou  art  near, 
I  ever  mair  defy  them,  O : 
Yoimg  kings  upon  their  hansel  throne 
Are  nae  sae  blest  as  I  am,  0." 
The  poet  afterwards  remodelled  this  song  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  to 
answer  the  tune  of  Cmi/d  Kail,  for  which  Thomson  seems  to  have  had  a  great 
pent-hant.    He  enclosed  it  in  a  letter,  under  date  August,  1793,  in  which  he  says, 
"  The  last  stanza  of  the  song  I  now  send  you  contains  the  very  words  that  Coiia 
taught  me  many  years  ago,  and  which  I  set  to  an  old  Scots  reel  in  Johnson's 
Museum." 

It  has  been  ascertained,  through  information  of  the  poet's  sister  (Mrs.  Begg) 
to  E.  Chambers,  and  to  the  late  Gapt.  C.  Gray,  E.M..  that  when  Bums  was22yeai's 
old,  he  fell  in  love  with  a  young  woman  named  Ellison  BcijMe,  who  was  servant 
with  a  family  on  the  banks  of  the  Cessnock,  about  two  miles  from  Lochloa.  He 
addressed  several  letters  to  her,  which  are  printed  among  his  correspondence, 
her  name  appearing  only  under  the  initial  "E;"  and  he  also. composed  a 
beautiful  song  in  her  praise,  beginning — On  Cessnock  Bants  there  lives  a  lass. 
Although  this  fair  one  ultimately  rejected  the  poet,  and  became  the  wife  of 
another  man,  it  is  certain  that  his  passion  for  her  was  serious,  and  that  the 
issue  cost  him  many  a  heart-ache.  It  was  suggested  by  a  minute  inquirer  into 
the  early  history  of  Burns,  that  the  present  song,  and  also  a  juvenile  lyric,  dis- 
playing deep  passion,  called — Mary  Morison,  might  have  been  inspired  by  that 
young  woman's  charms ;  and  Mrs.  Begg,  on  hearing  his  reasons  for  so  thinking, 
admitted  the  strong  probability  that  those  suggestions  were  well  founded. 

Stenhouse  tells  us  that  Stephen  Clarke  wrote  below  the  score  of  this  song  the 
following  words : — "  I  am  charmed  with  this  song  almost  as  muob  as  the  lover 
is  with  boiiie  Peggy  Alison."] 

CHORUS. 

A?i'  ril  kiss  thee  yet,  yet, 
ArC  ril  kiss  thee  o'er  again  ; 

AiC  ril  hiss  thee  yet,  yet, 
My  honie  Peggy  Alison. 

When  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms, 
I  clasp  my  countless  treasure,  0 ! 

I  seek  nae  mair  o'  Ileav'n  to  share. 
Than  sic  a  moment's  pleasure,  O ! 
When  in  my  arms,  &c. 

And  by  thy  een  sae  bonie  blue, 

I  swear  I'm  thine  for  ever,  O ! 
And  on  thy  lips  I  seal  my  vow, 

And  break  it  shall  I  never,  0 ! 
7Vnd  by  thy  een,  &c. 
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RATTLIN',  ROARIN'  WILLIE. 

[Burns  notps  this  prdduction  thus:— "Tho  last  stanza  of  this  song  is  mine:  it 
was  composed  out  of  compliment  to  one  of  the  worthiest  fellows  in  the  world, 
William  Dunbar,  Esq.,  writer  to  the  signet,  Edinburgh,  and  Colonel  of  the 
Crochallan  corps— a  club  of  wits  who  took  that  title  at  the  time  of  raising  the 
fencible  regiments."  We  are  thus  to  conclude  that  the  two  preceding  verses 
are  old,  although  helped  a  little  by  the  poet.  In  March,  1780,  Burns  makes  the 
following  honourable  mention  of  the  "  Colonel "  in  a  letter  to  Peter  Hill,  to 
whom  he  then  presented  a  ewe-milk  cheese,  giving  him  a  list  of  friends  who 
were  to  get  a  slice  of  it:— "My  facetious  friend  Dunbar  I  would  wish  also  to 
bo  a  partaker;  not  to  digest  his  spleen,  for  that  he  laughs  off,  but  to  digest  his 
laat  night's  wine  at  the  last  fleld-day  of  the  Crochallan  corps."] 

0  rattlin',  roarin'  Willie, 

O  he  held  to  the  fair  ; 
An'  for  to  sell  his  fiddle, 

And  buy  some  other  ware  -, 
But  parting  wi'  his  fiddle, 

The  saut  tear  blin't  his  e'e ; 
And  ratthn',  roarin'  Wilhe, 

Ye're  welcome  hame  to  me  ! 

0  Willie,  come  sell  your  fiddle, 

0  sell  your  fiddle  sae  fine ; 
O  Wilhe,  come  sell  your  fiddle, 

And  buy  a  pint  o'  wine. 
If  I  should  sell  my  fiddle. 

The  warld  would  think  I  was  mad. 
For  mony  a  rantin'  day 

My  fiddle  and  I  hae  had. 

As  I  cam  by  Crochallan, 

1  cannily  keekit  ben : 
Rattlin',  roarin'  Willie 

Was  sitting  at  yon  boord-en' — 
Sitting  at  yon  boord-en'. 

And  amang  gude  companie ; 
Rattlin',  roarin'  Willie, 

Ye're  welcome  hame  to  me  ! 
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WHERE  BRAVING  ANGRY  WINTER'S  STORMS. 
Tune — Neil  Gold's  Lanuntation  for  Ahercairny. 

[Burns  acknowledged  the  authorship  of  this  rather  philosophical  song.  He 
says  in  a  letter  to  its  inspirer,  Jliss  Margaret  Chalmers,  inclosing  the  present 
song,  and  also  another  licginniug— J/;/  Pcgtjijs  face,  my  Pi'ggt/'s  /o;7«;— "The 
poetic  compliments  I  pay  cannot  be  misuuilerstood:  I  have  complimented  you 
chielly,  almost  solely  on  your  mental  charms.  Shall  I  be  plain  with  you  ?  I 
mil :  so  look  to  it.  Personal  attractions,  madam,  you  have  above  par — wit, 
understanding,  and  worth,  you  possess  in  the  first  class."  Miss  Chalmers,  two 
years  after  these  songs  were  composed,  became  Mrs.  Levris  Ilay,  of  Forbes  & 
Co.'s  bank,  Edinburgh.— (See  note  to  song,  Tlie  ba7iks  of  the,  Devon,  page  220,  for 
some  information  concerning  this  lady.)  Shortly  before  leaving  Edinburgh,  in 
February  1788.  he  wrote  to  her  as  follows:— "You  must  not  desert  me.  Your 
friendship,  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though  I  should  date  my  letters  from  a 
marching  regiment.  Early  in  life,  and  all  my  life,  I  reckoned  on  a  recruiting 
drum  as  my  forlorn  hope."  When  the  poet  lay  in  Mr.  Cruickshank's  house, 
with  his  bruised  liml),  a  month  or  two  before  this,  he  wrote  to  her  in  these 

words : "I  would  give  my  best  song  to  my  worst  enemy — I  mean  the  merit  of 

making  it,  to  have  you  and  Charlotte  by  me.  You  are  angelic  creatures,  and 
would  pour  oil  and  wine  into  mv  wounded  spirit"  After  his  marriage,  he  wrote 
to  her  thu.s,  from  Ellisland,  in  September,  1788:— "I  have  lived  more  of  real  life 
Arith  you  in  eight  davs  than  I  can  do  \vith  almost  anybody  I  meet  with  in  eight 
years;  and  when  I  "think  on  the  improbability  of  meeting  you  in  this  world 
again,  I  could  sit  down  and  cry  like  a  child."] 

Where,  braving  angry  winter's  storms, 

The  lofty  Ochils  rise  ; 
Far  in  their*  shade,  my  Peggy's  charms 

First  blest  my  wondering  eyes, — 
As  one,  who,  by  some  savage  stream, 

A  lonely  gem  snrveys, 
Astonish'd,  doubly  marks  it  beam, 

With  art's  most  poHsh'd  blaze. 

Blest  be  the  wild,  sequester'd  shade, 

And  blest  the  day  and  hour. 
Where  Peggy's  charms  I  first  survey'd, 

When  first  I  felt  their  pow'r  ! 
The  tyrant  death,  with  grim  control, 

May  seize  my  fleeting  breath  ; 
]5ut  tearing  Peggy  from  my  soul 

Must  be  a  stronger  death. 


(     235     ) 

TIBBIE,  I  II AE  SEEN  THE  DAY. 

Tune — InvercaulcVs  Reel. 

[The  authorship  of  this  clover  songr  is  acknowledged  in  Johnson.  The  poet, 
in  his  notes,  tolls  us  that  ho  composed  it  before  leaving  Mount  Oliphant,  when 
only  ahont  soventocn  years  old.  Mrs.  Begg.  in  reply  to  some  questions  raised 
by  the  writer  of  these  notes,  in  ]  s-'id,  remarked  as  follows  regarding  this  song: — 
"This  must  have  been  composed  in  Lochlea;  for  Tililiii-  Sfrm,  the  heroine,  was 
unknownto  Burns  at  Mount  dliphant.  Shelivedat  'Little  Ilill.'afarm  marching 
with  that  of  Lochlea :  the  thing  was  well  kno^\-n  in  the  ueighbom-hood,  no  one 
doubting  it"] 

CHORUS. 

0  Tihhie.1  I  hae  seen  the  day., 

Ye  tvonld  na  heeii  sae  shy  ; 
For  laih  o'  gear  ye  lightly  me.. 

But.,  troivth,  I  care  na  hj. 

Yestreen  I  met  ye  on  the  moor, 
Ye  spak  na,  but  gaed  by  like  stoure  ; 
Ye  geek  at  me  because  I'm  poor, 
But  fient  a  hair  care  I ! 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 

I  doubt  na,  lass,  but  ye  may  tliink. 
Because  ye  hae  the  name  o'  chnk, 
That  ye  can  please  me  at  a  wink. 
Whene'er  ye  like  to  try. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 

But  sorrow  tak  him  that's  sae  mean, 
Altho'  his  pouch  o'  coin  were  clean, 
Wha  follows  ony  saucy  quean 
That  looks  sae  proud  and  high. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c. 

Altho'  a  lad  were  e'er  sae  smart ; 
If  that  he  want  the  yellow  dirt. 
Ye'll  cast  your  head  anither  airt. 
And  answer  him  fn'  dry. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  <fee. 
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But  if  lie  bae  the  name  o'  gear, 
Ye'U  fasten  to  him  like  a  brier ; 
Tho'  hardly  he  for  sense  or  lear 
Be  better  than  the  kye. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &e. 

But,  Tibbie,  lass,  tak  my  advice : 
Your  daddie's  gear  maks  you  sae  nice ; 
The  deil  a  ane  wad  speir  your  price, 
Were  ye  as  poor  as  I. 
Tibbie,  I  hae,  &c.* 


CLARINDA. 

[Tliis  beautiful  lyric,  thrown  in  near  the  close  of  Johnson's  second  volume, 
was  Burns'  parting  song  to  Mrs.  M'Lehose,  on  his  leaving  Edinburgh  in 

February,  1788.] 

Clarinda,  mistress  of  my  soul, 

The  measur'd  time  is  run ! 
The  wretch  beneath  the  dreary  pole, 

So  marks  his  latest  sun. 

To  what  dark  cave  of  frozen  night 

Shall  poor  Sylvander  hie ; 
Depriv'd  of  thee,  his  life  and  Ught, 

The  Sun  of  all  his  joy. 

We  part — but  by  these  precious  drops, 

That  fill  thy  lovely  eyes ! 
No  other  light  shall  guide  my  steps. 

Till  thy  bright  beams  arise. 

She,  the  fair  Sun  of  all  her  sex, 

Has  blest  my  glorious  day  : 
And  shall  a  gUmmeriug  Planet  fix 

My  worship  to  its  ray  ? 

•  Stanza,  in  MS.,  omitted  by  Johnson : — 

"There  lives  a  lass  in  yonder  park, 
I  wadna  gie  her  in  her  sark. 
For  thee,  wi"  a'  thy  thousand  merk  ; 
Ye  need  na  look  sae  high." 


SONGS  CONTRIBUTED  BY  BURNS  TO  VOL,  III.  OF  JOHNSON,  FEB.  2,  1790, 


The  poet  wrote  to  Johnson  on  15th  November,  1788,  in  these  terms:— "I  am 
preparing  a  flaming  preface  for  your  third  volume.  I  see  every  day  new 
musical  publicatious  advertised;  but  what  are  they?  Gaudy,  painted 
buttcrllirs  nf  a  day,  and  thou  they  vaninh  for  ever:  but  your  work  will  out- 
hvo  Ibo  mumentiiry  neglects  uf  fashion,  and  defy  the  teeth  of  time.  Perhaps 
you  uuiy  not  Und  your  account  lucratively  in  this  business  ;  but  you  are  a 
patriot  for  the  music  of  vour  country,  and  I  um  certain  posterity  will  look 
on  themselves  as  highly'indebted  to  your  public  spirit.  Be  not  in  a  huri-y : 
let  us  go  on  correctly,  and  your  name  shall  be  imjnortaL" 


The  following  is  the  Preface  referred  to : — 

Now  that  the  Editor  gives  this  third  Volume  of  The  Scots  Musical  Museum  to  the 

Public,  he  hopes  it  will  not  be  found  unworthy  of  the  Volumes  already  published. 

As  this  is  not  one  of  those  many  publications  which  are  hourly  ushered  into  the 

World,  merely  to  catch  the  eye  of  Fashion  in  her  frenzy  of  a  day,  the  Editor  has 

little  to  hope  or  fear  from  the  herd  of  readers.     Consciousness  of  the  well-known 

merit  of  our  Scotish  Music,  and  the  national  fondness  of  a  Scotchman  for  the 

productions  of  his  own  country,  are  at  once  the  Editor's  motive  and  apology  for 

this  imdertaking ;  and  where  any  of  the  pieces  in  the  collection  may  perhaps 

be  found  wanting  at  the  critical  bar  of  the  first,  he  appeals  to  the  honest 

prejudices  of  the  ?as;.  oi  i-r.A 

Edmr.,  February  2d,  1)90. 


I  LOVE  MY  LOVE  IN  SECRET. 

[This  is  an  old  song,  inadmissible  in  its  original  state,  through  its  indelicacy ; 
and  therefore  altered  by  Burns,  in  order  to  preserve  the  air,  and  give  a  better 
character  to  the  words.  The  last  verse  records  a  ver>-  interesting  old  custom 
between  lovers,  when  compelled  by  force  of  circumstances  to  part  against  their 
will— a  practice  affectionately  recorded  also  in  the  beautiful  Boug—logie  o' 
Buchan : — 

'•  He  had  but  ae  saxpence,  he  brak  it  m  twa, 
And  he  gae  me  the  hauf  o't  when  he  gaed  awa."] 

My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  rinc:, 
Was  a'  beset  wi'  diamonds  fine ; 
But  I  gied  liim  a  far  better  thing, 
I  gied  my  heart  in  pledge  o'  his  ring. 

CHORUS. 

My  Sandy  0,  my  Sandy  O, 

My  bonie,  bonie  Sandy  0 ; 

Tho'  the  love  that  I  owe,  to  thee  I  dare  na  show. 

Yet  I  love  my  love  in  secret,  ray  Sandy  O. 


(     23«     ) 

My  Sandy  brak  a  piece  o'  gowd, 
While  down  bis  cheeks  the  saut  tears  row'd ; 
lie  took  a  hauf  an'  gied  it  to  me, 
And  I'll  keep  it  till  the  hour  I  die. 
My  Sandy  0,  &c. 


TIBBIE  DUNBAR. 

Tune — Johnny  31'- Gill. 

[This  favourite  air.  which  derives  its  name  from  its  composer,  Mr.  John  M'Gill, 
musician  in  Girvan,  AjTshire,  wanted  words  as  a  vehicle  for  preservation,  and 
Burns  supplied  it  with  the  following  lines.  The  air  has  since  acquired  greater 
popularity,  imder  the  title  of  Come  under  my  plaidie,  from  a  ballad  which  was 
written  for  it  by  Hector  M'Neil.] 

0  WILT  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar? 

0  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 
Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horse,  or  be  drawn  in  a  car, 
Or  walk  by  my  side,  0  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar  ? 

1  care  na  thy  daddie,  his  lands  and  his  money, 
I  care  na  thy  kin,  sae  high  and  sae  lordly ; 
But  say  thou  wilt  hae  me  for  better  for  waur. 
And  come  in  thy  coatie,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar. 


MY  HARRY  WAS  A  GALLANT  GAY. 
Tune — Highlander's  Lament. 

[This  song  is  unclaimed  for  Burns  in  Johnson,  hut  in  his  MS.  notes  he  says: — 
"The  chorus  I  picked  u])  from  an  old  woman  in  Dunblane :  the  rest  of  the  song 
is  mine."  The  tune  seems  to  have  some  connection  with  the  gallant  42nd 
Regiment,  or  "Black  Watch,"  for  Burns  has  recorded  that  its  oldest  name  is, 
The  Highland  Watch's  Farewell  to  Ireland.]; 

My  Harry  was  a  gallant  gay, 

Fu'  stately  strade  he  on  the  plain ; 

But  now  he's  bauish'd  far  awa', 
I'll  never  see  him  back  again. 

CHORUS. 

0  for  him  back  again  ! 

O  for  him  back  again  ! 

1  wad  gie  a'  Knockhaspie's  land 

For  Highland  Harry  back  again. 
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When  a'  the  lave  gae  to  their  bed, 
I  wander  dowie  up  the  glen ; 

I  set  me  down  and  greet  my  fill, 
And  ay  I  wish  him  back  again. 
O  for  him,  &e. 

0  were  some  villains  hangit  high, 
And  ilka  body  had  their  aiu ! 

Then  I  might  see  the  jojfu'  sights 
My  Ilighlaud  Harry  back  again. 
0  for  him,  &c. 


THE  TAYLOR  FELL  THRO'  THE  BED. 


[Stenhouse  tells  us  that  the  seoonrl  and  fourth  verses  are  by  Bums,  and  that 
the  rest  of  the  song  is  very  old.  No  doubt  the  poet's  motive  for  dressing  up  this 
old  song  was  to  preserve  its  ancient  and  beautiful  air,  which  is  that  known  as 
The  Tailor's  March,  and  made  use  of  at  all  election  meetings  of  the  old  corpora- 
tion, and  other  festive  occasions.  It  may  also  be  mentioned  that  the  time  is  the 
progenitor  of  the  highly  popular  air — logic  o  Buchaii.] 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a'. 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a' ; 

The  l)laukets  were  thin  and  the  sheets  they  were  sma', 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  thimble  an'  a'. 

The  sleepy  bit  lassie  she  dreaded  nae  ill. 
The  sleepy  bit  lassie  she  dreaded  uae  ill ; 
The  weather  was  cauld  and  the  lassie  lay  still, 
She  thought  that  a  Taylor  could  do  her  nae  ill. 

Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  man, 
Gie  me  the  groat  again,  canny  young  man ; 
The  day  it  is  short,  and  the  night  it  is  lang, 
The  dearest  siller  that  ever  I  wan. 

There's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane. 
There's  somebody  weary  wi'  lying  her  lane. 
There's  some  that  are  dowie,  I  trow  wad  be  fain 
To  see  the  bit  Taylor  come  skippin'  again. 


(     -^^o     ) 


AY  WAUKIN  O. 

[Stenhouse  says  that  this  is  a  very  old  fragment,  altered  somewhat  hy  Burns, 
and  to  which  he  prefixed  a  verse — "  Simmer's  a  pleasant  time,"  &c.] 

SiJBiEu's  a  pleasant  time, 

Flowers  of  ev'ry  colour  ; 
The  water  rins  owre  the  heugh, 

And  I  long  for  my  true  lover ! 

CHORUS. 

Ay  waukin  0, 

Waukin  still  and  weary  : 

Sleep  I  can  get  nane, 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 

When  I  sleep  I  dream, 

When  I  wauk  I'm  eerie ; 
Sleep  I  can  get  nane, 

For  thinking  on  my  dearie. 
Ay  waukin,  &c. 

Lanely  night  comes  on, 

A'  the  lave  are  sleepin' : 
I  think  on  my  bonie  lad, 

And  I  bleer  my  een  wi'  greetiu'. 
Ay  waukin,  &c. 


BEWARE  0'  BONIE  ANN. 

[These  verses,  Burns  tells  us  in  a  note,  he  composed  in  178S,  in  compliment 
to  Miss  Ann  Masterton,  daughter  of  his  friend  Allan  Masterton,  writing  muster 
and  amateur  composer  of  music.  The  fifth  and  sixth  lines  of  verse  first  are  the 
counterpart  of  a  beautiful  verso  in  the  very  last  song  which  Burns  sent  to  the 
Afuseum — 

"Her  yellow  hair  beyond  compare, 

Comes  trinkling  down  her  swan-white  nock ; 
And  her  two  eyes,  like  stars  in  skies. 
Wad  keep  a  sinking  ship  frae  wreck."] 


Yk  gallants  bright  I  rede  ye  right, 

Beware  o'  bonie  Ann ; 
Her  comely  face  sae  fu'  o'  grace, 

Your  hearts  slie  will  trepan. 


(     241     ) 

Her  een  sae  brijrhl,  like  stars  by  uiglit, 

Her  skin  is  like  the  swau  ; 
Sae  jinii)ly  lac'd  her  pjenty  waist, 

That  sweetly  ye  might  span. 

Youth,  grace  and  love  attendant  move, 
And  pleasure  leads  the  van  ; 

In  a'  their  charms  and  conquering  arras. 
They  Avait  on  bonie  Ann, 

The  captive  bauds  may  chain  the  hands, 
But  Love  enslaves  the  man  : 

Ye  gallants  braw,  I  rede  you  a', 
Beware  o'  bonie  Ann. 


LADDIE,  HE  NEAR  ME. 

[It  is  difilcuU  to  say  what  share  Burns  had  in  the  composition  of  the  following 
familiar  ditty;  but  Johnson,  imagiuiugthat  the  words  would  come  with  mo?e  de- 
corum from  the  lips  of  the  husband,  aUered  the  person  of  the  singer,  and  changed 
the  old  title  of  the  song  into  "  Lassie,  lie  near  me."  Several  years  after  the  ap- 
pearance of  this  song,  we  find  the  poet  writing  thus  to  Thomson  regarding  the 
tune: — "  Laddie  lie  near  me"  must  lie  by  me  for  some  time,  I  do  not  know  the  air, 
and  until  I  am  complete  master  of  a  tune,  in  my  own  singing,  such  as  it  is,  I 
can  never  compose  for  it."  The  presumption  accordingly  is  rather  against 
Bums  having  composed  these  words.  In  May,  179-5,  he  supplied  Thomson 
with  a  Bong  to  this  air — "  'Twas  na  her  bonie  blue  e'e  was  my  ruin."  (See  page 
112.,  vol.  2.) 

The  ancient  words  of  "  Laddie,  lie  near  me" — and  very  free  words  they  are — 
will  be  found  in  Eitson's  '•  North  Country  Chorister,"  Durham,  1802.] 

Lang  hae  we  parted  been, 

Laddie,  my  dearie  ; 
Now  we  are  met  again, 

Laddie  lie  near  me. 


CHORUS. 

Near  me^  near  me, 
Laddie,  lie  near  me  ; 
Lang  hae  I  lain  my  lane, 
Laddie  lie  near  me. 
Q 
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A'  that  I  bae  endured, 
Laddie,  my  dearie, 

Here  iu  thy  arms  is  cured,- 
Laddie,  He  near  me. 
Near  me,  ^-c. 


THE  GARDENER  WI'  HIS  PAIDLE. 

[This  pretty  soug,  unclaimed  by  Burns  in  the  Museum,  was  afterwards  altered 
by  him  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  to  suit  the  air  of  Dainty  Davie,  The 
old  tune  to  which  the  present  song  is  set.,  is  called  The  Gardener's  March,  and 
usually  played  in  the  grand  floral  processions  of  that  most  primative  of  all  trades: 
the  Tailors,  of  course,  follow  suite.  The  continual  recurrence  of  the  line — "The 
(Jardener  wi'  his  paidle,"  gives  a  ludicrous  effect  to  this  otherwise  beautiful 
composition;  anil,  no  doubt,  thai  consideration  served  as  an  inducement  to  the 
poet  to  alter  the  verses :  his  own  idea  would  start  up — "  He's  just  a  bit  paidlin 
bod)  "] 

When  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers. 
To  deck  her  gay  green-spreading  bowers  ; 
Then  busy,  busy  are  his  hours — 
The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle. 

The  crystal  waters  gently  fa'; 
The  merry  birds  are  lovers  a'; 
The  scented  breezes  round  him  blaw — 
The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle. 

When  purple  morning  starts  the  hare, 
To  steal  upon  her  early  fare ; 
Then  thro'  the  dews  he  maun  repair — 
The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle. 

When  day,  expiring  in  the  west. 
The  curtain  draws  of  Nature's  rest ; 
He  flies  to  her  arms  he  lo'es  the  best — 
The  Gardener  wi'  his  paidle. 


(     ^43     ) 


ON  A  BANK  OP  FLOWERS. 

[This  has  BurnB'  name  attached  to  it  in  the  Museum;  but  in  reality,  it  is  only 
an  older  sonpf  roniodpllod  and  improvo(L  The  orifjinal,  by  Mr.  Theobald,  will 
bo  found  in  the  Tea  Table  MisceUany,  Vol.  III.  (1727.)  The  air  is  much  admired, 
but  has  not  a  great  deal  of  the  old  Scots  character  in  it.] 

On  a  l)ank  of  flowers,  in  a  summer  day, 

For  summer  lightly  drest, 
The  youthful,  blooiuiug  Nelly  lay, 

With  love  and  sleep  opprest : 
When  Willie,  wand'ring  thro'  the  wood — 

Who  for  her  favour  oft  had  sued, — 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd, 

And  trembled  where  he  stood. 

Her  closed  eyes,  like  weapons  sheath'd, 

Were  seal'd  in  soft  repose ; 
Her  lips,  with  fragrance  as  she  breath'd. 

Still  richer  dyed  the  rose : 
The  springing  lilies  sweetly  prest, 

Wild-wanton  kiss'd  her  rival  breast ; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd — 

Uis  bosom  ill  at  rest. 

Her  robes,  light-waving  in  the  breeze, 

Her  tender  limbs  embrace  ; 
Her  lovely  form,  her  native  ease, 

All  harmony  and  grace  : 
Tumultuous  tides  his  pulses  roll, 

A  faltering,  ardent  kiss  he  stole  ; 
He  gaz'd,  he  wish'd,  he  fear'd,  he  blush'd. 

And  sigh'd  his  very  soul. 

As  flies  the  partridge  from  the  brake. 

On  fear-inspired  wings ; 
So,  Nelly  starling,  half-awake, 

Away  affrighted  springs : 
But  WilUe  follow'd, — as  he  should : 

He  overtook  her  in  the  wood ; 
He  vow'd,  he  pray'd,  he  found  the  maid 

Forgiving  all  and  good. 
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THE  DAY  RETURNS,  MY  BOSOM  BURNS. 
Tune — Seventh  of  November. 

[In  a  letter  to  Miss  Chalmers,  dated  from  Ellisland,  September  IG,  1788,  the 
poet,  along  with  other  pieces,  enclosed  the  present  lyric,  of  which  he  remarks 
as  follows:— "Johnson's  collection  of  Scots  sougs  is  going  on  in  the  third 
volume ;  and,  of  consequence,  finds  me  a  consumpt  for  a  great  deal  of  idle 
metre.  One  of  the  most  tolerable  things  I  have  done  in  that  way  is  two  stanzas 
I  made  to  an  air  that  a  musical  gentleman  of  my  acquaintance  (Captain  Riddel 
of  Glenriddel)  composed  for  the  anniversary  of  his  weddiug-day,  which  happens 
on  the  7th  of  November.     Take  it  as  follows  :"]— 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns, 

The  blissful  day  we  twa  did  meet ; 
Tho'  winter  wild  in  tempest  toil'd, 

Ne'er  snmmer-sun  was  half  sae  sweet. 
Thau  a'  the  pride  that  loads  the  tide, 

And  crosses  o'er  the  sultry  line ; 
Than  kingly  robes,  than  crowns  and  globes, 

Heav'u  gave  me  more — it  made  thee  mine! 

While  day  and  night  can  bring  dehght, 

Or  nature  aught  of  pleasure  give ; 
While  joys  above,  my  mind  can  move, 

For  thee,  and  thee  alone  I  live  ! 
When  that  grim  foe  of  life  below, 

Comes  in  between  to  make  us  part ; 
The  iron  hand  that  breaks  our  band, 

It  breaks  my  bliss — it  breaks  my  hear 


MY  LOVE  SHE'S  BUT  A  LASSIE  YET. 

[Stenhouse  observes  of  this  production:— "The  title  and  the  last  half-etanza 
of  this  song  are  old :  tho  rest  was  composed  by  Burns."] 

CHORUS. 

My  love  she's  hut  a  lassie  yet, 
My  love  she's  but  a  lassie  yet  ; 
We'll  let  her  stand  a  year  or  ttva, — 
She'll  iw'  be  half  sae  saucy  yet. 
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I  RUE  the  day  I  sought  her,  0, 
I  rue  the  day  I  sought  lier,  0 ; 
Wha  gets  her  needs  ua  say  he's  woo'd, 
But  lie  may  say  he's  bought  her,  0. 
My  love,  ^c. 

Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet, 
Come  draw  a  drap  o'  the  best  o't  yet : 
Gae  seek  for  pleasure  whare  ye  will, 
But  here  I  never  miss'd  it  yet. 
My  love,  ^-c. 

We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't. 
We're  a'  dry  wi'  drinking  o't : 
The  minister  kiss'd  the  fiddler's  wife, 
le  could  na  preach  for  thinkin'  o't. 
My  love,  4'C. 


JAMIE,  COME  TRY  ME. 

[There  is  no  mark  to  indicate  that  these  lines  are  by  Burns ;  but  Steuhouse 
Bays  that  thej^  were  written  by  him  for  the  Museum  in  1789,  and  that  older  verses 
to  the  same  air  are  no  where  to  be  found,  so  far  as  he  is  aware.] 

CHORUS. 

Jamie,  come  try  me, 
Jamie,  come  try  me ; 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 
Jamie,  come  try  me  ! 

If  thou  should  ask  my  love, 

Could  I  deny  thee  ? 
If  thou  would  win  my  love, 

Jamie,  come  try  me  ! 
Jamie,  come  try  me,  ^c. 

If  thou  should  kiss  me,  love, 

Wha  could  espy  thee  ? 
If  thou  wad  be  my  love, 

Jamie,  come  try  me ! 
Jamie,  come  try  me,  ^-c. 
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MY  BONIE  MARY. 

[Tliis  is  ono  of  those  songs  regarding  which  the  author  indulged  in  a  good 
deal  (if  uiystiflcation.  Ou  17th  December,  17.SS,  ho  transcribed  it  in  a  letter  to 
Mrs.  Dunloi) — the  same  letter  iu  which  ho  sent  his  immortal  sung,  Au/d  long 
syne,  lie  says: — "Now  I  am  ou  my  hobby-horse,  I  cannot  help  inserting  two 
other  old  stanzas,  which  please  me  mightily — 'Go  fetch  to  me,'  (Sc."  The  poet, 
however,  in  his  notes  to  the  Museum,  acknowledges  that  the  whole  song,  \vith 
the  exception  of  the  first  four  lines,  is  his.  The  reader,  however,  must  be  cautious 
in  believing  that  Peter  Buchan's  verses,  given  by  Motherwell  as  the  original 
ballad  of  "The  Siller  Tassie,"aro anything  more  than  an  invention.] 

Go,  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wiiie, 

And  fill  it  in  a  silver  tassie, 
That  I  may  drink  before  I  go, 

A  service  to  my  bonie  lassie. 
The  boat  rocks  at  the  Pier  o'  Leith, 

Fu'  loud  the  wind  blaws  frae  the  Ferry  ; 
The  ship  rides  by  the  Berwick-law, 

And  I  maun  leave  my  bonie  Mary. 

The  trumpets  sound,  the  banners  fly, 

The  glittering  spears  are  ranked  ready, 
The  shouts  o'  war  are  heard  afar. 

The  battle  closes  deep  and  bloody : 
It's  not  the  roar  o'  sea  or  shore, 

Wad  make  me  langer  wish  to  tarry ; 
Nor  shouts  o'  war  thus  heard  afar, — 

It's  leaving  thee,  my  bonie  Mary ! 


THE  LAZY  MIST. 

[It  is  strange  that  this  piece  was  represented  by  George  Thomson  in  his  col- 
lection as  a  production  of  Dr.  Blacklock ;  for  in  the  Museum,  Burns'  name  is 
attached  to  it,  and  in  his  notes  he  says,  "This' song  is  mine."  The  sentiments 
are  of  a  voi-y  desponding  kind,  and  only  lighted  up  by  the  hope  expressed  in 
the  final  couplet: — 

"Life  is  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  give, — 
For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must  live." 
In  ono  of  his  letters,  however,  speaking  of  the  eternal  joys  promised  to  the 
righteous  in  the  next  world,  ho  says,  "  I  fear  this  is  too  good  news  to  be  true !"] 

The  lazy  mist  hangs  from  the  lirow  of  the  hill. 
Concealing  the  course  of  the  dark  winding  rill ; 
How  languid  the  scenes,  late  so  sprightly,  appear, 
As  Autumn  to  Winter  resigns  the  pale  year. 
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The  forests  are  leafless,  the  meadows  are  brown, 
And  all  the  gay  foppery  of  summer  is  flown : 
Apart  let  me  wander,  apart  let  me  muse. 
How  quick  Time  is  flying,  how  keen  Fate  pursues. 

How  long  I  have  Uv'd — but  how  much  Uv'd  in  vain ; 

How  little  of  Ufe's  scanty  span  may  remain ; 

What  aspects,  old  Time,  in  his  progress,  has  worn ; 

What  ties,  cruel  Fate,  in  my  bosom  has  torn ; 

How  foolish,  or  worse,  till  our  summit  is  gain'd ! 

And  downward^  how  weaken'd,  how  darken'd,  how  pain'd ! 

Life  is  not  worth  having  with  all  it  can  give, — 

For  something  beyond  it  poor  man  sure  must  live. 


THE  CAPTAIN'S  LADY. 

[Stenhoiise  says : — "  The  verses  in  the  Museum,  beginning — 0  mount  andtjo,  were 
communicated  by  Burns ;  and,  although  he  does  not  acltnowledge  them,  I  have 
good  reason  to  believe  they  were  his  own.    The  old  ditty  begins  thus : — 

'  I  will  away,  and  I  will  not  tarry, — 

I  will  away  and  be  a  captain's  lady; 

A  captain's  lady  is  a  dame  of  honour, 

She  has  maids  aye  to  wait  upon  her; 

To  wait  upon  her,  and  get  all  things  readj', — 

I  will  away  and  be  a  captain's  lady.' "] 

CHORUS. 

0  mount  and  go^ 
Mount  and  make  you  readjj  ; 

0  motint  and  go, 
And  be  the  Captain's  Lady. 

Whex  the  drums  do  beat, 

And  the  cannons  rattle ; 
Thou  shalt  sit  in  state. 

And  see  thy  love  in  battle. 
0  mount,  ^-c. 

When  the  vanquish'd  foe 

Sues  for  peace  and  quiet ; 
To  the  shades  we'U  go. 

And  in  love  enjoy  it. 
0  mount,  ^-c. 
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I  LOVE  MY  JEAN. 
TuxE — Miss  Admiral  Gordon's  Strathspey. 

[In  his  notes  the  poet  says : — "This  song,  beginning — Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind 
tcin  bJatp.  I  composed  out  of  compliment  to  Mrs.  Burns.  N.  B. — It  was  during 
the  houeymoon."  The  first  allusion  to  his  marriage  which  appears  in  his  cor- 
respoudencp  vre  find  in  a  letter  to  his  old  associate  James  Smith,  dated  from 
Mauehline,  April  28,  17SS,  iu  which  he  says  : — "To  let  you  a  little  into  the  secrets 
of  my  pericranium,  there  is,  you  must  know,  a  certain  clean-limbed,  handsome, 
bewitching  young  hussy  of  your  acquaintance,  to  whom  I  have  lately  and 
privately  given  a  matrimonial  title  to  mj'  corpus.— Xow  for  business.  I  intend 
to  present  Mrs.  Burns  with  a  printed  shawl — an  article  of  which  I  daresay  yon 
have  variety:  'tis  my  first  present  to  her  since  I  have  irrevocably  called  her 
mine ;  and  I  have  a  kind  of  whimsical  wish  to  get  the  first  said  present  from  an 
old  and  much  valued  friend  of  hers  and  mine — a  trusty  Trojan,  wliose  friend- 
Bhip  I  count  myself  possessed  of  as  a  liferent  lease."  About  a  month  afterwards 
(May  2G.  1788)  he  writes  thus  to  Ainslie: — "I  have  the  pleasure  to  tell  you  that 
I  have  been  extremely  fortunate  in  all  my  buyings  and  bargainings  hitherto — 
Mrs.  Burns  not  excepted ;  which  title  /  now  avow  to  the  world.  I  am  truly  pleased 
with  this  last  affair;  it  has  indeed  added  to  my  anxieties  for  futurity,  but  it  has 
given  a  stability  to  my  mind  and  resolutions  unknown  before :  and  the  poor  girl 
has  the  most  sacred  enthusiasm  of  attachment  to  me,  and  has  not  a  wish  but  to 
gratify  my  every  idea  of  her  deportment." 

The  reader  on  turning  back  to  page  73 — note  to  Epistle  to  Davie,  and  also  to 
page  210 — note  to  song,  Tito'  cruel  fate,  will  find  some  observations  tending  to 
throw  light  on  the  following  "honeymoon  song."  It  is  proper  to  remark  that 
the  poet  spent  his  honej-moon  period  chiefly  at  Ellisland,  looking  after  his  new 
farm  arrangements,  while  his  wife  resided  at  Mossgiel ;  for  he  says  to  Mrs.  Dunlop, 
in  a  letter  dated  14th  June,  1788, — "During  my  absence  in  Nithsdale  she  is 
regularly  and  constantly  apprentice  to  my  mother  and  sisters  in  their  dairy  and 
other  rural  business."  Hence  the  expression.  "  I  dearly  lo'e  the  west."  for  in 
summer,  looking  from  Ellisland,  the  sun  sets  in  the  direction  of  Mossgiel.  The 
two  excellent  stanzas  following,  which  are  usually  added  to  this  song,  were 
composed  by  John  Hamilton,  musicseller  in  Edinburgh,  who  died  in  1814 
They  have  been  mistaken,  by  good  judges,  for  a  portion  of  Burns'  song: — 
■'O  blaw,  ye  westlin'  winds,  blaw  saft,  amang  the  leafy  trees; 

Wi'  balmy  gale,  frae  muir  and  dale,  bring  hamo  the  laden  bees; 

And  bring  the  lassie  back  to  me  that's  aye  sao  neat  and  clean ; 

Ae  blink  o'  her  wad  banish  care,  sae  charming  is  my  Jean. 

What  sighs  and  vows  amang  the  knowes,  hae  passed  atween  us  twal 
How  fond  to  meet,  how  wae  to  part,  the  d.ay  she  gacd  awa'  1 
The  powers  aboon  can  only  ken,  to  whom  the  heart  is  seen. 
That  nane  can  be  sae  dear  to  me  as  my  sweet,  lovely  Jean." 

See  p.  347,  vol.  2.] 

Or  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw, 

I  dearly  like*  the  west ; 
For  there  the  bonie  lassie  lives, 

The  lassie  I  lo'e  best : 
There  wild-woods  grow,  and  rivers  row, 

And  mony  a  hill  between ; 
But,  day  and  night,  my  fancy's  flight 

Is  ever  wi'  my  Jean. 

*  Xhfl  word  "like"  afterwards  changed  to  "lo'e." 
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I  see  her  iu  the  dewy  flowers, 
I  see  lier  sweet  and  fair ; 

I  hear  her  m  llie  tunefii'  birds, 
I  hear  her  cliarm  the  air :  * 

There's  not  a  bonie  flower,  that  spring- 
By  fountain,  sliaw,  or  ji-reen  ; 

There's  not  a  Ijonie  Ijird  tliat  sings, 
But  minds  me  o'  my  Jean. 


CARL,  AN  THE  KING  COME. 

[Stenhouse  remarks  that  "this  song  is  partly  old  and  partly  modem, — the 
second  stanza  being  written  by  Burns."  But  his  hand  is  discernible  in  the 
other  verses  also,  which  cannot  be  shown  in  print  prior  to  1788,  when  the 
poet  communicated  the  song.] 

cnoKus. 

Carl^  an  the  king  come, 
Carl,  an  the  king  come; 
Thou  shalt  dance  and  I  icill  sing, 
Carl,  an  the  king  come. 

An  soraebodie  were  come  again, 
Then  somebodie  maun  cross  the  mai. 
And  every  man  shall  hae  his  ain, 
Carl,  an  the  king  come. 
Carl,  an  the  king  come,  4'C. 

I  trow  we  swapped  for  the  warse. 
We  gae  the  boot  and  better  horse ; 
And  that  we'll  tell  them  at  the  cross, 
Carl,  an  the  king  come. 
Carl,  an  the  king  come,  ^c. 

Coggie,  an  the  king  come, 
Coggie,  an  the  king  come, 
Ise  be  fou  and  thou's  be  toom, 
Coggie,  an  the  king  come. 
Coggie,  an  the  king  come,  ^c. 

*  This  line  was  afterwards  changed  to — "  Wi'  music  charm  the  air." 
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WHISTLE  O'ER  THE  LAVE  OT. 

[This  is  one  of  Bums'  cleverest  songs, — hit  off  to  supply  the  place  of  some 
indelicate  verses  to  which  the  air  had  been  hitherto  sung.  In  t)\Q  Jolly  Beggars, 
there  is  also  a  good  song  by  Burns  to  the  same  tune.] 

First  when  Maggy  was  my  care, 
Heaven,  I  thought,  was  iu  her  air ; 
Now  we're  married,  spier  nae  mair  ; 
But  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

Meg  was  meek  and  Meg  was  mild, 
Sweet  and  harmless  as  a  child ;  * 
Wiser  men  than  me's  beguil'd — 
So  whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

How  we  live,  my  Meg  and  me, 
How  we  love  and  how  we  gree ; 
I  carena  by  how  few  may  see — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 

Wha  I  wish  were  maggots'  meat, 
Dish'd  up  in  her  winding-sheet ; 
I  could  write,  but  Meg  maun  see't  — 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't. 


O,  WERE  I  ON  PARNASSUS  HILL. 

Tune — My  love  is  lost  to  me. 

[This  is  another  of  Burns'  matrimonial  effusions,  and  his  genius  and  love 
together  were  never  more  brilliantly  displayed  than  here.  Jean  joined  him  at 
Eliisland,  in  December,  1788,  and  this  song  must  have  been  composed  shortly 
before  then.  All  the  poet's  biographers  concur  in  saying  that  Iiis first  year  of 
married  life  at  Eliisland  was  the  happiest  period  of  his  brief  career.  What  a  life- 
picture  is  su^,'gested  iu  these  four  lines  : — 

"  I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green. 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean. 
Thy  tempting  lips,  thy  roguish  een — 
By  Heaven  and  Earth  I  lovo  thee!"] 

O  WERE  I  on  Parnassus  hill, 
Or  had  o'  Helicon  my  fill, 
.  That  I  might  catch  poetic  skill. 
To  sing  how  dear  I  love  thee ! 

•  Afterwards  altered  thus:—"  Boiiie  Meg  was  Nature's  child." 
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But  Nith  maun  be  my  Muse's  well, 
My  muse  maun  be  thy  bouie  sel' : 
On  Corsineon  I'll  jrlowr  and  spell, 
And  write  how  dear  I  love  thee ! 

Then  come,  sweet  Muse,  inspire  my  lay ! 
For  a'  the  lee-lang  simmer's  day, 
I  couldna  sing,  I  couldna  say. 

How  much,  how  dear,  I  love  thee. 
I  see  thee  dancing  o'er  the  green — 
Thy  waist  sae  jimp,  thy  limbs  sae  clean. 
Thy  tempting  ni)s,  thy  roguish  een, — 

By  Heaven  and  earth  I  love  thee ! 

By  night,  by  day,  a-field,  at  hame. 
The  thoughts  o'  thee  my  breast  inflame ; 
And  ay  I  muse  and  sing  thy  name, 

I  only  live  to  love  thee  ! 
Tho'  I  were  doom'd  to  wander  on. 
Beyond  the  sea,  beyond  the  sun ; 
Till  my  last,  weary  sand  was  run, — 

Till  then — and  then  I  love  thee ! 


THE  CAPTIVE  RIBBAND. 

A  Gaelic  Air. 

[Stenhouse  says: — "This  is  another  unclaimed  production  of  Bums.     The 
words  are  adapted  to  a  Gaelic  air — Robie  donna  gorrach;  or,  Daft  Robin."} 

Dear  Myra,  the  captive  ribband's  mine, 
'Twas  all  my  faithful  love  could  gain ; 

And  would  you  ask  me  to  resign. 

The  sole  reward  that  crowns  my  pain  ? 

Go  bid  the  hero  who  has  run 

Thro'  fields  of  death  to  gather  fame, — 

Go  bid  him  lay  his  laurels  down. 
And  all  his  well  earn'd  praise  disclaim ! 
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The  ribband  shall  its  freedom  lose — 
Lose  all  the  bliss  it  had  with  yon, 

And  share  the  fate  I  would  impose 
On  thee,  wert  thou  my  captive  too. 

It  shall  upon  my  bosom  live, 
Or  clasp  me  in  a  close  embrace ; 

And  at  its  fortune  if  you  grieve, — 
Retrieve  its  doom  and  take  its  place. 


THERE'S  A  YOUTH  IN  THIS  CITY. 

A  Gaelic  Air. 

[The  poet  has  the  following  note  to  this  clever  song : — "  This  air  is  claimed  by 
Neil  Gow,  who  calls  it  the  Lament  for  his  Rrothei-.  The  first  stanza  of  the  song 
is  old — the  rest  is  mine."  Burns  records  in  the  diary  of  his  north  tour  that,  on 
3lBt  August,  1787,  he  breakfasted  at  Inver  with  Dr.  Stewart — Neil  Gow  being 
also  a  guest.  He  adds : — "  Neil  Gow  plays — a  short,  stout^built.  honest  Highland 
figure,  with  his  greyish  hair  shed  on  his  honest,  social  brow — an  interesting 
face,  marking  strong  sense,  kind  open-hearteduess,  mixed  with  unmistrusting 
simplicity — visit  his  house — Marget  Gow."  Gow  died  at  Invar,  near  Dunkeld, 
in  1807,  aged  80.] 

There's  a  youth  in  this  city,  it  were  a  great  pity 
That  he  from  our  lasses  should  wander  awa' ; 

For  he's  bonie  and  braw,  weel-favour'd  witha', 
And  his  hair  has  a  natural  buckle  and  a'. 

His  coat  is  the  hue  of  his  bonnet  sae  blue. 
His  fecket  is  white  as  the  new-driven  snaw. 

His  hose  they  are  blae,  and  liis  shoon  like  the  slae, 
And  his  clear  siller  buckles  they  dazzle  us  a'. 

For  beauty  and  fortune  the  laddie's  been  courtiii' ; 

Weel-fcatur'd,  weel-tocher'd,  weel  mounted  and  liraw  ; 
But  chiefly  the  siller,  that  gars  him  gang  till  her, — 

The  Penny's  the  jewel  that  beautifies  a'. 

There's  Meg  wi'  the  mailin  that  fain  wad  a  haen  him, 
And  Susie  whase  daddy  was  laird  o'  the  Ha' ; 

There's  lang-tocher'd  Nancy  maist  fetters  his  fancy  ; 
But  th'  laddie's  dear  sel'  he  lo'es  dearest  of  a'. 
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MY  HEART'S  IX  THE  HIGHLANDS. 

Tune — Failte  na  mioag. 

[The  poet'f?  note  on  this  song  is  as  follows : — "The  first  lialf  stanza  is  old — the 
rest  is  mine."  Mr.  Shari)0.  in  his  additidiuU  n^jtos  to  the  Miixiuin,  gives  what 
he  calls  the  old  words,  from  a  stall  copy,  headed  "The  Strong  Walls  of  Dcrry," 
whieh  he  tells  us  was  a  great  favourite  with  Sir  Walter  Scult;  but,  like  many 
other  broadside  produelii^ns,  it  ap])ears  to  be  a  thing  of  shreds  and  patches  from 
various  sources,  the  first  verso  of  the  present  song  being  thrown  in  without  any 
visible  connection.  We  find  in  ita  verse  parodied  from  the  Boys  of  Kilkenny,  thus : — 
"O  bonie  Portmore,  thou  shines  where  thou  stands. 

And  tlie  more  I  look  on  thee,  the  more  my  heart  warms ; 

But  when  I  look  from  thee,  my  heart  is  full  sore, 

For  I  think  on  the  lily  I  lost  at  Portmore." 
We  can  imagine,  however,  how  the  prudent  Sir  Walter  Scott  would  warbla 
forth  the  following  at  the  festive  board  when  he  found  that  "  elders'  hours  "  were 
approaching: — 

"  There  is  many  a  word  spoken,  but  few  of  the  best, 
And  he  that  speaks  fairest,  lives  longest  at  rest; 
I  speak  by  experience — my  mind  serves  me  so ; 
But  my  heart's  in  the  Highlands  wherever  I  go. 
Chorus. — Let  us  drink  and  gae  hame,  boys — drink  and  gae  hame, 
If  we  stay  ony  langer  we'll  get  a  bad  name; 
We'll  get  a  bad  name,  and  we'll  fill  oursel's  fou. 
And  the  strong  walls  of  Derry  are  ill  to  vrin  through."] 

My  heart's  in  the  HiglUands,  ray  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the  deer — 
A-chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe  : 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go. 

Farewell  to  the  Highlands,  farewell  to  the  North — 
The  birth  place  of  Valour,  the  country  of  Worth : 
Wherever  I  wander,  wherever  I  rove, 
The  hills  of  the  Highlands  for  ever  I  love. 

Farewell  to  the  mountains  high  cover'd  with  snow ; 
Farewell  to  the  straths  and  green  valleys  below ; 
Farewell  to  the  forests  and  wild-hanging  woods ; 
Farewell  to  the  torrents  and  loud-pouring  floods. 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  my  heart  is  not  here, 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands  a-chasing  the  deer — 
Chasing  the  wild  deer,  and  following  the  roe : 
My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  wherever  I  go. 
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JOHN  ANDERSON  MY  JO. 

[This  exquisite  little  lyi-ic — so  comprehensivo  and  complete,  has  often  tempted 
versifiers  to  try  their  skill  to  oke  a  few  stanzas  to  it :  but  the  golil  of  Burns  re- 
tains its  brightness  and  cohjur,  asserting  its  innate  value  beside  all  the  imitations 
of  inferior  artitlcera  that  are  brought  alongside  of  it.*  The  old  words  which  have 
been  supplanted  by  the  present  song  are  licentious,  although  redolent  of  wit 
We  find  them  in  a  collection  dating  from  the  period  of  Burns'  infancy;  con- 
sequently they  owe  nothing  of  their  qualities  to  him,  although  he  has  been 
chargeil  with  the  authorship  even  of  them. 

Bishop  Percy  has  recorded — but  we  know  not  on  what  authority — that  a 
favourite  exercise  of  the  Scottish  Eeformers  was  the  adaptation  of  impure  songs 
to  the  tunes  of  hjonns  in  the  Latin  service ;  and  as  an  example,  he  gives  the 
following  doggerel,  as  written  for  the  unrivalled  air  to  which  "John  Anderson 
my  jo  "  is  sung : — 

"John  Anderson  my  jo,  John,  come  in  as  ye  gae  by, 
And  ye  sail  get  a  sheep's-head  weel  baken  in  a  pie, — 
Weel  baken  in  a  pie,  John,  and  a  haggis  in  the  pat ; 
John  Anderson  my  jo,  John,  come  in  and  ye's  get  that."] 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

When  we  were  first  acquent ; 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven, 

Your  bonie  brow  was  Ijrent ; 
But  now  your  brow  is  beld,  John, 

Your  locks  are  like  the  snaw ; 
But  blessing's  on  your  frosty  pow, 

John  Anderson  my  jo  ! 

John  Anderson  my  jo,  John, 

We  clamb  the  hill  theg'ither ; 
And  mony  a  canty  day  John, 

We've  had  wi'  ane  auither : 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John, 

And  hand  in  hand  we'll  go ; 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot, 

John  Anderson  my  jo ! 

*  The  following  are  among  the  most  deserving  of  all  the  "additional  verses" 
to  this  lyric  which  we  have  seen :  they  are  here  first  published: — 

"Thii'  Time,  wi'  nidderin'  frost.  John,  has  blench'd  and  thinn'd  our  hair; 
An<i  Sinimer's  blumc  bo  lost,  John,  we'll  no'  gie  way  to  care : 
The  robin  and  the  wren,  John — they  sing  amang  the  snaw; 
Like  them  we'll  croon  our  gratefu'  lay,  John  Anderson  my  jo! 
Thro'  years  o'  hopes  and  fears,  John,  we've  seen  our  1)airns'  bairus ; 
And  still  for  them  and  theirs,  John,  the  paurent-saul  it  yearns : 
The  Faither  o'  us  a'.  John,  He'll  guide  them  when  \'-o  go 
Ayont  the  bourne  whence  nane  return,  John  Anderson  my  jo ! 
The  Grave  '11  no'  beguile,  John,  (puir  Man  maun  thole  liis  fate !) 
And  yet,  it's  a'  the  while.  John,  but  Heaven's  entrance-gate: 
T.ike  winter-bedded  flowers,  John,  that  live  unseen  below. 
We'll  hail  the  Light  o'  promised  Si)ring,  John  Anderson  my  jo!  " 
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AWA',  WHIGS,  AWA\ 

[StenhfinsG  descrihcs  this  as  an  old  fragment,  with  two  additional  stanzas- 
namcly,  the  second  and  fourth,  written  by  Burns.] 

CHORUS. 

.Aiva\  Whigs,  awa\' 

Awa\  Whigs,  awcC  ! 
Y^re,  hut  a  pack  d  traitor  louns, 
YeHl  do  nae  gude  at  d  ! 

Our  thrissles  flourisli'd  fresh  and  fair, 

And  bonie  bloom'd  our  roses  ; 
But  Whigs  cam  Klce  a  frost  in  June, 

And  wither'd  a'  our  posies. 
Awa\  JVIiigs,  4'C- 

Our  ancient  crown's  fa'n  in  the  dust, — 
Deil  blin'  them  wi'  the  stoure,  o't! 

And  write  their  names  in  his  black  beuk, 
Wha  gae  the  Whigs  the  power  o't ! 
Awa\  Whigs,  ^c. 

Our  sad  decay  in  Church  and  State, 

Surpasses  my  descriving : 
The  Whigs  cam  o'er  us  for  a  curse, 

And  we  hae  done  wi'  thriving. 

Axod,  Whigs,  cj-c. 

Grim  Vengeance  lang  has  taen  a  nap ; 

But  we  may  see  him  wauken : 
Gude  help  the  day  when  royal  heads 

Are  hunted  like  a  maukin ! 
Aiva\  Whigs,  4'C. 
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CA'  THE  EWES  TO  THE  KNOWES. 

[We  are  indebtoii  to  Burns  and  Stephen  Clarke  for  the  preservation  of  this 
exquisite  air,  and  the  words  attached  to  it.  In  1794,  the  poet  remodelled  the 
Bong  for  George  Thomson's  collection,  and  in  his  letter  he  says: — "I  am 
flattered  at  your  adopting  Ca'  the  eices,  as  it  was  owing  to  me  that  it  saw  the 
light.  About  seven  years  ago,  I  was  well  acquainted  with  a  worthy  little  fellow 
of  a  cle  rgjTuan,  a  Mr.  Clunie,  who  sung  it  charmingly;  and,  at  my  request,  Mr. 
Clarke  took  it  down  from  his  singing.  When  I  gave  it  to  Johnson,  I  added 
some  stanzas  to  the  song,  and  mended  others,  but  still  it  will  not  do  for  yoa" 

Mrs.  Burns,  who  was  fond  of  singing  this  song,  used  to  point  out  that  the 
second  verse,  beginning — "  "Will  ye  gang  do^vn  the  water  side,"  and  the  closing 
verse,  were  by  the  poet.] 

CHORUS. 

Ca'  the  eives  to  the  hioives, 
Ca'  them  whare  the  heather  groivs, 
Ca'  them  ivhare  the  hw'nie  roives. 
Ml/  borne  dearie. 

As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side, 
There  I  met  my  shepherd  lad  : 
He  row'd  me  sweetly  in  his  plaid, 
An'  he  ca'd  me  his  dearie. 

Ca'  the  eices,  ^-c. 

Will  ye  gang  down  the  water-side, 

And  see  the  waves  sae  sweetly  glide 

Beneath  the  hazels  spreading  wide  ? 

The  moon  it  shines  fu'  clearly. 

Ca'  the  eices,  cj-c. 
I  was  ])red  up  at  nae  sic  school, 
My  shepherd  lad,  to  i)lay  the  fool, 
And  a'  the  day  to  sit  in  dool, 
And  naebody  to  cheer  me. 

Ca'  the  eives,  ^-c. 
Ye  sail  get  gowns  and  ribbons  meet — 
Cauf-leather  shoon  upon  your  feet, 
A.nd  in  my  arms  ye'se  he  and  sleep, 
And  ye  sail  be  my  dearie. 

Ca'  the  ewes,  cj-c. 
If  ye'll  but  stand  to  what  ye've  said, 
Ise  gang  wi'  you,  my  shepherd  lad, 
And  ye  may  rowe  me  in  your  plaid. 
And  I  sail  be  your  dearie. 

Ca'  the  ezves,  4'C- 
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While  waters  wimple  to  the  sea, 
While  day  blinks  ia  the  lift  sao  hie, 
Till  clay-cauld  death  sail  bliu'  my  e'e, 
Ye  sail  be  my  dearie ! 
Go!  the  eices,  ^-c. 


MERRY  HAE  I  BEEN  TEETHIN'  A  HECKLE. 
Tune — Boddich  na  'mbrigis ;  or,  Lord  Bredalbine^s  March. 

[This  song  is  entirely  by  Burns,  although  not  acknowledged.  Steuhouse  has 
noted  this  with  the  poet's  MS.  Ijing  before  him ;  but  he  mistakes  when  he  says 
that  the  song  is  ''a  whimsical  allusion  to  his  former  occupation  as  a  flax-dresser." 
"Teething  a  heckle,"  and  all  the  other  occupations  named,  are  those  of  a  tinkler 
—the  Scotch  name  applied  to  the  gypsies  of  those  days,  who  encamped  at 
intervals  in  the  vicinity  of  farm-houses,  mending  pots  and  pans  for  the  district; 
they  also  teethed  heckles— soldering  the  fine  teeth  into  the  small  frames.  It 
may  be  explained  that  a  heckle  is  an  oblong  board,  in  which  sharp  steel  spikes 
are  inserted,  for  the  purpose  of  teasing  or  refining  flax.  Heckles  varj'  in  size 
and  closeness  according  to  the  fineness  of  the  fibre  required :  the  finest  heckles 
are  soldered  together  into  a  tin  frame,  on  account  of  their  requiring  to  be  set 
so  close  together.  The  farmers  used  to  grow  and  manufacture  their  own  lint, 
in  which  the  process  of  heckling  had  to  be  gone  through.  Heckling  was  also, 
then,  a  common  trade  throughout  the  country. 

The  very  popular  air  to  which  this  song  is  sung,  is  that  known  in  the  low- 
lands by  the  name  of  The  Bob  of  Dunblane.  Mr.  O.  K  Sharpo  has  noted  that  it  is 
said  to  have  been  the  "  Jig  "  which  Bonie  Prince  Charlie  danced  with  the  Countess 
of  Wemyss,  at  Holyrood  house,  in  17-1.5.  It  is  well-known  that  both  sides  claimed 
the  victory  at  the  battle  of  Dunblane  (or  Sheriff-muir)  in  1715;  and  Argyle  od 
being  twitted  vnth  the  loss,  sung  out  a  verse  of  the  old  song: — 
"  If  it  wasna  weel  bobbit,  weel  bobbit,  weel  bobbit ; 
If  it  wasna  weel  bobbit,  we'll  bob  it  again!  "] 

0  MERRY  hae  I  been  teethiu'  a  heckle, 

An'  merry  hae  I  been  shapin'  a  spoon : 
0  merry  hae  I  been  cloutin  a  kettle. 

An'  kissin'  my  Katie  when  a'  was  done. 
0  a'  the  lang  day  I  ca'  at  my  hammer. 

An'  a'  the  lang  day  I  whistle  and  sing : 
O  a'  the  lang  night  I  cuddle  my  kimmer. 

An'  a'  the  lang  night  as  happy's  a  king. 

Bitter  in  dool  I  Uckit  my  winnin's, 

O'  marrying  Bess,  to  gie  her  a  slave : 
Blest  be  the  hour  she  cool'd  in  her  linens, 

And  blythe  be  the  bird  that  sings  on  her  grave ! 
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Come  to  my  arms,  my  Katie,  my  Katie, 
An'  come  to  my  arms  and  kiss  me  again  ! 

Druken  or  sober,  here's  to  thee,  Katie ! 
An'  blest  be  the  day  I  did  it  again. 


A  MOTHER'S   LAMENT  FOR  THE  DEATH 
OF  HER  SON. 

Tone — Finlayston  House. 

[The  poet's  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  dated  Mauchline,  27th  f5eptemher,  1788, 
gives  the  following  account  of  these  closant  verses: — "I  am  just  arrived  from 
Nithsdale,  and  vcill  be  here  for  a  fortnight.  I  was  on  horsebacic  this  morning 
by  three  o'clock;  for  lietwcen  my  wife  and  my  farm  is  just  forty-six  miles.  As 
I  jogged  on  in  the  dark,  I  was  taken  with  a  poetic  tit  as  follows: — Mrs.  Ferguson 
of  Craigdarrocli's  Lamentation  for  the  Death  of  her  Son." 

This  young  man  died  after  leaving  college,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  iu  Nov., 
1787^some  ten  mouths  before  the  muse  prompted  these  verses  to  Burns;  audit 
is  further  curious  to  know  that  he  sent  a  copy  of  the  same  "Lament"  to  Mrs. 
Stewart  of  Afton,  as  a  condolence  for  the  death  of  her  only  son,  Alexander 
Gordon  Stewart,  who  died  at  Strasburgh  on  5th  December,  1787.  The  poet's 
MS.  copy  is  still  in  the  possession  of  Mrs.  Stewart's  grandson,  Mr.  Allason 
Cuninghame  of  Logan  House.  Burns,  on  more  than  one  occasion,  in  his  anxiety 
to  serve  friends,  made  one  poetical  compliment  pay  a  double  debt.] 

Fate  gave  the  word — the  arrow  sped. 

And  pierc'd  my  darling's  heart ; 
And  with  him  all  the  joys  are  fled. 

Life  can  to  me  impart. 
By  cruel  hands  the  sapling  drops, 

In  dust  dishonor'd  laid ; 
So  fell  the  pride  of  all  ray  hopes — 

My  age's  future  shade. 

The  mother  linnet  in  the  brake. 

Bewails  her  ravish'd  young ; 
So  I,  for  my  lost  darling's  sake, 

Lament  the  live-day  long. 
Death !  oft  I've  fear'd  thy  fatal  blow ; 

Now,  fond,  I  bare  my  breast : 
0,  do  thou  kindly  lay  me  low 

With  him  I  love  at  rest! 
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THE  BRAES  0'  BALLOCHMYLE. 

[The  poet,  In  his  MR.  note,  Rays: — "I  compoBcd  these  verses  on  the  amiable 
ami  excellent  family  of  'Whitefoord  leaving  Balloehniyle,  when  Sir  John's  )niK- 
fortuiics  ol)liged  him  to  sell  his  estates."  The  Maria  of  the  song  was  Miss 
Whitefoord.  wIkj  aftiM'wards  bpoajne  Mrs.  CranstoiL 

It  seems  likely  that  this  beautiful  lyric  was  composed  intho  end  of  autumn,  1785, 
about  a  j-oar  before  its  line  counterpart  in  honour  of  Miss  Alexander,  the  Lass  o' 
BaUoclninjh:  ami  successor  of  Miss  Whitefoord,  was  inspired  by  the  muse.  In 
one  of  tiic  KLiiipresscd  stanzas  of  The  Vision,  he  embraces  both  of  these  ladies 
of  Ballochmyle  at  once,  thus: — 

"The  power  that  gave  the  soft  alarms, 
In  blooming  Whitefoord's  rosy  charms, 
Still  threats  the  tiny-feather'd  arms — 

The  barbfed  dart ; 
While  lovely  Wilhelmina  warms 

The  coldest  heart."] 

The  Catriue  woods  were  yellow  seen, 

The  flowers  decay'd  on  Catriue  lea ;  * 
Nae  lav'roek  sang  on  hillock  green, 

But  nature  sicken'd  on  the  e'e  : 
Thro'  faded  groves  Maria  sang, 

Hersel'  in  beauty's  bloom  the  while ; 
And  aye  the  wild-wood  echoes  rang — 

Fareweel  the  braes  o'  Ballochmyle ! 

Low  in  your  wintry  beds,  ye  flowers. 

Again  ye'U  flourish  fresh  and  fair ; 
Ye  birdies  dumb,  in  witli'ring  bowers, 

Again  ye'U  charm  the  vocal  air ; 
But  here,  alas  !  for  me  nae  mair 

Shall  birdie  charm,  or  floweret  smile, — 
Fareweel  the  bonie  banks  of  Ayr  ! 

Fareweel !  fareweel !  sweet  Ballochmyle ! 


*  Catrine  is  the  estate  which  belonged  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart,  im- 
mediately adjoining  that  of  Ballochmyle :  the  latter  estate  exchanged  hands  at  the 
close  of  the  year  1785,  and  Mr.  Boyd  Alexander,  who  had  amassed  a  fortune  in 
the  East  Indies,  was  the  purchaser.  His  sister,  Wilhelmina  Alexander,  was  the 
beauty  who  struck  the  fancy  of  Burns  in  July,  1786.  The  pretty  air  of  tlie  above 
song  was  composed  by  the  poet's  intimate  friend,  Allan  Masterton.  writing- 
master,  wlio  was  a  Highlander  that  stuck  to  his  native  Gaelic  patois  through 
life:  he  was  one  of  the  "three  blythest  lads  in  Christendie,"  according  to  the 
partial  estimate  of  the  poet:  and  his  beautiful  daughter,  Ann,  was  celebrated  in 
J.  fine  lyric. — (See  page  24('.) 
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THE  RANTIN  DOG,  THE  DADDIE  O'T. 

Tune — East  nook  o'  Fife. 

[Tho  poet's  note  on  this  humorous  effusion,  is  as  follows: — "I  eomposcd  thia 
Bong  prettj'  early  in  life,  and  sent  it  to  a  young  girl,  a  voiy  particular  acquaint- 
ance of  mine,  who  was  at  that  time  under  a  cloud."  It  seems  likely  that  the 
girl  referred  to  was  his  "bonio  Betty,"  mother  of  the  child  for  whom  he  pro- 
duced The  Poet's  Welcome  in  the  latter  part  of  the  year  1784. 

Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  in  a  memoir  by  no  means  distinguished  for  its  tenderness 
towards  Burns' failings,  takes  Lockhart  to  task  for  the  "injustice"  of  the  following 
passage: — "There  is  a  song  in  honour  of  the  same  occasion  (as  the  Poet's 
Welcome),  or  a  similar  one  about  the  same  period.  The  Rantin  Dog,  the  Daddieo't, 
which  exhibits  the  poet  as  glorying,  and  only  glorying.in  his  shame."  Sir  Harris 
is  quite  right  in  saying  that  both  the  Poet's  Welcome  and  the  liantin  Do(j  are  re- 
markable for  the  tenderness  they  breathe  towards  his  infant  and  its  mother; 
and  Lockhart,  in  trusting  to  memory  while  he  was  commenting  on  this  subject, 
must  have  made  a  mistake  in  naming  tho  present  song  as  illustrating  the  bravado 
he  sought  to  condemn:  and,  no  doubt,  he  meant  some  other  production.  His 
quotation  from  the  Poet's  Welcome  is  more  to  the  point: — 

"The  mair  they  talk.  I'm  kend  the  better; 
E'en  let  them  clash." 
"It  is  impossible,"  he  adds,  "not  to  smile  at  this  item  of  consolation  which 
Burns  proiwses  to  himself.    This  is  indeed  a  singular  manifestation  of  'the  last 
iuflrmity  of  noble  minds.' "] 

O  WHA  my  babie-clouts  will  buy  ? 
O  wha  will  tent  me  when  I  cry  ? 
Wlia  will  kiss  me  where  I  lie  ? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  dadclie  o't. 

O  wha  will  own  he  did  the  faut  ? 
O  wha  will  buy  the  groanin'  mant  ? 
O  wha  will  tell  me  how  to  ca't  ? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

When  I  mount  the  creepic-chair, 
Wha  will  sit  1)eside  me  there  ? 
Gie  me  Rob,  I'll  seek  nae  mair — 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 

Wha  will  crack  to  me  my  lane? 
Wha  will  mak  me  fidgin  fain  ? 
Wlia  will  kiss  me  o'er  again  ? 
The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't. 
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MY  MARY,  DEAR  DEPARTED  SHADE. 

Tune — Captain  Cook's  Death. 

[This  "noblest  of  all  his  ballads,"  as  Lockhart  styles  it,  was  composeil  at 
Ellislaud,  in  tlie  close  of  autumn,  1789;  but  not  given  to  tho  world,  nor  even 
shown  in  MS.  to  any  of  his  friends,  so  far  as  appears  in  his  pi-inted  cor- 
respondence, till  it  was  produced  in  Vol.  III.  of  the  Museum.  Tho  poet  was, 
even  thus  early,  bogiiining  to  despair  of  tho  success  of  his  Nithsdalo  farm,  and 
sinking  into  unwlKjlcsome  despondency  about  it.  With  gloomy  grandeur  ho 
says,  in  one  of  his  letters,  "There  is  a  foggy  atmosphere,  native  to  my  soul  in 
the  hour  of  care,  which  makes  the  dreary  olijects  seem  larger  than  life."  On 
13th  December  of  that  year,  he  addressed  one  of  his  dreamy,  melancholy  letters 
to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  in  which  ho  seems  to  make  his  very  first  reference  to  "  Mary 
in  Heaven,"  and  he  quotes  tho  opening  four  linos  of  the  present  poem  at  the 
close  of  a  long  rhapsody  about  meeting  his  pre-deeeased  friends  in  the  better 
world,  particularly  his  venerated  father,  and  his  Kilmarnock  friend,  Eobert 
Muir;  and  thus  he  concludes: — "There  should  I,  with  speechless  agony  of 
rapture,  again  recognise  my  lost,  my  ever-dear  Mary,  whose  bosom  was  fraught 
with  truth,  honour,  constancy,  and  love. 

'My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade!  where  is  thy  place  of  heavenly  rest?' 
Jesus  Christ,  thou  amiablest  of  characters !  I  trust  thou  art  no  impostor,"  &c.,  &c. 

Burns,  in  giving  to  the  world  his  imperishable  lyrics  on  Mary,  felt  that  he 
had  awakened  a  curiosity  regarding  her  history  which  he  was  bound,  in  some 
measure,  to  gratify;  therefore  ho  furnished  some  interesting  and  affecting 
details  in  relation  to  the  subject,  while,  at  same  time,  he  withheld  certain  facts, 
and  falsified  others  in  such  a  degree,  that  it  is  to  be  regretted  he  did  not  rather 
candidly  say,  as  he  did  of  another  lyric — "This  song  alludes  to  a  part  of  my 
private  history  which  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  the  world  to  know." 

In  a  letter  penned  by  him  just  about  the  very  time  (Oct.,  1786)  when — as  now 
demonstrated — poor  Mary  was  laid  under  the  turf,  in  the  Old  Kirkyard  of 
Greenock  be  complains  of  "some  wandering  stabs  of  remorse,  which  never 
fail  to  settle  on  my  vitals  like  vultures,  when  attention  is  not  called  away  by  tho 
claims  of  society  or  the  vagaries  of  the  muse."  Now,  when  we  find  Burns 
rejecting  present  good,  refusing  to  be  comforted  in  regard  to  the  future,  and 
"  brooding  with  miser  care  "  over  the  memory  of  "  one  day  of  parting  love  " 
with  an  humble  girl — long  since  dead— we  are  constrained  to  see  something 
like  remorse  in  these  words: — 

"  See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast  ?  " 

Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  whose  memoir  of  the  bard  we  referred  to  in  the  notes  to  the 
preceding  song,  has  the  following  very  bold  passage  in  regard  to  the  present 
lyric: — "Experience  has  taught  how  differently  a  Poet  can  write  and  feel  on 
the  subject  of  his  musings.  Burns'  connection  with  Jean  Armour  establishes 
beyond  all  contradiction,  either  that  he  was  insincere  with  respect  to  her,  or — w  hat 
is  more  likely — that  his  disposition  was  wavering  and  unsettled.  Nor  did  his  c  on- 
sistency  increase  after  he  became  her  husband ;  for  almost  at  the  same  moment 
when-he  represented  himself  as  enjoying  perfect  connubial  bliss,  he  was  unfaith- 
ful to  her ;  and  if  farther  evidence  be  wanting  that  his  wife  did  not  entirely 
possess  his  heart,  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  fact,  that  after  a  fit  of  melancholy 
abstraction  one  evening,  he  was  induced  by  her  tenderness  to  return  home ; 
when,  calling  for  pen  and  ink,  the  source  of  his  depression  became  apparent  in  a 
beautiful  Ode  to  a  woman  he  had  once  loved,  of  whose  death,  that  day  happened 
to  be  the  anniversary." 

These  remarks  bear  reference  to  the  story  which  first  appeared  in  Lockhart's 
memoir  of  Burns  (1S2S),  quoted  from  Mr.  M'Diarmid's  notes  of  conversation  with 
Mrs.  Burns.  It  now  turns  out,  by  reference  to  these  memoranda,  that  Lockhart 
embellished  and  exaggerated  the  picture  suggested  by  Jean  Armour's  retrospect 
of  nearly  forty  years;  for  while  she  is  made  to  say  that  the  poet,  when  prevailed 
on  by  her  to  drop  his  star-gazing  and  come  home,  called  for  his  desk,  and  wrote 
down  the  Ode  "exactly  as  it  now  stands,''  she  really  went  no  farther  length. 
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than  to  gay  that  he  wrote  down  the  first  verse  of  it.  In  fact,  wo  are  disposed  to 
regard  the  wliolo  particulars  as  a  myth.  It  has  now  heen  ascertained  that 
the  anniversary  of  Mary's  death  was  at  least  a  month  after  the  latest  of  the 
Nithsdale  harvest  operations  with  which  the  story  is  mixed  up,  and  as  well 
miRht  she  have  painted  another  sensational  scene  in  his  writing-closet_  at 
Dumfries,  In  October  or  November,  17ii-',  when  ho  composed  the  equally  affecting 
lyric—"  Ye  banks,  and  braes,  and  streams  around  the  Castle  o'  Montgomery." 
See  on  this  subject,  notes  at  pages  91,208, 319,  and  p.  Ixviii.  &lx:siv,  of  Memoir.] 

Thou  ling'ring;  star,  with  less'ning  ray, 

That  lov'st  to  greet  the  early  morn, 
Again  thou  usher'st  in  the  day 

My  Mary  from  my  soul  was  torn. 
0  Mary !  dear  departed  sliade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  bUssfnl  rest  ? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ^ 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast? 

That  sacred  hour  can  I  forget, 

Can  I  forget  the  hallow'd  grove, 
Where  by  the  winding  Ayr  we  met, 

To  hve  one  day  of  parting  love ! 
Eternity  can  not  efface 

Those  records  dear  of  transports  past ; 
Thy  image  at  our  last  embrace, — 

Ah !  little  thought  we  'twas  our  last ! 

Ayr,  gurgling,  kiss'd  his  pebbled  shore, 

O'erhung  with  wild  woods  thick'ning  green ; 
The  fragrant  birch,  and  hawthorn  hoar 

Twiu'd  amorous  round  the  raptur'd  scene ; 
The  flowers  sprang  wanton  to  be  prest. 

The  birds  sang  love  on  every  spray  ; 
Till  too,  too  soon,  the  glowing  west 

Proclaim'd  the  speed  of  winged  day. 

Still  o'er  these  scenes  my  mcra'ry  wakes. 

And  fondly  broods  with  miser  care ! 
Time  but  th'  impression  stronger  makes. 

As  streams  their  channels  deeper  wear. 
My  Mary !  dear  departed  shade ! 

Where  is  thy  place  of  l)Ussful  rest? 
See'st  thou  thy  lover  lowly  laid  ? 

Hear'st  thou  the  groans  that  rend  his  breast? 
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EPPIE  ADAIR. 


[There  is  no  mark  to  imlicato  that  this  is  by  BuriiM,  hut  Stenhouse  assures  us 
that  it  is  his.  Acoordiug  to  Petor  I5iichaii,  tho  vorsos  wore  suggested  by  an  old 
piece  representing  tho  Earl  of  Kilmarnocli's  farewell  to  bis  wife,  before  his 
execution,  in  174G.    We  give  a  specimen  of  it : — 

"  Hey  my  Eppie,  and  How  my  Eppio ! 

Sao  lang  as  she'll  wait  ere  she  see  me  now: 
In  stroug  prison  I  lie.  with  no  imwer  to  Qy, 
And  I"ll  never  return  to  my  Eppie,  I  trow. 

Farewell  to  my  Eppio,  my  wish  be  wi'  Eppie, 

Too  soon  will  my  Eppie  receive  my  adieu : 
My  sentence  is  past,  the  morn  is  my  last, 

And  I'll  never  win  hame  to  my  Eppie,  I  trow." 

But  unfortunately  for  the  authenticity  of  this  "neck  verse,"  the  name  of  the 
Countess  was  not  Eppie.  She  was  Lady  Anne  Livingston,  daughter  of  Jamns, 
Earl  of  Linlithgow,  attainted  for  his  share  in  the  Rebellion  of  1715.  She  was  a 
Catholic,  and  tradition  says  that  it  was  in  consequence  of  her  entreaties  that  the 
Earl  of  Kilmarnock  joined  Prince  Charles.] 


CHORUS. 

Art   0 !  my  Eppie, 
Ml/  jewel,,  7)11/  Eppie  ! 
Wha  wadna  he  happij 
Wi^  Eppie  Adair  ? 

By  love  and  by  beauty, 
By  law,  and  by  duty, 
I  swear  to  be  true  to 
My  Eppie  Adair ! 

Avb  0  !  mij  Eppie,  ^-c. 

A'  pleasure  exile  me, 

Dishonour  defile  me, 

If  e'er  I  beguile  thee. 

My  Eppie  Adair ! 

An'  0!  my  Eppie,  4'<^. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  SHERRA-MOOR. 

Tune — Cameronian  Rant. 

[Burns  has  attached  his  name  to  this  clever  paraphrase  of  the  original  ballad, 
written  by  the  Bev.  John  Barclay,  founder  of  the  religious  soet  named  Bereans 
(born  1734,  died  1798).  It  is  given  in  exlcnso  by  Stcnhouse,  and  also  by  Hogg  and 
Motherwell.  There  is  considerable  wit  in  it,  although  it  wants  the  concentrated 
force  of  Burns'  version.  Barclay  is  also  much  more  severe  on  the  Highlanders 
than  our  poet  is,  whose  prejudices  are  northern  and  Jacobite.] 

*  0  CAM  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun, 

Or  herd  the  sheep  wi'  me,  man  ? 
Or  were  you  at  the  Sherra-moor, 

Or  did  the  battle  see,  man?' 
'  I  saw  the  battle,  sair  and  teugh, 
And  reekin  red  ran  mony  a  sheugh, 
My  heart,  for  fear,  gae  sough  for  sough. 
To  hear  the  thuds,  and  see  the  eluds, 
0'  Clans  frae  woods,  in  tartan  duds, 

Wha  glaum'd  at  kingdoms  three,  man. 

'  The  red-coat  lads,  wi'  black  cockauds, 

To  meet  them  were  na  slaw,  man ; 
They  rush'd  and  pusli'd,  and  blude  outgush'd, 

And  mony  a  bouk  did  fa',  man  : 
The  great  Argyle  led  on  his  files, 
I  wat  they  glanc'd  for  twenty  miles : 
They  hough'd  the  Clans  Uke  nine-pin  kyles ; 
They  hack'd  and  hash'd,  while  braids  words  clash'd, 
And  thro'  they  dash'd,  and  hew'd,  and  sraash'd, 

Till  fey  men  dee'd  awa',  man. 

'  But  had  ye  seen  the  phiUbegs 

And  skyriu  tartan  trews,  man ; 
When  in  the  teeth  they  dar'd  our  Whigs, 

And  covenant  true-blues,  man ; 
In  lines  extended  lang  and  large. 
When  baiginets  o'erpower'd  the  targe, 
And  thousands  hasten'd  to  the  charge; 
Wi'  Highland  wrath  they  frae  the  sheath. 
Drew  blades  o'  death,  till  out  o'  breath, 

They  fled  like  frighted  dows,  man.' 
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'  0  bow  deil  Tarn  can  that  be  true  ? 

The  cliase  gaed  frae  the  North,  man ; 
I  saw  mysel',  they  did  pursue 

The  horsemen  back  to  Fortli,  man  ; 
And  at  Dnnl)lane,  in  my  ain  sight, 
They  took  the  brig  wi'  a'  their  might. 
And  straught  to  Stirhng  wing'd  their  flight ; 
But,  cursed  lot !  the  gates  were  shut ; 
And  mony  a  huntit,  poor  red-coat. 

For  fear  amaist  did  swarf,  man.' 

'My  sister  Kate  cam  up  the  gate 

Wi'  crowdie  unto  me,  man  ; 
«She  swoor  she  saw  some  rebels  run 

To  Perth  and  to  Dundee,  man  : 
Their  left-hand  general  had  nae  skill ; 
The  Angus  lads  had  nae  gude  will 
That  day  their  neebours'  blude  to  spill. 
For  fear,  by  foes,  that  they  should  lose 
Their  cogs  o'  brose — they  scar'd  at  blows, 

And  hameward  fast  did  flee,  man. 

'  They've  lost  some  gallant  gentlemen 
Amang  the  Highland  clans,  man : 
I  fear  my  Lord  Panmuir  is  slain. 
Or  in  his  en'mie's  hands,  man  : 
Now  wad  ye  sing  this  double-flight, 
Some  fell  for  wrang,  and  some  for  right, 
And  mony  bade  the  warld  gude-night ; 
Say  pell  and  mefl,  wi'  muskets'  knell. 
How  Tories  fell,  and  Whigs  to  hell. 
Flew  off  in  frighted  bands,  man.'  * 


*  In  most  of  the  editions  of  the  poet,  the  three  couclmling  lines  are  altered 
thus : — 

"Then  ye  may  tell,  how  pell  and  mell. 
By  red  claymores,  and  muskets'  knell, 
Wi'  dying  yell,  the  Tories  fell, 
And  Whigs  to  hell  did  flee,  man." 
We  should  like  to  know  the  authority  for  this  alteration,  as  one  line  too  much  is 
thereby  thrown  into  the  stanza,  and,  moreover,  the  rhyme  is  lost 
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YOUNG  JOCKEY  WAS  THE  BLYTHEST  LAD. 

[This  is  marked  by  the  letter  "Z" — indicating  an  old  song  with  additions ;  but, 
as  we  have  already  seen,  F.urus  admits  that  several  of  hie  entire  compositions 
are  so  marked  in  the  .Vusciim,  and  Stenhonse  says  that  the  whole  of  this  very 
natural  song  is  his,  with  the  exception  of  two  or  three  lines.] 

Young  Jockey  was  the  l)lythest  lad 

In  a'  our  town  or  here  awa' : 
Fu'  blytbe  he  whistled  at  the  gaud, 

Fu'  hg-htly  danc'd  he  in  the  ha'. 
He  roos'd  my  eon,  sae  bonie  blue, 

He  roos'd  my  waist,  sae  genty  sma'; 
An'  ay  my  heart  came  to  my  mou', 

When  ne'er  a  body  heard  or  saw. 

My  Jockey  toils  upon  the  plain, 

Thro'  wind  and  weet,  thro'  frost  and  suaw ; 
And  o'er  the  lea  I  leuk  fu'  fain 

When  Jockey's  owsen  hameward  ea'. 
An'  ay  the  night  comes  round  again, 

When  in  his  arms  he  taks  me  a'; 
An'  ay  he  vows  he'll  be  my  ain, 

As  lang's  he  has  a  breath  to  draw. 


A  WAUKRIFE  MINNIE. 

[The  poet  does  not  claim  this  in  his  notes,  yet  it  is  usually  given  as  his  in 
standard  editions  of  his  works.  He,  himself,  distinctly  says,  "  I  picked  up  this 
old  suns  and  tune  from  a  country  girl  in  Nithsdale :  I  never  met  with  it  else- 
where iu  Scotland."  We  may  be  certain  that  it  experienced  a  good  rubbing  vp 
at  his  hands.] 

Whare  are  you  gaun,  my  bonis  lass  ? 

Whare  are  you  gaun,  my  hinnie? 
She  answer'd  me,  right  saucilie — 

An  errand  for  my  raiunie. 

0  whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  hiss  ? 

O  whare  live  ye,  my  hinnie  ? 
By  yon  burn-side,  gin  ye  maun  ken. 

In  a  wee  house  wi'  my  minnie. 
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But  I  foor  up  the  glen  at  e'eu, 

To  see  my  bonie  lassie ; 
And  lang  before  the  grey  morn  cam, 

She  was  na  hauf  sae  saucy. 

0  weary  fa'  tlie  waukrife  cock, 
And  the  foumart  lay  his  crawin ! 

lie  waukeu'd  the  auld  wife  frae  her  sleep, 
A  wee  Ijhnk  or  the  dawin. 

An  angry  wife  I  wat  she  raise, 
And  o'er  the  bed  she  brought  her ; 

And  wi'  a  meikle  hazel-rung, 

She  made  her  a  weel-pay'd  dochter. 

O  fare-thee-weel,  my  bonie  lass ! 

O  fare-thee-weel,  my  hinnie ! 
Thou  art  a  gay  and  a  bonie  lass — 

But  thou  has  a  waukrife  minuie. 


FOR  A'  THAT,  AX'  A'  THAT. 

[Burns  has  put  his  name  to  this.  It  is  simply  the  Bard's  song  in  the  JoUt/ 
Be<jgars,  omitting  the  first  two  verses,  and  substituting  for  these  the  present 
opening  verse  and  a  fresh  chorus.] 

Tho'  women's  minds,  hke  winter  winds, 
May  shift  and  turn,  and  a'  that. 

The  noblest  breast  adores  them  maist, 
A  consequence  I  draw  that. 

CHORUS. 

For  a'  that^  and  a'  that^ 

And  twice  as  meikh's  d  that ; 
The  bonie  lass  that  I  lo'e  best^ 

She'll  be  my  ain  for  d  that. 

Great  love  I  bear  to  all  the  fair. 

Their  huml)le  slave,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  lordly  will,  I  hold  it  still, 

A  mortal  sin  to  thraw  that. 
For  a'  that,  ^-c. 
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In  rapture  sweet,  this  hour  we  meet, 

Wi'  mutual  love,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  for  how  lang  the  flie  may  stang, 

Let  inclination  law  that. 
For  a'  that^  4'C. 

Their  tricks  and  craft  hae  put  me  daft. 

They've  taen  me  in,  an'  a'  that ; 
But  clear  your  decks,  and  here's — '  The  Sex ! ' 

I  hke  the  jads  for  a'  that ! 
Foi'  a'  that,  ^c. 


WILLIE  BREW'D  A  PECK  0'  MAUT. 

[This  world-famous  eong  was  composed  in  August  or  September,  178i>.  Burns' 
note  regarding  it  is  as  follows: — "The  air  is  Masterton's,  the  song  mine.  The 
occasion  of  it  was  this: — Mr.  William  Nicol,  of  the  High  School.  Edinburgh, 
during  the  autumn- vacation  being  at  Moffat,  honest  Allan — who  was  at  that  time 
on  a  visit  to  Dalswinton — and  I  went  to  pay  Nicol  a  visit.  We  had  such  a  joyous 
meeting,  that  Mr.  Masterton  and  I  agreijd,  each  in  our  own  way,  that  we  should 
celebrate  the  business."  Dr.  Currie,  writing  in  1799  (only  10  years  after  the 
event),  saj's, — "  These  three  honest  fellows — all  men  of  uncommon  talents,  are 
now  all  under  the  turf." 

On  IGth  October,  1789,  Burns,  writing  to  Captain  Eiddel  of  the  Caise,  quotes 
two  verses  of  the  song,  thus  showing  that  it  was  already  familiar  in  the  district 
among  the  poet's  friends ;  and  in  the  line,  "  Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa',' 
puts  tlio  emphasis  of  italics  on  the  word  last.  By  a  gross  blunder,  this  word 
is  printed  "  lirst "  in  the  Museum,  which  error  has  been  followed  by  several 
editors,  and  given  rise  to  the  idea  that  Burns'  notion  of  conviviality  was  a 
struggle  to  get  dead-drunk  before  the  rest,  and  thus  be  crowned  "king  of  thc! 
company!  " 

In  1821,  Mr.  John  Struthers,  author  of  some  good  songs,  produced  a  very  tell- 
ing "  Seqvicl  to  '  Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut ' " — based  on  the  remark  above 
quoted  from  Currie.] 

0  Willie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut, 

And  Rob  and  Allan  cam  to  sec  : 
Three  blyther  hearts,  that  lee-lang  night, 

Ye  wad  na  found  in  Christendie. 


CHOKUS. 

We  are  na  fou^  wire  nae  that  f on ^ 
But  just  a  drappie  in  ottr  e'e; 

The  cock  may  craw,  the  day  may  daic, 
And  ay  ivell  taste  the  barley  bree. 
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Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys, 
Three  merry  boys,  I  trow,  are  we ; 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been, 
And  mony  mae  we  hope  to  be ! 
We  are  nafou^  ^c. 

It  is  the  moon,  I  ken  her  horn. 

That's  blinkin'  in  the  lift  sae  hie ; 
She  shines  sae  bright  to  wyle  us  hame. 
But,  by  my  sooth,  she'll  wait  a  wee ! 
We  are  nafou,  ^c. 

Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa', 
A  cuckold,  coward  loun  is  he ! 

Wha  last  beside  his  chair  shall  fa', 
He  is  the  king  amang  us  three ! 
We  are  nafou.^  ^c. 


KILLIECRANKIE. 

[I'his  is  marked   "  Z  "  in  the  Museum.     All  except  the  chorus  is  by  Bums, 
although  Hogg  and  other  Jacobite  ballad-mongers  allege  otherwise.] 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braukie,  0? 
Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ? 

Cam  ye  by  Killiecrankie,  0  ? 

CHORUS. 

An  ye  had  been  lohare  I  hae  been^ 

Ye  wad  na  been  sae  canty ^  0  ; 
An  ye  had  seen  what  I  hae  seen, 

On  til  braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  0. 

I  f aught  at  land,  I  faught  at  sea ; 

At  hame  I  faught  my  auntie,  0  ; 
But  I  met  the  Devil  and  Dundee, 

On  th'  1)raes  o'  Killiecrankie,  0. 
An  ye  had  been,  ^-c. 


(     270     ) 

The  bawld  Pitcur  fell  in  a  fiirr, 
An'  Clavers  gat  a  clankie,  0  ; 

Or  I  had  fed  an  Athole  gled, 
On  th'  braes  o'  Killiecraukie,  0. 
An  ye  had  been,  ^-c. 


THE  BLUE-EYED  LASSIE. 

[The  poet  has  put  his  name  to  this  in  the  ^fuseum,  although  he  scarcely  re- 
quired to  do  so,  as  the  verses  speak  for  tliemselves.  The  expression,  "Spare  to 
siieak,  and  spare  to  speed."  is  a  proverbial  one,  whieh  occurs  in  the  works  of 
other  Scots  poets.  The  heroine  was  a  beautiful  maiden,  the  daughter  of  the 
Eev.  Mr.  Jeffrey  of  Lochmaben,  at  whose  house  the  bard  was  an  occasional 
guest  in  the  course  of  his  Excise  journeys.  She  was  married  eventually  to  a 
gentleman  of  the  name  of  Eenwick,  resident  in  Liverpool,  and  afterwards  in 
New  York. 

The  Kcv.  Mr.  Jeffrey  is  kindly  referred  to  by  Burns  in  a  letter  to  Provost 
Maxwell,  dated  20th  December,  17S!i,  and  this  indicates  the  date  of  the  song, 
which  was  presented  by  the  poet  to  its  inspirer  one  morning,  at  the  breakfast 
table,  after  having  slept  a  night  at  the  house.] 

I  GAED  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen, 

A  gate,  I  fear,  I'll  clearly  rue ; 
I  gat  my  death  frae  twa  sweet  een, 

Twa  lovely  een  o'  bonie  blue. 
'Twas  not  her  golden  ringlets  bright — 

Her  lips,  like  roses  wat  wi'  dew — 
Her  heaving  bosom,  lily-white, — 

It  was  her  een  sae  bonie  blue ! 

She  talk'd,  she  smil'd,  my  henrt  she  wil'd, 

She  charm'd  my  soul — I  wist  ua  how  ; 
And  ay  the  stound,  the  deadly  wound, 

Cam  frae  her  een  sae  bonie  blue. 
But,  spare  to  speak,  and  spare  to  speed  ; 

She'll  aiblins  hsten  to  my  vow : 
Should  she  refuse,  I'll  lay  my  dead 

To  her  twa  een  sae  bonie  blue ! 
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THE  BANKS  OF  NITH. 

[The  poet's  name  is  attached  to  this  song  in  the  Musmm.  It  is  intended  to 
depict  the  feelings  of  a  native  of  Nilhsdale,  resident  in  London,  and  apparently 
tied  t)y  eireuiustances  to  remain  there,  expatriated  from  •'  the  fruitful  vales  and 
sloping  dales  "  of  bonie  LangsyneJ] 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea, 

Where  royal  cities  stately  stand ; 
But  sweeter  flows  the  Nith,  to  me, 

Where  Cummins  ance  had  high  command  : 
When  shall  I  see  that  honor'd  land, 

That  winding  stream  I  love  so  dear ! 
Must  wayward  fortune's  adverse  hand, 

For  ever — ever  keep  me  here  ? 

How  lovely,  Nith,  thy  fruitful  vales, 

Where  bounding-  hawthorns  gaily  bloom  ; 
And  sweetly  spread  thy  sloping  dales. 

Where  lambkins  wanton  through  the  broom  ! 
Tho'  wandering,  now,  must  be  my  doom, 

Far  from  thy  bonie  banks  and  braes ; 
May  there  my  latest  hours  consume, 

Amang  the  friends  of  early  days ! 


TAM  GLEN. 

[This  is  an  immortal  production,  and  would  be  recognised  as  Burns'  work 
althouich  no  name  nor  external  mark  were  attached  to  it  The  air,  in  the 
Musetun.  is  said  to  be  "its  ain  tune;"  but  it  is  now  universally  sung  to  the  fine 
old  air — The  Mtickin'  o'  Geardie's  Byre,  which  is  capable  of  giving  great  effect  to 
the  words.] 

My  heart  is  a-breaking,  dear  tittie, 

Some  counsel  unto  me  come  len' ; 
To  anger  them  a'  is  a  pity. 

But  what  will  I  do  wi'  Tarn  Glen  ? 

I'm  thinking,  wi'  sic  a  braw  fellow. 

In  poortith  I  might  mak  a  fen' : 
What  care  I  in  riches  to  wallow. 

If  I  maunna  marry  Tam  Glen  ? 
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There's  Lowrie,  the  laird  o'  Dumeller — 
'  Gude-day  to  you  brute ! ' — he  comes  beu 

He  brags  and  he  blaws  o'  his  siller ; 
But  when  will  he  dance  hke  Tarn  Glen  ? 

My  minnie  does  constantly  deave  me, 
And  bids  me  beware  o'  young  men ; 

They  flatter,  she  says,  to  deceive  me, 
But  wha  can  think  sae  o'  Tarn  Glen? 

My  daddie  says,  gin  I'll  forsake  him, 
He'll  gie  me  gude  hunder  marks  ten ; 

But  if  its  ordain'd  I  maun  take  him, 
0  wha  will  I  get  but  Tam  Glen  ? 

Yestreen  at  the  valentines'  dealing, 
My  heart  to  my  mou'  gied  a  sten ; 

For  thrice  I  drew  ane  without  faihng. 
And  thrice  it  was  written — Tam  Glen! 

The  last  Halloween  I  was  waukin 
My  drouket  sark-sleeve,  as  ye  ken ; 

His  likeness  cam  up  the  house  staukin — • 
The  very  grey  breeks  o'  Tam  Glen  ! 

Come  counsel,  dear  tittie !  don't  tarry ; 

I'll  gie  you  my  bonie  black  hen, 
Gif  ye  will  advise  me  to  marry 

The  lad  I  lo'e  dearly — Tam  Glen ! 


SONGS  BY  BURNS  IN  JOHNSON,  VOL,  IV„  AUGUST  13,  1792. 


The  poet  had  left  his  farm  at  Ellisland  and  taken  up  his  residence  in  Dumfries 
when  this  volume  was  published.  The  Preface,  like  that  to  each  of  the  two 
preceding  volumes,  is  his  composition:  the  concluding  passage  is  as  follows: — 
"  To  those  who  object  that  his  publication  contains  pieces  of  inferior  or  little 
value,  the  Editor  answers  by  referring  to  his  plan.  All  our  songs  cannot  have 
equal  merit;  besides,  as  the  world  have  not  as  yet  agreed  on  any  unerring  balance 
— any  undisputed  standard — in  matters  of  taste,  what  to  one  person  yields  no 
manner  of  pleasure,  may  to  another  be  a  high  enjoj-ment." 

This  being  the  last  volume  of  the  Museum  that  the  bard  lived  to  see  published 
(for  the  progress  of  that  work  was  interrupted  by  his  kindly  engaging,  about 
a  month  after  Johnson's  fourth  volume  appeared,  to  furnish  a  series  of  songs 
for  George  Thomson's  collection),  we  embrace  this  opportunity  to  say  a 
few  words  regarding  the  artist-like  care  ■with  which  Burns  elaborated  and 
finished  those  songs  which  we  are  now  re-producing.  "We  have  already  seen 
how,  in  Edinburgh,  he  worked  out  the  lyric  flow  of  the  songs  he  contributed  to 
the  second  voltome  of  Johnson. — ( Vide  note  to  song — A  Rose-bud  by  my  early  wall; 
page  230.)  So,  while  in  Nithsdale,  we  learn  from  a  memorandum  obligingly 
communicated  to  Mr.  R.  Chambers  by  Sir  James  S.  Monteath  of  Closeburn, 
that  there  lived  in  that  parish  "a  respectable  woman — Christina  Kirkpatrick, 
married  to  a  mason  named  Flint.  She  had  a  masculine  understanding;  was 
well  acquainted  \vith  the  old  music,  the  songs  and  ballads  of  Scotland ;  and, 
having  a  flue  voice  and  good  ear,  she  sang  them  remarkably  well.  Burns  was 
accustomed,  after  composing  any  of  his  beautiful  songs,  to  pay  Kirsty  a  visit, 
that  he  might  hear  them  sung  by  her.  He  often  stopped  her  in  the  course  of 
her  singing,  when  he  found  any  word  harsh  and  grating  to  his  ear,  and  substituted 
one  more  melodious  and  pleasing.  From  Kirsty's  extensive  acquaintance  with 
the  old  Scotch  airs,  she  was  frequently  able  to  suggest  to  the  poet  music  more 
suitable  to  the  words  she  was  singing  than  that  to  which  he  had  set  them." 

Professor  Gillespie  of  St.  Andrews  has  confirmed  the  above  anecdote,  by  re- 
cording, that  when  he  was  a  school-boy  at  Wallace-Hall,  he  one  day  saw  the 
poet's  horse  tied  by  the  bridle  to  the  latch  of  a  cottage-door  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Thornhill,  and  lingered  for  some  time  listening  to  the  songs  which  the  female 
occupant  was  singing. to  Burns,  who  sat  in  an  arm-chair  by  the  fireside  in  rapt 
attention  to  her  vocalisation.  Kirsty  Flint  was  the  name  of  the  songstress.  She 
was  neither  pretty  nor  witty,  but  she  had  a  pipe  of  the  most  overpowering 
pitch,  and  a  taste  for  song.  "  She  sang  even  to  us  laddies,"  adds  the  narrator. 
•'such  songs  as  Nae  luck  about  the  house,  and  Braw  lads  o'  Gala  water,  most 
inimitably." 

With  reference  to  Kirsty  Flint's  vocal  powers,  we  feel  constrained  to  notice  a 
wretched  fiction  which  has  been  recently  engrafted  on  the  foregoing  narratives, 
and  recorded  in  a  small  work  on  Burns  just  published.  In  it,  we  are  told  that  the 
poet  was  one  of  the  wedding-guests  at  Kirstj-'s  marriage,  and  was  thrown  into 
a  state  of  distraction  by  one  of  the  company,  who,  on  being  asked  to  sing,  gave 
Ye  bants,  and  braes,  and  streams  around  the  castle  o'  Montgomery :  on  which 
occasion.  Burns  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  asked  the  singer,  in  God's  name,  to 
desist,  and  thereafter  entreated  Kirsty  to  quiet  his  mind  with  a  verse  or  two  of 
Ve  bants  and  braes  o'  bonie  Dooni — This  story  condemns  itself,  for  Highland  Mary 
was  not  given  to  the  world  till  some  years  after  the  poet's  death,  although  com- 
posed for  George  Thomson  in  Nov.,  1792 — a  year  after  the  poet  had  settled  in 
the  town  of  Dumfries,  and  bidden  farewell  to  Closeburn  and  Kirsty  Flint 
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CRAIGIE-BURN  WOOD. 

[This  song  was  written  in  1790  or  1791.  The  author's  note  is  as  follows : — 
"  The  song  was  composed  on  a  passion  which  a  Mr.  Gillespie,  a  particular  friend 
of  mine,  had  for  a  Miss  Lorimer,  afterwards  a  Mrs.  Whelpdale.  The  young 
lady  was  born  at  Craigiebum  Wood.  The  chorus  is  part  of  an  old,  foolish 
ballad."  Jean  Lorimer  was  only  fifteen  or  sixteen  years  old  when  thus 
vicariously  wooed  by  Burns  in  behalf  of  Gillespie,  a  brother-ofBcer  of  excise, 
who  had  fallen  in  love  with  her.  She  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  a  substantial 
farmer  and  merchant  at  Kemmis-hall,  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  Nith  from 
Ellisland.  about  two  miles  nearer  Dumfries ;  and  although  she  refused  to  listen  to 
Gillespie's  addresses,  she  was,  unfortunately,  captivated  by  the  solicitations  of 
a  wild  scapegrace,  named  "Whelpdale,  from  England,  who  had  set  up  as  a  farmer 
near  Moffat,  and  in  March,  1793,  she  was  induced  to  elope  with  him,  and  contract 
a  Gretna  Green  marriage.  In  a  few  months  thereafter,  her  husband  became  a 
bankrupt  and  ran  away,  leaving  her  no  resource  but  that  of  returning  to  her 
parents'  house. 

In  1794,  Burns  continued,  as  formerlj',  to  bean  occasional  visitorat  Kemmis-hall, 
and  it  was  thought  that  Mrs.  Whelpdale  came  of  tener  to  Dumfries  than  she  had  any 
ostensible  occasion  for.  In  October  of  that  year,  we  find  the  poet  writing  thus 
to  George  Thomson,  about  her  and  the  song  now  under  notice : — "I  hope  Clarke 
will  persuade  you  to  adopt  my  favourite  Craigiebum  ^yood  in  your  selection :  it 
is  as  great  a  favourite  of  his  as  of  mine.  The  young  lady  on  whom  it  was  made 
is  one  of  the  finest  women  in  Scotland;  and,  in  fact  (enlre  nous),  is  in  a  manner 
to  me  what  Sterne's  Eliza  was  to  him — a  mistress,  or  friend,  or  what  you  will, 
in  the  guileless  simplicity  of  Platonic  love.  I  assure  you,  that  to  my  lovely  friend 
you  are  indebted  for  many  of  your  best  songs  of  mine.  Whenever  I  want  to  ho 
more  than  ordinary  in  song — to  be  in  some  degree  equal  to  your  diviner  airs — 
I  put  myself  on  the  regimen  of  admiring  a  fine  woman;  and,  in  proportion  to 
the  adorability  of  her  charms,  in  proportion  you  are  delighted  with  my  verses. 
The  lightening  of  her  eye  is  the  godhead  of  Parnassus,  and  the  witchery  of  her 
Bmile  the  divinity  of  Helicon!  " 

The  poet  has  made  reference  to  Clarke's  admiration  of  this  song:  it  is  proper 
to  add  what  that  musician  has  himself  recorded  about  it.  He  wrote  thus,  under 
the  MS.  of  the  music  and  song: — "  The  man  who  would  attempt  to  sing  a  chorus 
to  this  beautiful  air,  should  have  his  throat  cut  to  prevent  him  from  doing  it 
again!  "  We  shall  again  have  occasion  to  revert  to  the  heroine  of  this  song, 
Whom  the  poet  afterwards  celebrated  under  the  name  of  "  Chloris."] 

Sweet  closes  the  evening  on  Craigie-burn  Wood, 

And  blythely  awaukens  the  morrow  ; 
But  the  pride  of  the  spring  in  the  Craigie-burn  Wood, 

Can  yield  me  nothing  but  sorrow. 

CHORUS. 

Beyond  tJiee,  dearie,  beyond  thee,  dearie, 

And  0,  to  he  lijing  beyond  thee! 
0  sweetly,  soundly,  iveel  may  he  sleep. 

That's  laid  in  the  bed  beyond  thee  ! 

I  see  the  spreading  leaves  and  flowers, 

I  hear  the  wild  birds  singing ; 
But  pleasure  they  hae  nane  for  me, 

While  care  my  heart  is  wringing. 
Beyond  thee,  4'C- 
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I  canna  tell,  I  maunna  tell, 

I  darena  for  your  anger ; 
But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart, 

If  I  conceal  it  langer. 
Beyond  thee^  4'C- 

I  see  thee  gracefu',  straight,  and  tall, 
I  see  thee  sweet  and  bonie ; 

But  oh !  what  will  my  torments  be, 
If  thou  refuse  thy  Johnny ! 
Beyond  thee,  4'C. 

To  see  thee  in  another's  arms, 
In  love  to  lie  and  languish ; 

'Twad  be  my  dead,  that  will  be  seen. 
My  heart  wad  burst  wi'  anguish. 
Beyond  thee,  ^-c. 

But,  Jeanie,  say  thou  wilt  be  mine, 
Say,  thou  lo'es  nane  before  me ; 

And  a'  my  days  o'  life  to  come, 
I'll  gratefully  adore  thee. 
Beyond  thee,  ^c. 


FRAE  THE  FRIENDS  AND  LAND  I  LOVE. 

Tune — Carron  Side. 

[Burns'  note  to  this  Jacobite  effusion  is  as  foUo-ws: — "I  added  the  last  four 
lines  by  way  of  giving  a  turn  to  the  theme  of  the  poem,  such  as  it  is."  Stenhouse, 
however,  remarks,— "The  whole  song  is  in  the  hand-writing  of  the  poet,  and  I 
have  reason  to  believe  it  is  all  his  own."] 

Fkae  the  friends  and  land  I  love, 

Driv'n  by  fortune's  felly  spite  ; 
Frae  my  best  belov'd  I  rove. 

Never  mair  to  taste  delight, — 
Never  mair  maun  hope  to  find 

Ease  frae  toil,  relief  frae  care ; 
When  remembrance  wracks  the  mind, 

Pleasures  but  unveil  despair. 
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Brightest  climes  shall  mirk  appear, 

Desert  ilka  blooming  shore ; 
Till  the  Fates,  nae  mair  severe, 

Friendship,  love,  and  peace  restore. 
Till  Revenge,  wi'  laurell'd  head, 

Bring  our  banished,  hame  again ; 
And  ilk  loyal,  bonie  lad 

Cross  the  seas  and  win  his  ain. 


JOHN,  COME  KISS  ME  NOW. 

[Bums  trimmed  into  the  present  shape,  the  old  fragment  preserved  by  David 
Herd,  which  is  as  follows  : — 

"John,  come  kiss  me  now,  now,  now!  John,  come  kiss  mo  now; 
John,  come  kiss  me  by  and  by,  and  make  nae  mair  ado: 
Some  will  court  and  compliment,  and  make  a  threat  ado ; 
Some  wiU  make  o'  their  gudeman,  and  sae  will  I  o'  you." 
In  the  note  to  John  Anderson  my  Jo,  page  254,  we  quoted  Bishop  Percy's  remarks 
condemning  the  Scottish  Koformers  for  their  profanity  in  borrowing  (as  ho 
alleges)  the  sacred  Hymn-tunes  of  the  Roman  Cathedral-service  and  adapting 
impure  songs  to  them.  This  groundless  statement  of  Percy  was  taken  up  and 
spread  by  old  Tytler  of  Woodhouseleo  in  his  dissertation  on  Scottish  song ;  but 
the  researches  of  Eitson,  and  other  inquirers  since  his  day,  have  estat  lished  that 
the  reverse  was  the  fact.  The  old  tunes  referred  to  by  Percy  and  Tytler,  such 
as  John  Anderson — Given  Sleeves — John,  come  kiss  me  7iow — Maggy  I^audi'r — Khid 
Robin  lo'es  me,  &o.,  never  were  tunes  of  the  Latin  Church-service.  They  were  the 
popular  secular  airs  of  the  nation;  and  the  songs  to  which  they  were  sung  by 
the  common  people  (and  which  they  loved  so  much)  were  reckoned  by  their 
spiritual  advisers  to  be  "  not  unto  edification — sensual — devilish  ! "  True,  the 
tunes  were  held  to  be  quite  angelic,  and  some  of  the  Reformers,  thinking  it  a 
pity  that  the  Devil  should  have  all  the  good  music  to  himself,  fell  upon  a  plan  to 
beguile  him  out  of  them  by  composing  what  they  held  to  lie  sacred  words  to  suit 
them :  they  reckoned  that  the  tunes  would  operate  as  a  bait  or  decoy  to  make 
the  people  swallow  such  stuff  as  the  following,  which  we  extract  from  "Alio 
compendious  Booke  of  Godly  and  Spiritual  Songs,  collectit  out  of  sundrie  partes 
of  the  Scripture,  with  sundrie  other  Ballates,  changed  out  of  Prophane  Sangbs  ; 
for  avoiding  of  sinno  and  harlotrie : "  republished  by  Andro  Hart,  1G21,  from 
the  earlier  edition  of  15y0: — 

(Ps.  2ud. — Kiss  the  Son,  lest  he  bo  angry.) 

"  John,  come  kiss  me  now — John,  come  kiss  mo  now: 
My  prophets  call,  my  preachers  cry,  John,  come  kiss  me  now ; 
John,  come  kiss  me  by  and  by,  and  make  nae  mair  adow." 

CHORUS. 

0  John,  come  kiss  me  now,  now,  no)v ; 

0  John,  my  luve,  come  kiss  me  now ; 
0  John,  come  kiss  me  by  and  by. 

For  tveel  ye  ken  the  way  to  woo. 
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O  SOME  will  court  and  (,'omplimont, 
And  itlier  some  will  kiss  and  daut ; 

But  I  will  mak  o'  my  gudeman — 
My  aiu  gudeman,  it  is  nae  fau't. 
0  John^  cj-c. 

O  some  will  court  and  compliment, 
And  ither  some  will  prie  their  raou' ; 

And  some  will  liause  in  ither's  arms. 
And  that's  the  way  I  like  to  do. 
0  John,  4'C. 


COCK  UP  YOUR  BEAVER. 

[This  fragment,  from  Herd's  collection,  underwent  such  an  improvement  at 
the  hand  of  Burns  in  the  last  four  lines,  that  we  give  the  original  in  order  that 
the  reader  may  compare  it  with  the  version  in  the  text : — 
"  Cock  up  your  beaver,  cock  up  your  beaver, 
Hey,  my  Johnie  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver; 
Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  cock  it  nae  wrang, 
"We'll  a'  to  England  ere  it  be  lang."] 

When  first  my  brave  Johnny  lad  came  to  this  town. 
He  had  a  blue  bonnet  that  wanted  the  crown ; 
But  now  he  has  gotten  a  hat  and  a  feather, — 
Hey,  brave  Johnny  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver ! 
Cock  up  your  beaver,  and  cock  it  fu'  sprush ; 
We'll  over  the  border  and  gie  them  a  brush  ; 
There's  somebody  there  we'll  teach  better  behaviour, 
Hey,  brave  Johnny  lad,  cock  up  your  beaver! 


MY  TOCHER'S  THE  JEWEL. 

[The  poet's  name  is  attached  to  this  favourite  production.  He  seemed  to  have 
a  forecast  of  its  popularitj',  for  he  instructed  Johnson  not  to  state  the  name  of  its 
tune — Lord  Elcho's  Favoui-ite,  but  to  give  the  music  as  if  the  song  really  belonged 
to  it  Many  of  our  readers  will  recollect  the  brilliant  effect  of  this  song  as 
rendered  by  Wilson  and  Templeton  in  their  vocal  entertainments.] 

O  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  beauty, 
And  meikle  thinks  my  luve  o'  my  kin ; 

But  little  thinks  ray  luve  I  ken  brawly 
My  tocher's  the  jewel  has  charms  for  him. 
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It's  a'  for  the  apple  he'll  nourish  the  tree  ; 

It's  a'  for  the  hiney  he'll  cherish  the  bee ; 
My  laddie's  sae  meikle  in  luve  wi'  the  siller, 

He  canna  hae  luve  to  spare  for  me. 

Your  proffer  o'  luve's  an  airle-penny, 

My  tocher's  the  bargain  ye  wad  buy ; 
But  an  ye  be  crafty,  I  am  cunnin' ; 

Sae  ye  wi'  anither  your  fortune  maun  try. 
Ye're  hke  to  the  timmer  o'  yon  rotten  wood, 

Ye're  like  to  the  bark  o'  yon  rotten  tree ; 
Ye'll  sUp  frae  me  Uke  a  knotless  thread. 

And  ye'll  crack  your  credit  wi'  mae  nor  me. 


THEN  GTJDEWIFE,  COUNT  THE  LAWIN. 

[Burns'  name  is  adhibited  to  this  characteristic  song  also.    There  was  an  old 
Bong  with  the  same  chorus,  one  verse  of  which  ran  thus : — 

"  My  wife  she's  aye  a-telling  me  gude  ale  sail  be  the  dead  o'  me ; 
But  if  gude  ale  sail  be  my  dead,  I'll  hae  it  written  on  my  head — 
Come  gudewife,  count  the  lawin,"  &c.] 

Gane  is  the  day  and  mirk's  the  night. 
But  we'll  ne'er  stray  for  fau't  o'  light ; 
For  ale  and  brandy's  stars  and  moon. 
And  blude-red  wine's  the  risin'  sun. 

CHORUS. 

l^en  gudewife^  count  the  lawin^ 

The  lawin,  the  lawin ; 
Then  gudewife,  count  the  lawin. 

And  bring  a  coggie  mair. 

There's  wealth  and  ease  for  gentlemen, 
And  semple  folk  maun  fecht  and  fen' ; 
But  here  we're  a'  in  ae  accord. 
For  ilka  man  that's  drunk's  a  lord. 
Then  gudetvife,  count,  ^c 

My  coggie  is  a  haly  pool. 
That  heals  the  wounds  o'  care  and  dool ; 
And  pleasure  is  a  wanton  trout, 
An  ye  drink  it  a',  ye'll  find  him  out. 
Then  gudewife,  count,  cj-c. 
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PKOSE  HISTORY  OF  THE  WHISTLE. 

As  the  autlientic  proRe  history  of  the  Whistle  is  curiouR,  we  shall  hero  subjoin 
it- — In  the  train  of  Anne,  Princess  of  Denniarli,  when  she  came  to  Scotland 
with  her  husband,  James  the  Sixth,  there  came  over  also  a  Danish  gentle- 
man of  gigantic  stature  and  great  prowess,  and  a  matchless  devotee  of 
Bacchus.  He  had  a  curious  ebony  Ca'  or  Whistle,  which,  at  the  beginning 
of  the  orgies,  he  laid  on  the  table,  and  whoever  was  last  able  to  blow  the 
Whistle,  everybody  else  being  disabled  by  the  potency  of  the  bottle,  was  to 
carrj'  off  the  Whistle  as  a  trophy  of  victory.  The  Dane  produced  credentials 
of  his  victories — without  a  single  defeat — at  the  Courts  of  Copenhagen, 
Stockholm,  Moscow,  Warsaw,  and  several  of  the  petty  Courts  of  Germany, 
and  challenged  the  Scotish  Bacchanalians  to  the  alternative  of  trj'ing  his 
prowess,  or  else  of  acknowledging  their  inferiority.  After  many  overthrows 
on  the  part  of  the  Scots,  the  Dane  was  encountered  by  Sir  Robert  Lowrie 
of  Maxwelton,  ancestor  to  the  present  Sir  Robert,  who — after  three  days 
and  nights'  claret-shed — left  the  Scandinavian  dead-drunk,  "And  blew  on 
the  Whistle  his  requiem  shrill." 

Sir  Walter  Lowrie,  son  to  Sir  Robert  before  mentioned,  afterwards  lost  the 
Whistle  to  Walter  Riddel  of  Glenriddel,  who  had  married  the  sister  of  Sir 
Walter.  On  Friday,  the  Sixteenth  of  October,  1790,*  the  Whistle  was  once 
more  contended  for — as  related  in  the  Ballad — by  the  present  Sir  Robert 
Lowrie  of  Maxwelton;  Robert  Riddel,  Esq.,  of  Glenriddel,  lineal  descendant 
and  representative  of  Walter  Riddel,  who  won  the  Whistle,  and  in  whose 
family  it  had  continued;  and  Alexander  Ferguson,  Esq.,  of  Craigdarroch, 
likewise  descended  of  the  great  Sir  Robert;  which  last  gentleman  carried 
off  the  hard-won  honors  of  the  field.— (R.  B.    1792.) 


In  the  edition  of  Burns'  Poems  (1793).  the  text  of  this  introduction  is  very 
slightly  altered,  but  in  no  way  of  any  importance  worth  remarking.  As  stated 
in  the  "  Notes  "  to  our  Kilmarnock  Edition  (18fi9),  we  have  become  the  posses- 
Bor  of  one  of  the  MSS.  of  that  poem.  It  is  written  on  three  pages  of  a  foolscap 
sheet  of  Excise-paper.  As  is  well  known.  Bums'  kindness  of  heart  led  him  to  bo 
most  generous  in  giving  awaj-  copies  of  his  poems:  our  copy  had  been  sent  to 
Mr.  Cairns,  jun..  Torr,  Dumfries,  grandfather  of  the  late  possessor  of  the  MS., 
and  contains  the  following  dedicatory  addendum — which  was  first  published 
in  our  Kilmarnock  Edition : — 

"But  one  sorry  quill,  and  that  worne  to  the  core, 
No  paper — but  such  as  I  shew  it; 
But  such  as  it  is,  will  the  good  Laird  of  Torr 
Accept,  and  excuse  the  poor  Poet?" 

A  ridiculous  verbal  variation  has  been  made  by  the  great  majority  of  Bums' 
editors,  in  altering — in  the  last  line  of  verse  third — the  word  their  to  his,  which 
was  pointed  out  in  our  edition  of  l.Sfi9.  It  is  evident  that  the  son  of  Loda  could 
not  possibly  whistle  his  mm  requiem,  but  he  is  here  properly  represented  as 
blowing  the  requiem  of  each  of  the  champions,  one  by  one,  as  they  fell  under 
the  table.  The  corruption,  his  requiem,  appears  to  have  crept  into  the  text 
through  the  poet  having  quoted  it  thus  in  his  prose  narrative  introductorj- to 
the  poem  ;  but  there  the  writer  is  referring  to  one  champion  only,  namely,  the 
Scandinavian,  whom  Sir  Robert  left  "  dead-drunk,"  and  so,  in  quoting  the  line, 
he  was  bound  to  use  the  singular  person,  his,  instead  of  the  plural,  Iheir. 

*  See  correction  of  this  date,  in  head-not«  to  the  Ballad. 
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THE  WHISTLE, 

[The  poet,  in  the  foregoing  introduction  to  this  admired  piece  of  minstrplBj-. 
makes  an  error  of  one  year  in  the  date,  wliich  was  really  1789.  The  16th  of 
Octolicr,  1789,  was  a  Friday,  but  not  so  the  date  given  there :  the  mistake  is 
farther  made  apparent  by  a  letter  of  the  bard  printed  in  his  correspondence, 
addressed  to  Captain  lliddel  on  the  very  day  of  the  contest.  It  is  dated 
"Ellisland,  IGth  October,  1789,"  and  proves  that  Burns  was  not  "selected  to 
witness  the  fray,"  but  merely  to  give  it  an  imperishable  record  in  verse.  He 
refers  to  the  approaching  contest,  and  to  "  the  mighty  claret-shed  of  the  day  " 
at  the  Carse.  and  wishes  that  Glenriddcl's  head  may  "  bo  crowned  with  laurels 
to-night  and  free  from  head-aches  to-morrow."  "Forme,"  he  adds,  "I  shall 
'Hear  astonished,  and  astonished  sing.' 

"  The  whistle  and  the  man  I  sing, 
The  man  that  won  the  whistle." 
He  appropriately  winds  up  his  letter  by  quoting  two  verses  from  his  own  song, 
then  recently  composed — "Here  are  we  met,  three  merry  boys." 

Professor  Wilson  says  of  Tlie  Whistle — "  It  is  perhaps  an  improper  poem  in 
priggish  eyes,  but,  in  the  eyes  of  Bacchus,  the  best  of  triumphal  Odes.  The  above 
letter  and  song  make  up  the  whole  of  Burns'  share  in  the  transaction.  The 
'  three  potent  heroes  '  were  too  thoroughly  gentlemen  to  have  asked  a  fourth  to 
sit  by  with  an  empty  bottle  before  him.  as  umpire  of  that  debate.  Burns,  that 
evening,  was  sitting  with  his  eldest  child  on  his  knee,  teaching  him  to  say 
'Dadl' — that  night  he  was  lying  in  his  own  bed,  with  bonie  Jean  by  his  side, 
and  '  yon  bright  god  of  day '  saluted  him  next  morning  at  the  scaur  above  the 
glittering  Nith."] 

I  SING  of  a  whistle,  a  whistle  of  worth, 

I  sing  of  a  whistle,  the  pride  of  the  North — 

Was  brought  to  the  court  of  our  good  Scottish  king, 

And  long  with  this  whistle  all  Scotland  shall  ring. 

Old  Loda,*  still  rueing  the  arm  of  Fingal, 
The  god  of  the  bottle  sends  down  from  his  hall — 
'  This  whistle's  your  challenge — to  Scotland  get  o'er, 
And  drink  them  to  hell,  su- !  or  ne'er  see  me  more ! ' 

Old  poets  have  sung,  and  old  chronicles  tell, 
What  champions  ventur'd,  what  champions  fell ; 
The  son  of  great  Loda  was  conqueror  still. 
And  blew  on  the  whistle  their  requiem  shrill. 

Till  Robert,  the  lord  of  the  Cairn  and  the  Scaur. 
Unmatch'd  at  the  bottle,  unconquer'd  in  war. 
He  drank  his  poor  godship  as  deep  as  the  sea, — 
No  tide  of  the  Baltic  e'er  .drunker  than  he. 


*  See  Ossiau's  Caruc-thura.— (R.  B.    1702.) 
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Thus  Ro])ort,  victorious,  the  tropliy  has  gniu'd, 
Which  now  in  liis  liouse  lias  for  ages  remaiu'cl; 
Till  three  nol)le  chieftains,  and  all  of  his  blood, 
The  jovial  contest  again  have  renew'd. 

Three  joyons  good  fellows — with  hearts  clear  of  flaw  : 
Craigdarroch,  so  famous  for  wit,  worth,  and  law ; 
And  trusty  Glcnriddel,  so  vers'd  in  old  coins; 
And  gallant  Sir  Robert,  deep-read  in  old  wines. 

Craigdarroch  began,  with  a  tongue  smooth  as  oil, 
Desiring  Gleui-iddel  to  yield  up  the  spoil ; 
Or  else  he  would  muster  the  heads  of  the  clan, 
And  once  more,  in  claret,  try  which  was  the  man. 

'By  the  gods  of  the  ancients  ! '  Glenriddel  rephes, 
'  Before  I  surrender  so  glorious  a  prize, 
I'll  conjure  the  ghost  of  the  great  Rorie  More,* 
And  bumper  his  horn  with  him  twenty  times  o'er ! ' 

Sir  Robert,  a  soldier,  no  speech  would  pretend, — 
But  he  ne'er  turn'd  his  back  on  his  foe — or  his  friend, 
Said,  Toss  down  the  whistle,  prize  of  the  field, 
And  knee-deep  in  claret,  he'd  die  or  he'd  yield. 

To  the  board  of  Glenriddel  our  heroes  repair, 

So  noted  for  drowning  of  sorrow  and  care ; 

But  for  wine  and  for  welcome  not  more  known  to  fame, 

Thau  the  sense,  wit,  and  taste  of  a  sweet  lovely  dame. 

A  bard  was  selected  to  witness  the  fray. 
And  tell  future  ages  the  feats  of  the  day, — 
A  bard  who  detested  all  sadness  and  spleen. 
And  wish'd  that  Parnassus  a  vineyard  had  been. 

The  dinner  being  over,  the  claret  they  ply, 

And  every  new  cork  is  a  new  spring  of  joy. 

In  the  bands  of  old  friendship  and  kindred  so  set. 

And  the  bands  grew  the  tighter  the  more  they  were  wet. 

•  See  Johnson's  tour  through  Scotland. — (E.  B.    1792.) 
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Gay  Pleasure  ran  riot  as  bumpers  ran  o'er, 
Bright  Pliffibus  ne'er  wituess'd  so  joyous  a  corps, 
And  vow'd  that  to  leave  them  he  was  quite  forlorn, 
Till  Cynthia  hinted  he'd  find  them  next  morn. 

Six  bottles  a  piece  had  well  wore  out  the  night, 
When  gallant  Sir  Robert,  to  finish  the  fight. 
Turned  o'er  in  one  bvunper  a  bottle  of  red. 
And  swore  'twas  the  way  that  their  ancestors  did. 

Then  worthy  Glenriddel,  so  cautions  and  sage, 
No  longer  the  warfare  ungodly  would  wage  ; 
A  high  ruling-elder  to  wallow  in  wine  ! 
He  left  the  foul  business  to  folks  less  divine. 

The  gallant  Sir  Robert  fought  hard  to  the  end  ; 
But  who  can  with  fate  and  quart-bumpers  contend  ? 
Tho'  Fate  said,  a  hero  should  perish  in  light, — 
So  up  rose  bright  Phoebus — and  down  fell  the  Knight. 

Next  uprose  our  bard,  like  a  prophet  in  drink  : 
' Craigdarroch,  thou'lt  soar  when  creation  shall  sink! 
But  if  thou  wouldst  flourish  immortal  in  rhyme, 
Come,  one  bottle  more,  and  have  at  the  sublime  ! 

Thy  line,  that  have  struggled  for  freedom  with  Bruce, 

Shall  heroes  and  patriots  ever  produce  : 

So  thine  be  the  laurel,  and  mine  be  the  bay,  — 

The  field  thou  hast  won,  by  yon  bright  god  of  day  !'  "* 


•  The  editor  may  be  blamed  for  having  ignored  the  "afBdavit"  by  Wilh'am 
Hunter,  who,  in  December,  1841,  deponed  that  he,  in  178!1,  saw  Burns  sitting 
in  Olenriddel'B  house  as  '•  witness  of  the  contest,"  and  in  the  act  of  composing 
the  ballad.  The  story  bears  its  own  lie  in  its  face,  and  moreover,  is  contradic- 
ted by  M'Murdo's  cortifleate  in  1793,  which  tells  us  that  ho  (M'Murdo)  was 
selected  as  Judge,  and  two  other  gentlemen  (neither  of  them  Burns)  as 
Witnesses  of  the  contest.  The  old  blacksmith  saw  none  present  except  the 
poet  and  the  three  champions.    His  account  is  derived  from  the  Ballad. 
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THERE'LL  NEVER  BE  PEACE  TILL  JAMIE 
COMES  HAME. 

[The  poet,  in  a  letter  to  Alexander  Cunningham,  dated  from  Ellisland,  12th 
March,  1791,  transcribes  this  beautiful  lyric,  and  writes  to  him  thus : — "  I  shall 
fill  up  my  page  by  giving  you  a  song  of  my  late  composition,  which  will  appear 
perhaps  in  Johnson's  work.  You  must  know  a  beautiful  Jacobite  air — There'll 
never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame.  When  political  combustion  ceases  to  bo  the 
object  of  princes  and  patriots,  it  then,  you  know,  becomes  the  lawful  prey  of 
historians  and  poets.  If  you  like  the  air,  and  if  the  stanzas  hit  your  fancy,  yon 
cannot  imagine,  my  dear  friend,  how  much  you  will  oblige  me  if,  by  the  charms 
of  your  delightful  voice,  you  will  give  my  honest  effusion  to  'the  memory  of 
joys  that  are  past '  to  the  few  friends  whom  you  indulge  in  that  pleasure."] 

By  you  castle  wa',  at  the  close  of  the  day, 
I  heard  a  man  sing,  tho'  his  head  it  was  grey ; 
And  as  he  was  singing,  the  tears  down  came — 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 
The  Church  is  in  ruins,  the  State  is  in  jars : 
Delusions,  oppressions,  and  murderous  wars ; 
We  darena  weel  say't,  but  we  ken  wha's  to  blame, 
There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

My  seven  braw  sons  for  Jamie  drew  sword, 

And  now  I  greet  round  their  green  beds  in  the  yerd  ; 

It  brak  the  sweet  heart  of  my  faithfn'  auld  dame, — 

There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 

Now  Hfe  is  a  burden  that  bows  me  down. 

Sin'  I  tint  my  bairns,  and  he  tint  his  crown ; 

But  till  my  last  moments  my  words  are  the  same — 

There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame. 


(     284     ) 


WHAT  CAN  A  YOUNa  LASSIE  DO  WI'  AN 
AULD  MAN. 

[Burns'  name  is  given  in  the  Museum  as  the  author  of  this  racy  production. 
It  is  very  much  of  a  piece  with  the  old  set  of  Au!d  Rob  Morris,  as  given  in  the 
Tea  Table  Miscellany:  the  mother,  in  that  ballad,  does  not  certainly  recommend 
such  hard  measures  as  "  Auntie  Katie  "  does  in  the  present  song;  but  ihus  she 
urges  her  daughter  to  accept  Rob  Morris  as  her  bridegroom : — 

"  Kob  Morris,  I  grant,  is  an  elderly  man. 
But  then,  his  auld  brass,  it  will  buy  a  new  pan; 
Sao  dochter,  ye  shouldna  be  fashiuus  to  shoe, 
And  auld  Eob  Morris  is  the  maun  ye  maun  lo'e."] 

What  can  a  young  lassie,  what  shall  a  young  lassie, 
What  can  a  young  lassie  do  wi'  an  auld  man  ? 

Bad  luck  on  the  penny  that  tempted  my  minnie. 
To  sell  her  poor  Jenny  for  siller  an'  Ian' ! 

He's  always  compleenin  frae  mornin'  to  e'enin', 

He  hoasts  and  he  hirples  the  weary  lang  day ; 
He's  doyl't  and  he's  dozin,  his  blude  it  is  frozen, 

0  dreary's  the  night  wi'  a  crazy  auld  man ! 

He  hums  and  he  hankers,  he  frets  and  he  cankers, 

1  never  can  please  him,  do  a'  that  I  can ; 
He's  peevish,  and  jealous  of  a'  the  young  fellows, 

0  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  man ! 

My  auld  auntie  Katie  upon  me  taks  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavour  to  follow  her  plan  ; 

I'll  cross  him,  and  wrack  him,  until  I  heart-break  him, 
And  then  his  auld  brass  will  buy  me  a  new  pan. 
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THE  BONNIE  LAD  THAT'S  FAR  AWA'. 


[Burns'  name  is  not  given  as  the  author  of  this  pathetic  song,  but  with  the  ex- 
ception of  tlie  opening  line,  every  word  is  his.  Thero  can  be  no  doubt  that  in 
composing  it  liis  thouglits  wore  on  poor  Jean  Armour's  position  in  tlie  early  part 
of  1788,  when  thrust  out  of  doors  in  mid-winter  by  her  stern  father,  in  con- 
sequence of  being  visibly  a  second  time  "under  a  cloud  "  through  her  recklessly 
renewed  intimacy  with  the  poet.  On  3rd  March,  1788,  Hums  wrote  thus  to 
Ainslio,  from  Mauchliue: — "Jean  I  found  banislied  like  a  martyr,  forlorn, 
destitute,  and  friendless — all  for  the  good  old  cause.  I  have  reconciled  her  to 
her  fate :  I  liave  reconciled  her  to  her  mother :  I  have  taken  a  room  for  her : 
I  have  taken  her  to  my  arms :  I  have  given  her  a  mahogany  bed :  I  have  given 
her  a  guinea,"  &c. 

The  song  in  the  Museum  is  not  complete,  for  he  afterwards  introduced  as  verse 
second  the  following  beautiful  stanza : — 

"It's  no'  the  frosty  winter  wind. 

It's  no'  the  driving  drift  and  snaw; 
But  aye  the  tear  comes  in  my  e'e. 
To  think  on  him  that's  far  awa'."] 

O  HOW  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad, 
Or  how  can  I  gang  brisk  and  braw  ; 

When  the  bonie  lad  that  I  lo'e  best, 
Is  o'er  tlie  hills  and  far  awa'  1 

My  father  pat  me  frae  his  door. 

My  friends  they  hae  disown'd  me  a' ; 

But  there  is  ane  will  tak  my  part — 
The  bouie  lad  that's  far  awa'. 

A  pair  o'  gloves  he  bought  to  me, 
And  silken  snoods  he  gae  me  twa, 

And  I  will  wear  them  for  his  sake- — 
The  bonie  lad  that's  far  awa'. 

O  weary  winter  soon  will  pass. 

And  spring  will  deed  the  birken  shaw  ; 
And  my  young  babie  will  be  born. 

And  he'll  be  hame  that's  far  awa'. 
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I  DO  CONFESS  THOU  ART  SAE  FAIR. 


[This  IB  marked  with  the  letter  "  Z  "  in  the  Museum — indicating  that  it  is  an 
old  song  with  alterations.  In  his  notes,  the  poet  says  : — "  This  song  is  altered 
from  a  poem  by  Sir  Eobert  Aytoun,  private  secretarj'  to  Mary  and  Anne,  Queens 
of  Scotland.  I  do  think  that  I  have  improved  the  simplicity  of  the  sentiments 
by  giving  them  a  Scots  dress."  In  comparing  the  original  viith  the  more  com- 
pressed composition  given  in  the  text,  the  reader  will  be  apt  to  say,  '■  I  do  confess 
there  is  an  old-fashioned  quaintness  and  charm  about  the  old  verses  which  Boraa 
has  scarcely  caught."    Take  the  following  two  verses  for  instance : — 

"  I  do  confess  thee  sweet,  yet  find 

Thee  such  an  unthrift  of  thy  sweets  ; 
Thy  faviiurs  are  but  like  the  wind, 

That  kisseth  every  thing  it  meets ; 
And  since  thou  canst  with  more  than  one, 
Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  kiss'd  by  none. 

The  morning  rose,  untouch'd  that  stands, 
Arm'd  with  her  briers,  and  sweetly  smells : 

Once  pluok'd  and  strain'd  through  ruder  hands, 
No  more  that  sweetness  with  her  dwells : 

Her  leaves  fall  from  her  one  by  one. 

And  scent  and  beauty  both  are  gone."] 

I  DO  confess  thou  art  sae  fair, 

I  wad  been  o'er  the  lugs  in  luve, 
Had  I  na  found  the  sMghtest  prayer 

That  lips  could  speak  thy  heart  could  muve : 
I  do  confess  thee  sweet,  but  find 

Thou  art  sae  thriftless  o'  thy  sweets — 
Thy  favors  are  the  silly  wind 

That  kisses  ilka  thing  it  meets. 

See  yonder  rose-bud,  rich  in  dew, 

Amang  its  native  briers  sae  coy ; 
How  sune  it  tines  its  scent  and  hue 

When  pu'd  and  worn  a  common  toy  ! 
Sic  fate,  ere  lang,  shall  thee  betide , 

Tho'  thou  may  gaily  bloom  a  while ; 
Yet  sune  thou  shalt  be  thrown  aside, 

Like  ony  common  weed  and  vile. 
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SENSIBILITY,  HOW  CHARMING. 

[About  the  boginning  of  December,  1791,  just  after  he  camo  to  reside  perma- 
nently in  Dumfries,  in  a  letter  to  Clarinda,  he  transcribes  these  versos.  He 
writes, — "I  have  just,  since  I  liad  yours,  composod  the  following  stanzas:  let 
me  know  your  opinion  of  them : — 

'  Sensibility,  how  charming. 

Thou,  my  friend,  canst  truly  toll,' "  &c. 
On  15th  of  same  month,  ho  wrote  again  to  her  thus : — "  I  have  sent  your  hair,  a 
part  of  the  parcel  you  gave  mo,  with  a  measure,  to  Mr.  Bruco  the  jowolliir,  to  got 
a  ring  done  for  me.     I  have  likewise  sent  in  the  verses  on  Sensibility,  altered  to — 
'Sensibility,  how  charming, 

Dearest  Nancy,  thou  canst  tell,'  &c^ 
to  the  musical  editor  of  the  Scots  Songs,  of  which  you  have  three  volumes,  to  set 
to  a  most  beautiful  air,  out  of  compliment  to  the  first  of  women,  my  over- 
beloved,  my  ever-sacred  Clarinda." 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  the  poet  enclosed  the  verses  also  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  with 
the  title — "  On  SENSIBILITY. — To  my  dear  and  much  honoured  friend,  Mrs.  Dunlop 
0/  Dunlop."] 

Sensibility,  how  charming. 

Dearest  Nancy,  thou  canst  tell ; 
But  distress,  with  horrors  arming. 

Thou  hast  also  known  too  well. 
Fairest  flower,  behold  the  lily. 

Blooming  in  the  sunny  ray ; 
Let  the  blast  sweep  o'er  the  valley, — 

See  it  prostrate  on  the  clay. 

Hear  the  wood-lark  charm  the  forest, 

Telling  o'er  his  httle  joys  : 
Hapless  bird !  a  prey  the  surest 

To  each  pirate  of  the  skies. 
Dearly  bought  the  hidden  treasure, 

Finer  feelings  can  bestow  : 
Chords  that  vibrate  sweetest  pleasure, 

Thrill  the  deepest  notes  of  woe. 
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YON  WILD,  MOSSY  MOUNTAINS. 

[No  amount  of  conjecture  will  ever  ascertain  the  subject  or  occasion  of  this 
wouderfully  life-like  composition;  yet,  notwithstanding  the  bard's  protest 
against  the  world's  interest  in  details  of  his  private  history,  the  very  individ- 
italitij  of  this  little  song  prompts  that  curiosity  which  his  brief  comment 
upon  it  was  intended  to  check.  Only  on  one  occasion  was  Burns  known  to 
visit  the  locality  here  painted  so  distinctly:  that  was  on  Monday,  the  27th 
November,  17S6,  when  he  left  Mossgiel  on  a  borrowed  horse  with  his  face 
towards  Edinburgh — the  Jerusalem  of  his  fondest  hopes — in  the  prospect  of 
publishing  there  to  all  the  world  the  inspired  musings  which  had  created 
such  a  commotion  in  Ayrshire.  He  proceeded  no  farther  that  day  than  to 
Covington  Mains,  near  Biggar,  where  he  was  entertained  by  the  worthy 
farmer  there,  Mr  Archibald  Prentice.  Composing  on  horseback  was  a 
favourite  occupation  for  his  mind  a  few  years  afterwards,  when  passing 
through  wild,  sequestered  scenery;  and  it  may  reasonably  be  supposed  that 
the  muse  accompanied  him  during  this  solitary  ride  through  those  moors, 
where  the  infant  Clyde  meanders,  and  is  fed  by  rills  from  Tintock  and  the 
Cultor  Fells.  Dr.  Waddoll,  on  this  subject  observes  that — "Death  had  by 
this  time  dissolved  the  bond  between  him  and  Mary,  and  circumstances  for  a 
time  had  alienated  his  affections  from  Jean.  Some  country  beauty  in  the 
moors  of  Tintock  must  have  attracted  his  attention  there,  and  he  has  im- 
mortalised the  nameless  beauty  accordingly." 

The  poet's  own  note  on  this  production  is  as  follows: — "This  song  alludes 
to  a  part  of  my  private  history,  whiflh  it  is  of  no  consequence  to  the  world  to 
know."  Mr.  Stenhouse  adds  the  remark  that  "  the  reader  on  turning  to  the 
notes  on  song  (p.  208)  entitled  The  Highland  Lassie,  0,  will  have  no  difficulty  in 
understanding  that  part  of  the  bard's  private  history  to  which  he  alludes." 
Allan  Cunningham  also  ventures  to  agree  with  Mr.  Stenhouse  in  supposing 
that  "  Highland  Mary  "  was  the  theme  of  this  song. 

Misled,  perhaps,  by  deference  to  these  authorities,  we  rambled  into  some 
rather  vague  speculations  here,  in  our  former  edition,  conceiving  that  if  we 
are  correct  in  assuming  that  "  Highland  Mary"  was  really  the  poet's  theme  in 
the  song  of  "Sweet  Afton,"  whose  banks  she  was  never  known  to  traverse, 
she  was  just  as  likely  to  have  formed  the  subject  of  the  present  lyric.  The 
chief  difficulty  in  the  way  of  that  conclusion  lies  in  the  second  line  of  the  song 
which  so  distinctively  paints  a  locality  that  has  no  connection  with  the  West 
Highlands,  the  residence  of  her  parents.  We  have  no  ground  for  supposing 
that  Mary  ever  resided — in  service  or  otherwise — near 

"  Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains  sae  lofty  and  wide. 
That  nurse  in  their  bosom  the  youth  of  the  Clyde;" 

so  wo  threw  out  the  suggestion  that  Burns,  in  sending  this,  as  one  of  his  early 
productions,  to  Johnson  for  insertion  in  the  Museum,  might  have  disguised  the 
locality  somewhat,  by  a  very  slight  alteration  of  line  second.  We  ventured  to 
suppose  that,  as  originally  written,  the  opening  lines  may  have  read  thus  : — 

"  Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains  sao  loftj'  and  wide, 
That  swell  with  their  torrents  the  might  of  the  Clj'dc." 

■With  a  reading  like  this,  all  that  follows  would  be  a  true  picture  of  scenery  in 
the  district  of  Cowall,  on  the  Argyll  side  of  the  Clyde.] 

Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains  sac  lofty  and  wide, 
That  nnrse  in  their  bosom  the  yonth  o'  the  Clyde, 
Where  the  p:rouso  lead  their  coveys  thro' the  heather  to  feed. 
And  the  shepherd  tends  his  flock  as  he  plays  on  his  reed. 
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Not  Gowrie's  rich  valley,  nor  Forth's  sunny  shores. 
To  me  hae  the  charms  o'  yon  wild,  mossy  moors ; 
For  there,  by  a  lanely,  sequestered  stream, 
Resides  a  sweet  lassie,  my  thought  and  my  dream. 

Amang  thae  wild  mountains  shall  still  be  my  path, 
Ilk  stream  foaming  down  its  ain  green,  narrow  strath 
For  there,  wi'  my  lassie,  the  day  lang  I  rove. 
While  o'er  us  unheeded  flee  the  swift  hours  o'  love. 

She  is  not  the  fairest,  altho'  she  is  fair, 
0'  nice  education  but  sma'  is  her  share, 
Her  parentage  humble  as  humble  can  be ; 
But  I  lo'e  the  dear  lassie  because  she  lo'es  me. 

To  beauty  what  man  but  maun  yield  him  a  prize, 
In  her  armour  of  glances,  and  blushes,  and  sighs ; 
And  when  wit  and  refinement  hae  pohsh'd  her  darts, 
They  dazzle  our  een,  as  they  flee  to  our  hearts. 

But  kindness,  sweet  kindness,  in  the  fond  sparkhng  e'e. 
Has  lustre  outshining  the  diamond  to  me ; 
And  the  heart  beating  love  as  I'm  clasp'd  in  her  arms, 
0,  these  are  my  lassie's  all-conquering  charms ! 


IT  IS  NA,  JEAX,  THY  BONIE  FACE. 

[Burns'  name  is  attached  to  this  lyric  in  the  Museum,  but  he  savs  himself 
regarcling  it— " These  were  originally  English  verses:  1  gave  them  their  Scots 


dress."] 


It  is  na,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face 

Nor  shape  that  I  admire ; 
Altho'  thy  beauty  and  thy  grace. 

Might  wcel  awauk  desire : 
Something,  in  ilka  part  o'  thee, 

To  praise,  to  love,  I  find ; 
But  dear  as  is  thy  form  to  me, 

Still  dearer  is  thv  mind. 
T 
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Nae  mair  ungen'rous  wish  I  hac, 

Nor  stronger  in  my  breast, 
Than,  if  I  canna  mak  thee  sae. 

At  least  to  see  thee  blest. 
Content  am  I,  if  Heaven  shall  give 

But  happiness  to  thee : 
And  as  wi'  thee  I'd  wish  to  live. 

For  thee  I'd  bear  to  dee. 


EPPIB  M'NAB. 

[The  poet's  note  on  this  clever  sketch  is  as  follows : — "  The  old  song  with  this 
title  has  more  wit  than  delicacy."  In  October,  1794,  Burns  romotiellcil  this 
song  for  George  Thomson,  who  set  it  to  a  different  air:  the  title  of  the  new 
Bong  is — "Saw  ye  my  Phely?  "j 

O  SAW  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
She's  down  in  the  yard,  she's  kissiu'  the  Laird, 
She  winna  come  hame  to  her  ain  Jock  Rab. 
0  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  M'Nab ; 
O  come  thy  ways  to  me,  my  Eppie  M'Nab ; 
Whate'er  thou  has  done,  be  it  late,  be  it  soon, 
Thou's  welcome  again  to  thy  ain  Jock  Rab. 

What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
What  says  she,  my  dearie,  my  Eppie  M'Nab  ? 
She  lets  thee  to  wit,  that  she  has  thee  forgot. 
And  for  ever  disowns  thee,  her  ain  Jock  Rab. 
O  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  IM'Nab ! 
0  had  I  ne'er  seen  thee,  my  Eppie  M'Nab ! 
As  light  as  the  air,  and  fause  as  thou's  fair, 
Thou's  broken  the  heart  o'  thy  ain  Jock  Rab. 
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WHA  IS  THAT  AT  MY  BOWER  DOOR. 

[This  remarkably  clever,  although  rather  licentious  production,  is  given  in 
the  Musfum  with  the  poet's  name  attached.  It  is  adapted  to  a  good  oM  air 
called— iV;  gar  a'  your  ribbons  reel,  lass,  an  I  come  near  ye;  but  it  is  more  generally 
sung  to  a  finer  tune — I  had  a  horse.  The  bard  included  this  song  in  a  certain 
Ms.  collection  of  "Merry  Lays  of  Caledonia,"  referred  to  by  him  in  a  letter  to 
John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  dated  December,  1793,  of  which  he  says— '-A  very  few  of 
them  are  my  own:  there  is  not  another  copy  of  the  collection  in  the  world."] 

Wha  is  that  at  my  bower  door? 

O  wha  is  it  but  Piudlay ! 
Then  gae  your  gate,  ye'se  nae  be  here ; 

Indeed  maun  I !  quo'  Fiudlay  : 
What  mak  ye,  sae  like  a  thief  ? 

O  come  and  see !   quo'  Findlay  : 
Before  the  morn  ye'll  work  mischief ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay. 

Gif  I  rise  and  let  you  in ; 

Let  me  in  !  quo'  Findlay  : 
Ye'll  keep  me  wauken  wi'  your  din  ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay : 
In  my  bower  if  ye  should  stay  ; 

Let  me  stay  !  quo'  Findlay  : 
I  fear  ye'll  bide  till  break  o'  day ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Fiudlay. 

Here  this  night  if  ye  remain  ; 

I'll  remain  !  quo'  Findlay  : 
I  dread  ye'll  learn  the  gate  again ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Findlay. 
What  may  pass  within  this  bower  ; 

Let  it  pass !  quo'  Findlay  : 
Ye  maun  conceal  till  your  last  hour ; 

Indeed  will  I !  quo'  Fiudlay. 
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THE  TEARS  I  SHED. 

[The  song  in  the  Mnaouni  under  this  title  is  hy  IMrs.  Dngald  Stewart.  Bnms. 
flnditig  that  it  required  four  lines  to  miike  the  "last  verBO  suit  the  music,  added 
the  llrst  half  of  the  last  stauza,  which  now  rcatls  as  follows :] — 

No  cold  approach,  no  alter'd  mien, 
Just  what  would  make  suspicion  start ; 
No  pause,  the  dire  extremes  between, 
He  made  me  blest — and  broke  my  heart ! 
From  hope,  the  wretched's  anchor,  torn, 
Neglected,  and  neglecting  all. 
Friendless,  forsaken,  and  forlorn, 
The  tears  I  shed  must  ever  fall. 


THE  BONIE  WEE  THING. 

[The  sweet  air  of  this  song  has  tended  to  help  its  popularity :  at  same  time, 
it  is  a  most  successful  lyric — full  of  love  and  languishment,  expressed  by  a  true 
poet  towards  a  worthy  object  of  poetic  idolatry.  The  note  he  penned  in  re- 
ference to  it  is  as  follows : — "  Composed  on  my  little  idol.  '  the  charming,  lovely 
Davies.'  "  Miss  Davies  was  a  connection  of  Captain  Eiddel,  and  the  poet  was 
introduced  to  her  at  Friars'  Carsc.  She  was  of  small  stature,  but  so  exquisitely 
handsome  that  she  was  welcomed  to  the  Nith  as  "one  of  the  Graces  in  minia- 
ture." She  formed  a  love-attachment  to  a  Captain  Delany,  who  proved  un- 
worthy of  her  affection.  He  went  abroad  with  his  regiment,  and  neglected  to 
correspond  with  her.  She  took  his  forgetfulncss  so  much  to  heart  that  she  fell 
into  a  decline,  and  died  a  victim  of  ill-requited  love.  Her  hopeless  passion — 
too  open  for  concealment — (vas  the  "worm  i'  the  bud"  that  "fed  on  her 
damask  cheek,"  until  her  gentle  spirit  was  released  from  its  clay  environment, 
and  escaped  to  its  native  heaven. 

Burns  was  still  at  Ellisland  when  he  composed  and  presented  to  her  the  follow- 
ing song,  as  well  as  another  beginning — 0  lioio  sha'l  I  unskilfu''  trii.  In  sending 
the  present  verses  to  her,  ho  says  :— "The  bagatelle  is  not  worth  presenting:  so 
strongly  interested  am  I  in  Miss  Davies'  fate  and  welfare,  that  to  make  her  the 
Kubject  of  a  silly  ballad  seems  downright  mockery  of  feeling — 'tis  like  an  im- 
pertinent jest  to  a  dying  friend."  He  concludes  his  letter  thus: — "Woman  is  the 
blood  royal  of  life :  let  there  be  slight  degrees  of  precedency  among  them ;  but 
let  them  be  all  sacred."] 

CHORUS. 

Bonie  wee  thing^  cannie  ivee  thing. 

Loveh)  ivee  tiling^  icert  thou  mine^ 
I  tvould  wear  thee  in  mij  bosom^ 

Lest  mij  jewel  I  should  tine  ! 

"Wishfully  I  look  and  languish. 

In  that  bonie  face  of  thine ; 
And  my  heart  it  stounds  wi'  anguish, 

Lest  my  wee  thing  be  na  mine. 
Bonie  wee,  ^-c. 
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Wit,  and  Grace,  and  Love,  and  Beauty, 

In  ae  constellation  shine ; 
To  adore  tliee  is  my  duty. 

Goddess  o'  this  soul  o'  mine! 
Bonie  wee^  ^-c. 


THE  TITHER  MORN, 

[There  Is  no  mark  in  the  Mmeum  to  indicate  the  authorship  of  these  lively 
verses :  Stenhoiiso  says,  ho  believes  they  aro  by  Bunis.  The  ijoet,  in  his  notes, 
merely  says — "  The  tune  is  originally  from  the  Highlands.  I  have  heard  a 
Gaelic  song  to  it,  which  I  was  tuld  was  very  clever ;  hut  not  by  any  means  a 
lady's  song."  Professor  Wilson  quotes  the  present  song  with  admiration,  at 
full  length,  in  his  warm-hearted  Essay  on  Burns.  He  says—"  Eoader,  believing 
you  feel  as  we  do,  we  do  not  fear  to  displease  you  by  quoting— T/te  titlicr  Morn:'} 

The  tither  morn,  when  I  forlorn, 

Aneath  an  aik  sat  moaning ; 
I  did  na  trow,  I'd  see  my  jo 

Beside  me,  gin  the  gloaming ; 
But  he  sae  trig,  lap  o'er  the  rig. 

And  dawtingly  did  cheer  me  ; 
When  I,  what  reck,  did  least  expect, 

To  see  my  lad  sae  near  me. 

His  bonnet  he,  a  thought  ajee, 

Cock'd  sprush  when  first  he  clasp'd  me  ; 
And  I,  I  wat,  wi'  fainness  grat, 

While  in  his  grips  he  press' d  me  : 
Deil  tak'  the  war !  I  late  and  air, 

Hae  wish'd,  since  Jock  departed  ; 
But  now  as  glad  I'm  wi'  my  lad. 

As  short  syne  broken-hearted. 

Fu'  aft  at  e'en  wi'  dancing  keen, 

When  a'  were  blythe  and  merry  ; 
I  car'dna  by,  sae  sad  was  I, 

In  absence  o'  my  deary  ; 
But,  praise  be  blest,  my  mind's  at  rest, 

I'm  happy  wi'  my  Johnny : 
At  kirk  a^d  fair,  Ise  ay  be  there, 

And  be  as  canty's  ory. 
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AE  FOND  KISS,  AND  THEN  WE  SEVER. 
Tune — Rory  DalVs  Port. 

[This  most  remarkable  IjTic  has  Burns'  name  attached  to  it  in  the  Museum. 
In  November,  1791,  Clarinda  had  written  to  him — after  a  long  pause  in  her  cor- 
respondence— intimating  her  resohition  to  accept  an  invitation  from  her  husband 
to  join  him  in  Jamaica.  The  poet  made  a  run  through  to  Edinlnirgh  to  enjoy 
a  parting  interview  with  her.  which  took  place  on  6th  December,  1791 ;  and  that 
meeting  he  seems  to  have  celebrated  in  an  off-hand  effusion,  to  he  afterwards 
given,  beginning — 

"  0  May,  thy  morn  was  ne'er  so  sweet 
As  the  mirk  night  o'  December." 
On  returning  to  Dumfries  he  wrote  to  that  lady  on  27th  December,  enclosing  the 
present  exquisite  parting  song,  and  two  others, — the  one  beginning — Ance  mair 
J  lutil  thee,  thou  gloomy  December ;  and  the  other — Behold  the  hour,  the  boat  arrive. 
His  letter  is  short,  and  reads  thus : — "  I  have  yours,  my  ever-dearest  madam,  this 
moment.  I  have  just  ten  minutes  before  the  post  goes,  and  these  I  shall  employ 
in  sending  you  some  songs  1  have  just  been  composing  to  different  tunes  for  the 
Collection  of  Songs,  of  which  you  have  three  volumes,  and  of  which  you  shall  have 
the  fourth." 

In  the  following  effusion — the  story  of  the  mutual  passion  between  Burns  and 
Clarinda — is  concentrated  in  a  wilil  gush  of  cliniuenco  which  no  reader  could 
imagine  to  be  artificial.  The  fourth  stanza,  Byron  has  selected  as  the  motto  for 
his  poem — The  Bride  of  Alnidos,  and  Sir  WaUer  Scott  has  remarked  that  "that 
one  verse  is  worth  a  thousand  romances."  To  this  testimony  5Irs.  Jamieson 
elegantly  adds, — "They  are  not  only  'worth  a  thousand  romances,'  but  they  are 
in  themselves,  a  complete  romance :  they  are  the  alplia  and  omcgn  of  feeling,  and 
contain  the  essence  of  an  existence  of  pain  and  pleasure  distilled  into  one  burn- 
ing drop."  Clarinda  sailed  for  Jamaica  from  Leitli  in  Feb.,  179'-',  in  "The 
Ei>selle"— the  same  ship  which  Burns  had  intended  to  sail  in  from  the  Clyde  in 
178C.  Meeting  with  uukindness  from  her  husband,  she  returned  to  Scotland  in 
the  same  vessel,  an-iving  iu  Edinburgh  in  August,  1792.  Burns  never  saw  her 
again,  although  a  few  letters  passed  between  them.  Clarinda  was  born  in  the 
same  year  with  the  poet,  and  survived  him  4.5  years,  dying  in  1S41,  aged  82.  At 
the  age  of  72  she  penned  the  following  memorandum,  found  among  her  papers 
afterher  death:— "6th  Dec,  1831.  This  day  I  never  can  forget  Parted  with 
Burns  in  the  year  1791,  never  more  to  meet  in  this  world.  Oh,  may  we  meet  in 
Heaven  I "] 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever, — 

Ae  fareweel,  and  tlien — for  ever 

Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  plcdg-e  tliee ! 

Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee ! 

Who  shall  say  that  fortune  grieves  him, 
While  the  star  of  hope  she  leaves  him  .^ 
Me,  nae  chearfu'  twinkle  lights  me, — 
Dark  despair  around  benights  me. 


I'll  ne'er  blame  my  partial  fancy, 
Naething  could  resist  my  Nancy 
But  to  see  her,  was  to  love  her — 
Love  but  her,  and  love  for  ever. 
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Had  we  never  lov'd  sae  kindly — 
Had  we  never  lov'd  sae  blindly — 
Never  met — or  never  parted, 
We  had  ne'er  been  broken-hearted  ! 

Fare-thee-wccl,  thou  first  and  fairest ! 
Fare-thee-weel,  thou  best  and  dearest ! 
Thine  be  ilka  joy  and  treasure, 
Peace,  Enjoyment,  Love,  and  Pleasure  ! 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever  ! 

Ae  fareweel,  alas  !  for  ever  ! 

Deep  in  heart-wrung  tears  I'll  pledge  thee 

Warring  sighs  and  groans  I'll  wage  thee. 


AS  I  WAS  A  WAND'RING. 
Tune — Rinn  irC  eudial  mo  mhealladh. 

[There  is  no  mark  of  authorship  attached  to  this  Bong  in  the  Museum,  and 
Stenhouso  has,  unfortunately,  misled  several  editors  of  Bums,  who  have  given 
it  as  his  composition.  The  original  song,  which  is  far  superior  to  the  version 
in  Johnson,  was  recovered  by  llavid  Herd,  in  whose  second  volume  it  is  given, 
at  page  165.  Eitson  also  published  it  with  high  commendation.  Burns  added 
a  verse,  which  we  give  in  the  text  along  with  the  old  song,  and  an  exquisite 
stanza  it  is.  Stenhouso  tells  us,  in  his  observations,  that  the  beautiful  Gaelic 
melody  to  which  the  song  is  set,  was  obtained  by  Bm-ns  during  his  Highland 
tour  in  1787,  and  that  the  verses  are  said  to  be  a  correct  Scottish  metrical  version 
of  the  Gaelic  song,  from  an  English  translation  communicated  to  Burns  with 
the  music.    This  is  a  mistake,  as  the  following  old  version  proves :] — 

I'll  never  lay  a'  my  love  upon  ane. 

(From  Herd's  Collection.     1776.J 

As  I  was  walking  ae  May  morning, 

The  fiddlers  and  youngsters  were  making  their  game ; 
And  there  I  saw  my  faithless  lover, 

And  a'  my  sorrows  returned  again. 
Weel,  since  he's  gane — may  joy  gae  wi'  him ! 

It's  never  be  he  that  shall  gar  me  complain  : 
I'll  cheer  up  my  heart,  and  I  will  get  another, — 

I'll  never  lay  a'  my  love  upon  ane. 


(     296     ) 

I  couldna  get  sleepin'  yestreen  for  weepiu', 

The  tears  trickled  down  like  showers  o'  rain  ; 
An'  had  1  no'  got  grcetin,  my  heart  wad  ha'  broken,- 

And  0  !  but  love's  a  tormenting  pain ! 
But  since  he's  gane — may  joy  gae  wi'  him  ! 

It's  never  be  he  shall  gar  me  complain : 
I'll  cheer  up  my  heart,  and  I  will  get  another, — 

I  never  will  lay  a'  my  heart  upon  ane. 

STANZA  ADDED  BY  BDRNS. 

Although  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o'  the  siller, 

I  dinna  envie  him  the  gains  he  can  win ; 
I  rather  wad  bear  a'  the  lade  o'  my  sorrow. 

Than  ever  hao  acted  sae  faithless  to  him. 
Weel,  since  he's  left  me,  may  pleasure  gae  wi'  him! 

I  may  be  distress'd,  but  1  winna  complain ; 
I'll  flatter  my  fancy  I  may  get  another, — 

My  heart  it  shall  never  be  broken  for  ane. 


LOYELY  DAYIES. 

Tune — Miss  Muir. 

[This  was  composed  in  honour  of  the  lady  who  inspired  the  song  given  at 
page  292,  entitled—"  Tlie  Bonio  Wee  Thing "  (see  note  thereto.)  Professor 
Wilson  says,  in  his  generons  "Essay,"  "We  know  not  muoli  about  the  Lovdy 
Davies;  but,  in  Burns'  stanzas,  she  is  the  very  sovereign  of  Natiu-e."  The  poet, 
in  his  letter  enclnsingtlie  present  poem  to  Miss  Davies,  remarks  thus: — "When 
I  meet  with  a  person  'after  my  own  heart,'  I  positively  can  no  more  desist 
from  rhyming  on  the  impulse,  than  an  iEolian  harp  C4in  refuse  its  tones  to  the 
streaming  air.  A  distich  or  two  would  bo  the  consequence,  though  the  object 
which  hit  my  fancy  were  gi-ay-headed  age;  but  where  my  theme  is  youth  and 
beauty — a  young  lady  whose  personal  charms,  wit,  and  sentiment,  are  equally 
striking  and  unaffected — by  lleavens!  though  I  had  lived  threescore  years  a 
marriecl  man,  and  throescure  years  Ijf  fore  I  was  a  married  man,  my  imagination 
would  hallow  the  very  idea.  I  am  truly  sorry  that  the  enclosed  stanzas  have 
done  such  poor  justice  to  such  a  subject"] 

0  noAV  shall  I,  unskilfu',  try 

The  poet's  occupation — 
The  tuucfu'  powers,  in  happy  hours, 

That  whisper  inspiration  1 
Even  they  maun  dare  an  effort  mair. 

Than  aught  they  ever  gave  us, 
Ere  they  rehearse,  in  equal  verse, 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies. 
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Each  eye  it  cheers  when  she  appears, 

Like  Phoebus  in  the  morning — 
When  past  the  sliow'r,  and  every  flower 

The  garden  is  adorning. 
As  the  wretcli  looks  o'er  Siberia's  shore, 

When  wiuler-bound  the  wave  is; 
Sae  droops  our  heart  when  we  maun  part 

Frae  charming,  lovely  Davies. 

Her  smile's  a  gift  frae  'boon  the  lift, 

That  maks  us  mair  than  princes — 
A  scepter'd  hand — a  king's  command, 

Is  in  her  darting  glances : 
The  man  in  arms  'gainst  female  charms, 

Even  he  her  wilhng  slave  is ; 
He  hugs  his  chain,  and  owns  the  reign 

Of  conquering,  lovely  Davies. 

My  Muse  to  dream  of  such  a  theme, 

Her  feeble  powers  surrender  ; 
The  eagle's  gaze  alone  surveys 

The  sun's  meridian  splendour  : 
[  wad  in  vain  essay  the  strain, 

The  deed  too  daring  brave  is  ; 
I'll  drap  the  lyre,  and  mute,  admhe. 

The  charms  o'  lovely  Davies. 


THE  WEARY  FUND  0'  TOW. 

iTliere  is  no  mark  of  authorship  to  this  clever  song  in  the  olden  style ;  but 
it  is  undoubtedly  by  Burns,  whose  MS.  of  it  is  still  preserved.    There  have  been 
many  verses  on  the  same  subject  in  sundry  collections,  and  none  more  effects  a 
than  the  following,  from  Laurie  &  Symington's  edition  of  Herd  s  Songs  (1<  yi)  :— 
"  If  my  wife  and  thy  wife  were  in  a  boat  thegither, 
And  yon  honest  man's  wife  were  there  to  sterr  the  mther; 
And  if  the  boat  were  bottomless,  and  seven  milfs  to  row ; 
I  think  my  wife  wad  ne'er  come  back  to  spin  her  pund  o  tow.  ] 

CHORUS. 

The  weary  piind,  the  wecmj  pitnd, 

The  wearij  pund  o'  tow  ; 
I  think  my  wife  loill  end  her  life 

Before  she  spin  her  toiv. 
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I  BOUGHT  my  wife  a  stane  o'  lint, 
As  gude  as  e'er  did  grow ; 

And  a'  that  she  has  made  o'  that, 
Is  ae  poor  puud  o'  tow. 
The  weary^  4'C- 

There  sat  a  bottle  in  a  bole, 

Beyont  the  ingle  lowe ; 
And  ay  she  took  the  tither  souk, 

To  drouk  the  stourie  tow. 
The  wea?y,  ^-c. 

Quoth  I,  for  shame,  ye  dirty  dame, 
Gae  spin  your  tap  o'  tow ! 

She  took  the  rock,  and  wi'  a  knock, 
She  brak  it  o'er  my  pow. 
The  weary,  ^c. 

At  last  her  feet — I  sang  to  see't — 
G  aed  foremost  o'er  the  knowe ; 

And  'or  I  wad  anither  jad, 
I'll  wallop  in  a  tow. 
The  weary,  cj-c. 


I  HAE  A  WIFE  0'  MY  AIN. 

[The  author's  name  is  attached  to  this.  It  is  composed  on  the  model  of  an 
older  ditty,  but  his  production  is  quite  original  in  its  way.  lie  was  then  at 
Ellisland;  but,  he  tells  a  friend  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  I  am  generally  about  half 
my  time  in  Ayrshire  with  my  'darling  Jean;'  and  then,  at  lucid  intervals,  I 
throw  my  horny  list  across  my  be-cobwebbed  lyre,  much  in  the  same  manner 
as  an  old  wife  throws  her  hand  across  the  spokes  of  her  spinning-wheel.  You 
do  not  tell  me  if  you  are  going  to  be  married.  Depend  upon  it.  unless  you  make 
some  foolish  choice,  it  \v\\\  be  a  great  improvement  on  the  dish  of  life.  I  can 
speak  from  experience,  though  God  knows  my  cluiico  was  as  random  as  blind- 
man's  buff."  iJo  wrfite  thus  to  Ainslie,  on  15th  June,  1788: — "I  can  fancy  how, 
but  have  never  seen  wliere  I  could  have  made  a  beltorchoico."  In  similar  words 
he  wrote  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  on  August  10th,  same  year, — "  I  can  easily /(incy  a  more 
agreeable  companion  for  my  journey  of  life;  but,  upon  my  honour,  I  have  never 
Been  the  individual  instance."] 

I  HAE  a  wife  o'  my  ain, 

I'll  partake  wi'  naebody ; 
I'll  tak  cuckold  frae  nane, 

I'll  gie  cuckold  to  naebody. 
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I  hae  a  penny  to  spend — 
There — thanks  to  naeBody; 

I  hae  naething  to  lend, 
I'll  borrow  frae  naebody. 

I  am  naebody's  lord, 
I'll  be  slave  to  naebody ; 

I  hae  a  gude  braid  sword, 
I'll  tak  duuts  frae  naebody. 

I'll  be  merry  and  free, 
I'll  be  sad  for  naebody ; 

Naebody  cares  for  me, 
I  care  for  naebody. 


WHEN  SHE  CAM  BEN  SHE  BOBBED. 

[Of  this  piece,  Stenhouse  says : — "  The  fragment  of  this  ancient  ditty,  which 
is  preserved  in  Herd's  collection,  required  some  burnishing  before  it  could  be 
presented  to  the  subscribers  for  the  Museum.  Burns  undertook  to  make  it 
passable ;  and.  considering  the  difficulties  he  had  to  encounter,  it  must  bo  ad- 
mitted that  he  has  performed  the  task  with  great  skill  and  dexterity."  The  air 
is  one  of  our  very  oldest,  being  the  same  as  that  to  which  Lady  Nairn's  "Laird 
o'  Cookpen  "  is  sung.] 

0  wiiEX  she  cam  ben  she  bobbed  fn'  law, 
O  when  she  cam  ben  she  bobbed  fu'  law ; 
And  when  she  cam  ben  she  kiss'd  Cockpeu, 
And  syne  deny'd  she  did  it  at  a'. 

And  wasna  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha'. 
And  wasna  Cockpen  right  saucy  witha', 
In  leaving  the  dochter  of  a  lord. 
And  kissin'  a  collier  lassie,  an'  a'. 

O  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a', 
0  never  look  down,  my  lassie,  at  a  ; 
Thy  Ups  are  as  sweet,  and  thy  figure  complete, 
As  the  finest  dame  in  castle  or  ha'. 

Tho'  thou  has  nae  silk  and  holland  sae  sma', 
Tho'  thou  has  nae  silk  and  holland  sae  sma ; 
Thy  coat  and  thy  sark  are  thy  ain  handywark — 
And  Lady  Jean  was  never  sae  braw. 
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0  FOR  ANE-AND-TWENTY,  TAM. 

Tune — The  Moudiewort. 

[This  is  one  of  the  poet's  gems  of  nature,  which  speedily  found  its  way  into 
every  fireside  in  Scotland,  and  far  beyond  those.  It  is  undorstnod  to  be  sung  by 
a  lass  of  eighteen  with  some  tocher  waiting  for  her  when  she  arrives  at  the  ago 
of  ane  and~lwenty,  which  she  would  rather  share  with  "Tarn."  than  increase  by 
an  alliance  to  a  "  wealthy  coof  "  who  seeks  her  hand.  It  is  the  "  old,  old  Btorj'," 
"I'd  rather  tak  him  wi'  his  staff  in  his  hand. 
Before  I'd  hae  Sandy  wi'  Biller  and  land."] 

CHORUS. 

An'  0  for  ane-and-tive7iti/,  Tarn! 

Andheii^  sweet  cme-and-twenti/,  Tarn! 
ril  learn  my  kin  a  rattlin'  scuifj, 

An  I  saw  ane-and-tiventij^  Tain. 

They  suool  me  sair,  and  haud  me  down, 
And  gar  me  look  like  bluntie,  Tam  ; 

But  three  short  years  will  soon  wheel  roun' — 
And  then  comes  ane-aud-tweuty,  Tam. 
An'  Ofor,  cj-c. 

A  gleib  o'  Ian',  a  claut  o'  gear, 

Was  left  me  by  my  auntie,  Tam ; 
At  kith  or  kin  I  need  na  spier,^ 

An  I  saw  ane-and-tweuty,  Tam. 
An'  Ofor,  cj-c. 

They'll  hae  me  wed  a  wealthy  coof, 

Tho'  I  mysel'  hae  plenty,  Tam  ; 
But  hear'st  thou,  laddie — there's  my  loof^ 

I'm  thine  at  ane-and-twenty,  Tam ! 
An  Ofur,  ^'C. 
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0  KENMURE'S  OX  AND  AWA',  WILLIE. 

[I'hls  is  a  Jacobite  song  in  honour  of  William  Gordon  (Viscount  Kenmure), 
who  was  bnhoadod  on  Towor-hill  in  1716,  for  his  share  in  tho  robcllion  of  the 
previous  j'ear.  The  song  may  have  an  old  foundation,  but  it  derives  its  princiiial 
charms  from  having  passed  through  the  hands  of  our  poet.] 

0  Kenmure's  on  and  awa',  Willie ! 

O  Kenmure's  on  and  awa' ; 
An'  Kenmure's  lord's  the  bravest  lord 

That  ever  Galloway  saw. 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band,  Willie  ! 

Success  to  Kenmure's  band  ; 
There's  no'  a  heart  that  fears  a  Whig, 

That  rides  by  Kenmure's  hand. 

Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine,  Willie ! 

Here's  Kenmure's  health  in  wine  ; 
There  ne'er  was  a  coward  o'  Kenmure's  blude, 

Nor  yet  o'  Gordon's  hue. 

O  Kenmure's  lads  are  men,  Willie  ! 

O  Kenmure's  lads  are  men; 
Their  hearts  and  swords  are  metal  true, 

And  that  their  faes  shall  ken. 

They'll  live  or  die  wi'  fame,  Wilhe ! 

They'll  hve  or  die  wi'  fame ; 
But  soon,  wi'  sounding  victorie, 

May  Kenmure's  lord  come  hame. 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa',  Willie  ! 

Here's  him  that's  far  awa' ; 
And  here's  the  flower  that  I  lo'e  best, — 

The  rose  that's  hke  the  snaw ! 
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BESS  AND  HER  SPINNING-WHEEL. 

[T?urnR'  name  is  g-i  ven  as  Iho  author  of  this  ploasing  song  of  industry  and  rural 
eoiitoiitmcnt:  tho  two  central  verses  are  beautifully  descriptive ;  indeed,  there 
is  nothing  liner  of  its  kind  in  any  language.] 

0  LEEZE  me  on  my  spinning-wheel, 
And  leeze  me  on  my  rock  and  reel, 
Erae  tap  to  tae  that  deeds  me  bien, 
And  haps  me  fiel  and  warm  at  e'en ! 
I'll  set  me  down  and  sing  and  spin, 
While  laigh  descends  the  simmer  sun : 
Blest  wi'  content,  and  milk  and  meal, — 
O  leeze  me  on  my  spinning-wheel ! 

On  ilka  hand  the  burnies  trot. 
And  meet  below  my  theekit  cot ; 
The  scented  birk  and  hawthorn  white, 
Across  the  pool  their  arms  unite, 
Ahke  to  screen  the  birdie's  nest. 
And  httle  fishes'  caller  rest : 
The  sun  blinks  kindly  in  the  biel'. 
Where  blythe  I  turn  my  spinning  wheel. 

On  lofty  aiks  the  cushats  wail, 
And  echo  cons  the  doolfu'  tale ; 
The  lintwhites  in  the  hazel  braes, 
Dehghted,  rival  ither's  lays  : 
The  craik  amang  the  clover  hay. 
The  paitrick  whirrin'  o'er  the  ley. 
The  swallow  jinkin'  round  my  shiel, 
Amuse  me  at  my  spinning-wheel. 

Wi'  sma'  to  sell,  and  less  to  buy, 
Aboon  distress,  below  envy  ; 
O  wha  wad  leave  this  hunil)le  state. 
For  a'  the  pride  of  a'  the  great? 
Amid  their  flaring,  idle  toys. 
Amid  their  cumbrous,  dinsome  joys, 
Can  they  the  peace  and  plensure  feel 
Of  Bessy  at  her  spinning-wheel  ? 
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MY  COLLIER  LADDIE. 

[This  is  unclaimed  by  the  poet,  who  says  regarding  it  in  his  notes,  "  I  do  not 
know  a  blytlior  old  song  than  this:  "  yet  it  was  never  seen  in  print  until  he  pro- 
duced it  in  the  Museum,  therefore  we  may  safely  say  his  hand  has  been  at  work 
on  it.] 

WnARE  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass  ? 

And  tell  me  what  they  ca'  ye? 
My  name,  she  says,  is  Mistress  Jean, 

And  I  follow  the  CoUier  Laddie. 

See  you  not  yon  hills  and  dales 

The  sun  shines  on  sae  brawlie ; 
They  a'  are  mine,  and  they  shall  be  thine. 

Gin  ye'U  leave  your  ColUer  Laddie. 

Ye  shall  gang  in  gay  attire, 

Weel  buskit  up  sae  gaudy ; 
And  ane  to  wait  on  every  hand, 

Gin  ye'U  leave  your  Collier  Laddie. 

Tho'  ye  had  a'  the  sun  shines  on. 
And  the  earth  conceals  sae  lowly ; 

1  wad  turn  my  back  on  you  and  it  a'. 
And  embrace  my  Collier  Laddie. 

I  can  win  my  five  pennies  in  a  day. 

And  spen't  at  night  fu'  brawlie ; 
And  make  ray  bed  in  the  collier's  neuk. 

And  lie  down  wi'  my  Collier  Laddie. 

Love  for  love  is  the  bargain  for  me, 

Tho'  the  wee  cot-house  should  baud  me. 

And  the  warld  before  me  to  win  my  bread. 
And  fair  fa'  my  Colher  Laddie ! 
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NITHSDALE'S  WELCOME  HAME. 

[This  wfiR  produceri  as  a  welcome  to  Lady  'Wmifred  Maxwell,  descended  from 
tho  fcirf.-itcil  Earl  of  Nithsdale,  on  licr  returning  to  Scotland  and  re-building 
tlie  old  Castle  of  Terreagles.  the  ancient  seat  of  her  family.  The  mansion  is  in 
the  Btewartry  of  Kirkcutltiright,  about  three  miles  from  Dumfries,  in  the  parish 
of  TcrreaKles.  Captain  Eiddel  supplied  the  music  for  this  lyric.  Ithasnotbeen 
before  noticed  by  anv  aunotator  or  editor  of  the  poet,  that  the  second  stanza  of 
this  lyric  is  just  a  kind  of  paraphrase  of  that  "fragment  in  imitation  of  an  old 
Scotch  song."  one  verse  of  which  he  sets  dofrn  in  his  early  Commonplace  Book, 
under  date  September,  17S4,  "to  mark  the  song  I  mean,  and  like%viso  as  a 
debt  I  owe  to  the  author,  l>ecauBe  the  repeating  of  that  verse  has  lighted  up 
my  flame  a  thousand  times": — 

"  Wlien  clouds  in  skies  do  come  together, 
To  hide  the  brightness  of  the  sun; 
There  will  surely  be  some  pleasant  weather 
When  a'  their  storms  are  past  and  gone: " 

and  in  one  of  his  letters,  dated  23rd  July,  1787,  he  quotes  a  verse  having  a  like 
turn  of  sentiment: — 

"  Though  in  the  morn  comes  sturt  and  strife, 
Yet  joy  may  come  at  noon ; 
And  1  hope  to  live  a  merry,  merry  hfe. 
When  a'  thir  days  are  done," — 

remindingus  very  much  of  that  joyous  rhyme  which  he  was  so  fond  of  repeating:— 

"  As  I  came  in  by  Glenap,  I  met  wi'  an  aged  woman ;  _      ^ 

She  bade  me  cheer  up  my  heart,  for  the  best  o'  my  days  were  a-comin'.'  ] 

The  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers, 

Are  coming  o'er  the  border ; 
And  they'll  gae  big  Terreagles  towers, 

And  set  them  a'  in  order  : 
And  they  declare  Terreagles  fair. 

For  their  abode  they  chnse  it ; 
There's  no  a  heart  in  a'  the  land, 

But's  hghter  at  the  news  o't. 

Tho'  stars  in  skies  may  disappear, 

And  angry  tempests  gather ; 
The  happy  hour  may  soon  be  near 

That  brings  ns  pleasant  \Yeathcr  : 
The  weary  night  o'  care  and  grief 

May  hae  a  joyfu'  morrow ; 
So  dawning  day  has  brought  relief — 

Fareweel  our  night  o'  sorrow. 
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COUNTRY  LASSIE. 

[The  authorship  of  thin  is  stated  in  the  Museum.  It  is  one  of  Bums'  happy 
efforts,  and  rexjeats  the  old  story  so  often  told  in  minstrelsy,  and  always  so  fi'esh 
and  welcome: — 

"  Ae  blink  o'  Eab  I  wadua  gie 

For  Buskic-glen  and  a'  hia  gear."] 

In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn. 

And  corn  wav'd  green  in  ilka  field ; 
While  clover  blooms  white  o'er  the  lea, 

And  roses  blaw  in  ilka  bield  ; 
Blythe  Bessie  in  the  milking  shiel, 

Says,  '  I'll  be  wed,  come  o't  what  will. ' 
Out  spak  a  dame  in  wrinkled  eild  : 

'  0'  gude  advisement  comes  nae  ill. 

'  It's  ye  hae  wooers  mony  ane. 

And,  lassie,  ye're  but  young,  ye  ken  ; 
Then  wait  a  wee,  and  cannie  wale, 

A  routhie  butt,  a  routhie  ben : 
There's  Johnny  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

Fu'  is  his  barn,  fu'  is  his  byre ; 
Tak  this  frae  me,  my  bonie  hen, 

It's  plenty  beets  the  luver's  fire.' 

'  For  Johnny  o'  the  Buskie-glen, 

I  dinna  care  a  single  flie ; 
He  lo'es  sae  weel  his  craps  and  kye, 

He  has  nae  love  to  spare  for  me ; 
But  blythe's  the  bUnk  o'  Robie's  e'e, 

And  weel  I  wat  he  lo'es  me  dear : 
Ae  bhnk  o'  him  I  wadna  gie 

For  Buskie-glen  and  a'  his  gear.' 

'  0  thoughtless  lassie,  fife's  a  faught, 

The  canniest  gate,  the  strife  is  sair ; 
But  ay  fu'-han't  is  fechtin  best, — 

A  hungry  care's  an  unco  care : 
But  some  will  spend,  and  some  will  spare, 

An'  wilfu'  folk  maun  hae  their  will ; 
Syne  as  ye  brew,  my  maiden  fair. 

Keep  mind  that  ye  maun  drink  the  yilL' 
J  u 
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'  O,  gear  will  buy  me  rigs  o'  land, 

And  gear  will  buy  me  sheep  and  kye ; 
But  the  tender  heart  o'  leesome  luve, 

The  gowd  and  siller  canna  buy  : 
We  may  be  poor — Robie  and  I — 

Light  is  the  burden  luve  lays  on  ; 
Content  and  luve  brings  peace  and  joy, — 

What  mair  hae  queens  upon  a  throne  ? ' 


FAIR  ELIZA. 

A  Gaelic  Air. 


[The  poet's  name  Is  afSxed  to  this  exquisite  elTusion.  On  15th  November, 
17S8,  he  wrote  to  Johnson,  the  publisher  of  the  Museum,  thus: — "Have  you 
never  a  fair  goddess  that  loads  j-ou  a  wild-goose  chase  of  amorous  devotion '! 
Let  me  know  a  few  of  her  qualities,  such  as  whether  she  be  black  or  fair,  plump 
or  thin,  short  or  tall,  &c. ;  and  choose  your  air,  and  I  shall  task  my  musa  to 
celebrate  her." 

The  kind-hearted  poet,  it  will  be  remembered,  made  a  similar  offer  to  George 
Tliomson.     It  would  appear  that  the  present  song  is  really  a  fulfilment  of  his 
promise  made  to  Johnson:  the  tirst  line  was  originally  \VTitten — 
"  Turn  again,  thou  fair  Kabina." 

In  the  original  MS.  the  poet  has  a  note  annexed  to  the  song,  thus: — "So 
much  for  your  Eabina — how  do  you  like  the  verses  ?  I  assure  you  I  have  tasked 
my  muse  to  the  top  of  her  performing.  However,  the  song  will  not  sing  to 
your  tune;  but  there  is  a  Perthshire  tune  in  Macdonald's  collection  which  is 
much  admired  in  this  country:  I  intended  the  verses  to  be  sung  to  that  air." 

The  closing  verse  of  this  song  is  not  surpassed  by  any  stanza  in  the  whole 
range  of  lyric  poetry,  and  is  a  fair  match  for  that  one  bo  highly  commended  at 
page  123,  ante.} 

Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza, — 

Ae  kind  ])liuk  before  we  part; 
Rue  on  thy  de.-^pairing  lover ! 

Canst  thou  l)reak  his  faithfu'  heart? 
Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza  : 

If  to  love  thy  heart  denies, 
For  pity  hiile  the  cruel  sentence 

V ndcr  frienckhiji's  kind  disguise! 

Thee,  dear  maid,  hae  I  offended, — 

The  offence  is  loving  thee ; 
Canst  thou  wreck  his  peace  for  ever,  ' 

Wha  for  thine  wad  gladly  die? 
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O,  while  the  life  beats  ia  my  bosom, 
Thou  shalt  mix  in  ilka  throe : 

Turn  again,  thou  lovely  maiden, 
Ae  sweet  smile  on  me  bestow. 

Not  the  bee  upon  the  blossom, 

In  the  pride  o'  sunny  noon  ; 
Not  the  little  sporting  fairy. 

All  l)encath  the  simmer  moon  ; 
Not  the  poet,  in  the  moment 

Fancy  lightens  in  his  e"e. 
Kens  the  pleasure,  feels  the  rapture. 

That  thy  presence  gies  to  me. 


YE  JACOBITES  BY  NAME. 

[This  is  undoubteilly  by  Burns,  although  it  is  not  claimed  for  him  by  name  or 
mark  in  the  ifiiscum.  It  has  all  the  nerve  of  the  hand  that  wrote  the  Kirk's 
Alarm  and  Honest  /'overt//.  The  poet"B  original  MS.  is  now  in  the  hands  of  Mr. 
David  Dimbar,  Dumfries.] 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  give  an  ear, — 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear ; 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name. 
Your  fau'ts  1  will  proclaim, 
Your  doctrines  I  maun  blame — 
You  shall  hear. 

What  is  right,  and  what  is  wrang,  by  the  law,  by  the  law  ? 
What  is  right,  and  what  is  wrang,  by  the  law  ? 
What  is  right,  and  what  is  wrang  1 — 
A  short  sword,  and  a  lang, 
A  weak  arm,  and  a  Strang 
For  to  draw. 

What  make?  heroic  strife,  fam'd  afar,  fam'd  afar  1 
What  makes  heroic  strife,  fam'd  afar  ? 
What  makes  heroic  strife  ? — 
To  whet  th'  assassin's  knife, 
Or  hunt  a  parent's  life, 
Wi'  bluidie  war. 
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Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state,  in  the  state ; 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone,  in  the  state  ; 
Then  let  your  schemes  alone : 
Adore  the  rising  sun, 
And  leave  a  man  undone 
To  his  fate. 


THE  POSIE. 

[This  charming  song  was  never  surpassed  by  its  author  in  originality,  com- 
bined with  tenderness  and  ti'uth  to  nature:  not — as  Professor  Wilson  observes — 
that  the  lover  ccjuld  actually  all  at  once  cull  those  various  flowers  and  wildlings 
of  nature  to  form  into  one  posie  to  place  in  the  bosom  of  his  ain  dear  May: 
nevertheless,  Burns  can  pu'  a  posie  in  spite  of  the  seasons  and  critical  sticklers 
for  "the  unities; "  and  he  coniingles  the  hours  of  the  day  as  well  as  the  seasons  of 
the  year:  the  rose-bud  bathed  in  the  dew  of  early  morn,  and  the  woodbine, 
dropping  diamonds  reflected  fi'om  the  evening  star, — botli  go  into  the  same 
posie;  for  the  space  of  time,  "from  morn  till  dewy  eve,"  is  but  a  moment  in 
"love's  j'oung  dream." 

This  lyric  was  suggested  by  a  doggerel  ballad  which  his  wife  used  tD  sing  to 
him,  beginning — There  was  a  pretlii  May,  and  a-milkiii'  she  went.  He  was  particu- 
larly struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  tune,  which  he  got  taken  down  from  her 
singing,  and  forwarded  to  tlie  Museum  with  these  verses.  He  is  quite  right  in 
saying  that  this  fine  air  is  the  progenitor  of  that  known  as  "Eoslin  Castle."] 

O  LUVE  will  venture  in  where  it  daurna  weel  be  seen; 
O  have  will  venture  in  where  wisdom  auce  has  been ; 
But  I  will  down  yon  river  rove,  amang  the  woods  sae  green — 
And  a'  to  pu'  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  primrose  I  will  pu',  the  firstling  o'  the  year, 
And  I  will  pu'  the  pink,  the  emblem  o'  my  dear  ; 
For  she  is  thepinko' womankind,  and  blooms  without  a  peer — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  pu'  the  budding  rose,  when  Phoebus  peeps  in  view, 
For  it'ri  like  a  baumy  kiss  o'  her  sweet,  bonie  mou' ; 
The  hyacinth's  for  constancy  wi'  its  unchanging  blue — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  lily  it  is  pure,  and  the  lily  it  is  fair. 
And  in  her  lovely  bosom  I'll  place  the  lily  there ; 
The  daisy's  for  simplicity  and  unaQ'ectcd  air — 
A.nd  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


(     309     ) 

The  hawthorn  I  will  pu',  wi'  it's  locks  o'  siller  grey, 
Where,  Uke  an  aged  man,  it  stands  at  break  o'  day ; 
But  the  songster's  nest  within  the  bush  I  winna  tak  away — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

The  woodbine  I  will  pu'  when  the  e'etiing  star  is  near, 
And  the  diamond  draps  o'  dew  shall  Ije  her  een  sae  clear; 
The  violet's  for  modesty,  which  weel  she  fa's  to  wear — 
And  a'  to  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 

I'll  tie  the  posie  round  wi'  the  silken  band  o'  luve. 
And  I'll  place  it  in  her  breast,  and  I'll  swear  by  a'  above, 
That  to  my  latest  draught  o'  hfe  the  band  shall  ne'er  remove, 
And  this  will  be  a  posie  to  my  ain  dear  May. 


The  "  doggerel  ballad  "  above  referred  to  as  a  favourite  song  of  BonieJean,  we 
find,  even  as  these  sheets  are  passing  through  the  press,  has  become  the  subject 
of  enquiry  in  "Notes  and  Queries  "  for  June  26,  1870;  therefore,  we  hesitate  not 
to  present  it  to  the  reader : — 

WHERE  ARE  YE  GOING  TO,   ETC. 

"  There  was  a  pretty  May,  and  a-milkin'  she  went, 
Wi'  her  i-ed-rosy  c/u;eks,  and  he)-  coal-hlack  hair; 
And  she  has  met  a  young  man  comin'  o'er  the  l)eut, 
With  a  double  and  adieu  to  thee,  my  dear! 

O  where  are  ye  going,  my  ain  pretty  maid, 

Wi'  thy  red-rosy  cheeks,  and  thy  coal-black  hair  t 
Unto  the  yowes  a-milkin',  kind  sir,  she  said, 

With  a  double  and  adieu  to  thee,  my  dear. 

What  if  I  gang  along  wi'  thee,  my  ain  pretty  maid  ?  icf  thy,  t&c. 
"Wad  I  be  aught  the  warse  o'  that,  kind  sir  ?  she  said,  mith  a,  <te. 

O  what  is  your  fortune,  my  ain  pi'etty  maid  ?  loi'  thy,  itc. 

My  face  it  is  my  fortune,  and  quite  enough,  she  said,  with  a,  <te. 

"  Then  I  fear  I  cannot  marry  thee,  my  ain  pretty  maid,  tci'  thy,  <S;c. 

You'll  wait  until  1  ask  you  !  kind  sir.  she  said, — 

0  its  rolling  on  the  dew  makes  the  milk-maids  fair !" 

♦  This  line  is  an  unmeaning  corruption  of  the  real  catch-line. 

"  And  its  rolling  on  the  dew  makes  the  milk-maids  fair  I" 
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THE  BANKS  0'  BOON. 


[No  Bong  that  Burns  ever  composeil  enjoys  a  greater  range  of  popularity  than 
this.  A  portion  of  its  Buocess  must,  in  fairness,  be  attributed  to  its  beautiful  air, 
which  was  produced  by  an  «?««<(.'«;•  musician  in  Edinburgh — Mr.  James  Miller — 
with  a  few  helping  touches  from  Stephen  Clarke  the  organist. 

The  reader,  by  referring  to  our  head-note  to  Vounrf  I\iji/i/  blooms,  ■page  199,  will 
find  some  notice  of  the  lady  who  formed  the  subject  of  this  affecting  song :  she 
was  (accordin?  to  Mrs.  Begg's  memoranda)  a  neice  of  Mrs.  Gavin  Hamilton  of 
Mauchline.  Although  born  heiress  of  a  considerable  estate  in  Carrich — to  which 
she  ultimately  succeeded — she,  at  the  tender  age  of  seventeen,  proved  herself  to 
be  one  of  many  frail  daughters  of  Eve  who  have  "  loved  not  wisely,  but  too 
well"    But,  as  we  learn  in  the  preceding  song, 

"Luvo  will  venture  in  where  it  daurua  weel  be  seen  ; 
Luve  will  venture  in  whei-o  wisdom  ance  has  been." 

Her  lover.  Captain  M ,  was  the  son  of  a  wealthy  Wigtonshire  proprietor, 

and  M.P.  for  that  county.  aUhough  himself  only  25  years  old.  In  the  song,  some 
blame  is  thrown  on  the  '•  fause  lover ;  "  but,  from  an  investigation  of  all  the  cir- 
cumstances, it  does  not  appear  that  any  charge  of  this  kind  could  be  brought 
against  him.  About  ten  years  after  this  lyric  was  composed,  and  when  the 
minstrel's  hand  was  motionless  for  ever,  the  lady  was  advised,  in  behalf  of  her 
child,  to  raise  against  the  father  an  acti<3u  of  declarator  of  marriaije  and  legitimacy, 
with  an  alternative  claim  of  damayes  in  case  of  failure.  She  died  shortly  after 
the  process  was  instituted,  probably  the  victim  of  anguished  feelings;  but  the 
case  continued  in  her  dau<;hter"s  behalf.  In  1798,  the  judges  pronounced  iu 
favour  of  the  marriage;  imt  the  Court  of  Session,  on  review,  reversed  the 
judgement,  and  ordered  a  payment  of  £3,000  to  the  daughter,  who  was,  in  1S61, 
a  married  lady  resident  in  Edinburgh. 

Shortly  after  Burns'  arrival  in  Eilinhurgh,  he  sent  the  present  lyric,  in  its 
original,  and  perhaps  its  best  form,  to  Mr.  Ballantyne.  We  here  present  both 
sets  to  our  readers,  in  order  that  they  may  compare  them  together:  the  earlier 
set  is  in  the  common  ballad-stanza,  ami  is  certainly  preferable  to  the  other  in 
natural  simplicity.  The  poet,  in  his  second  version,  was  forced  to  throw  every 
second  lino  into  eight  syllables,  in  order  to  fit  the  air  selected  for  it.  lie  was 
most  anxious  to  print  this  lyric,  and  also  his  beautiful  verses  in  praise  of  Miss 
\V.  Alexander  (the  Lass  o'  Ballochmyle)  in  his  Edinburgh  edition;  but  in  a  letter 
to  Gavin  Ilamilton,  dated  IMarch  Sth,  1787,  he  says: — "My  two  songs  on  Miss 
Alexantler  and  Miss  Peggy  Kennedj'  were  tried  yesterday  by  a  jury  of  literati, 
and  found  defamatory  libels  against  the  fastidious  powers  of  Poesy  and  Taste, 
and  the  author  forbidden  to  print  them  under  pain  of  forfeiture  of  character.  I 
cannot  help  shedding  a  tear  to  the  memory  of  two  songs  that  had  cost  me  some 
pains,  and  that  I  valued  a  good  deal;  but  I  must  submit  Damn  the  pedant, 
frigid  soul  of  criticism  for  over  and  ever  1 "] 

[earlier  versiox.] 

Ye  flowery  ])anks  o'  bonie  Doon, 

How  can  ye  blume  sae  fair ! 
How  can  ye  chant,  ye  little  birds, 

And  I  sae  f  u'  o'  care ! 

Thou'll  break  my  heart,  thou  bonie  bird, 

That  sings  upon  the  bough  ; 
Thou  minds  me  o'  the  happy  days 

When  ray  fause  luve  was  true. 
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Thou'U  break  my  heart,  thou  bonis  bird, 
That  slugs  beside  thy  mate ; 

For  sae  I  sat,  and  sae  I  sang, 
And  wist  na  o'  my  fate. 

Aft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon, 
To  see  the  Avoodbine  twine  ; 

And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  it's  luve, 
And  sae  did  I  o'  mine. 

Wi'  lightsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 

Frae  aff  its  thorny  tree  ; 
And  my  fause  luver  staw  the  rose, 

But  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 


[later  version.] 
Tune — Caledonian  Hunt's  delight. 

Ye  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Doon, 
How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair ! 

How  can  ye  chant,  ye  httle  birds, 
And  I  sae  weary  fu'  o'  care  ! 

Thou'U  break  my  heart,  thou  warbling  bird, 
That  wantons  thro'  the  flowering  thorn ; 

Thou  mmds  me  o'  departed  joys, 
Departed  never  to  return. 

Oft  hae  I  rov'd  by  bonie  Doon, 
To  see  the  rose  and  woodbine  twine ; 

And  ilka  bird  sang  o'  its  luve, 
And  fondly  sae  did  I  o'mine. 

Wi'  hghtsome  heart  I  pu'd  a  rose, 
Fu'  sweet  upon  its  thorny  tree ; 

And  my  fause  luver  staw  my  rose, 
But,  ah !  he  left  the  thorn  wi'  me. 
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SIC  A  WIFE  AS  WILLIE  HAD. 

[This  broadly  humorous  song  has  Burns'  name  given  to  it  in  the  Museum.  _  It 
has  vet  to  he  settled  by  annotators  who  was  its  amiable  and  loveable  heroine. 
Linkumdoddic  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  map,  and  the  history  of  Willie  Wastle  is 
to  be  found  nowhere  but  in  nursery  rhj-me-books.  Logan  ^yaler  is  the 
purest  of  streams  celebrated  in  old  minstrelsy,  and  said  by  some  to  be  in 
Lanarkshire,  near  Muirkirk ;  while  others  contend  that  the  real  Logan  Water  is 
among  the  Pentland  Uills,  near  Edinburgh — 

"  Where  bonie  lasses  bleach  their  claes — 
By  Logan  burn,  on  Logan  braes."] 

Willie  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed, 

The  spot  they  ca'd  it  Linkumdoddie ; 
Willie  was  a  wabster  gude, 

Cou'd  stowQ  a  clue  wi'  ony  bodie ; 
He  had  a  wife  was  dour  and  din, 

O,  Tinkler  Maidgie  was  her  mither, — 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

She  has  an  e'e — she  has  but  ane — 

The  cat  has  twa  the  very  colour ; 
Five  rusty  teeth,  forbye  a  stump, 

A  clapper-tongue  w^ad  deave  a  miller ; 
A  whiskiu'  beard  about  her  mou'. 

Her  nose  and  chin  they  threaten  ither, — 
Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had, 

I  wad  na  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

She's  bow-hough'd,  she's  hein-shiu'd, 

Ae  hmpin'  leg  a  hand-breed  shorter ; 
She's  twisted  right,  she's  twisted  left. 

To  balance  fair  in  ilka  quarter  : 
She  has  a  hump  upon  her  breast, 

The  twin  o'  that  upon  her  shouther, — 
Sic  a  wife  as  Wilhe  had, 

I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 

Auld  baudrons  by  the  ingle  sits. 
An'  wi'  her  loof  her  face  a-washiu' ; 

But  Willie's  wife  is  nae  sae  trig. 

She  dights  her  granzie  wi'  a  hushiou : 
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Her  walie  nieves  like  midden-creels, 
Her  face  wad  fyle  the  Logan-water 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  bad, — 
I  wadna  gie  a  button  for  her ! 


LADY  MARY  ANN. 

[The  poet's  name  is  not  at  this  production,  nor  is  there  any  external  mark  to 
indicate  that  it  is  his;  at  same  time  it  appears  in  his  hand-writing  among  the 
copy  supplied  by  him  for  the  Museum.  There  is,  in  trutli,  an  old  ballad  of  no 
great  delicacy,  with  the  refrain — "  My  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin 
yet :  "  that  ballad  supplied  the  materials  from  which  the  present  one  is  composed. 
Who  can  doubt  that  the  third  and  fourth  stanzas  are  entirely  by  Bums  f] 

O,  Lady  Mary  Ann  looks  o'er  the  castle  wa' ; 
She  saw  three  bonie  boys  playing  at  the  ba' ; 
The  youngest  he  was  the  flower  amang  them  a', — 
My  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin'  yet. 

0  father!  0  father!  an  ye  think  it  fit, 
We'll  send  him  a  year  to  the  college  yet ; 
We'll  sew  a  green  ribban  round  about  his  hat. 
And  that  will  let  them  ken  he's  to  marry  yet. 

Lady  Mary  Ann  was  a  flower  in  the  dew, 
Sweet  was  its  smell,  and  bonie  was  its  hue, 
And  the  langer  it  blossom'd,  the  sweeter  it  grew ; 
For  the  hly  in  the  bud  will  be  bonier  yet. 

Young  Charlie  Cochran  was  the  sprout  of  an  aik, 
Bonie,  and  bloomin'  and  straught  was  its  make : 
The  sun  took  delight  to  shine  for  its  sake, 
And  it  will  be  the  brag  o'  the  forest  yet. 

The  simmer  is  gane,  when  the  leaves  they  were  green, 
And  the  days  are  awa'  that  we  hae  seen  ; 
But  far  better  days  I  trust  will  come  again, 

For  my  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growin'  yet. 
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SUCH  A  PARCEL  OF  ROGUES  IN  A  NATION. 

[Neither  the  poet's  name  nor  mark  are  attached  to  this  piece ;  but  there  can- 
not be  any  duubt  that  he  is  its  author.  The  last  line  of  each  verse  forms  the 
title  of  a  tune  which  the  bard  found  in  old  "  Musical  Kepositories,"  and  ho, 
believing  it  to  apply  to  the  national  indignation  expressed  in  regard  to  the  ques- 
tion of  'I'lie  Union,  conceived  and  executed  the  present  lyric  accordingly.] 

Fareweel  to  a'  our  Scottish  fame, 

Fareweel  our  ancient  glory  ; 
Fareweel  even  to  the  Scottish  name, 

Sae  fam'cl  in  martial  story. 
Now  Sark  rins  o'er  the  Solway  sands, 

And  Tweed  rins  to  the  ocean, 
To  mark  where  England's  province  stands — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation ! 

What  force  or  guile  could  not  subdue 

Thro'  many  warhke  ages. 
Is  wrought  now  by  a  coward  few, 

For  hirehng  traitors'  wages. 
The  English  steel  we  could  disdain, 

Secure  in  valour's  station  ; 
But  English  gold  has  been  our  bane — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation ! 

0  would,  'or  I  had  seen  the  day 

That  treason  thus  could  sell  us, 
My  auld  grey  head  had  lain  in  clay, 

Wi'  Bruce  and  loyal  Wallace ! 
But,  pith  and  power,  till  my  last  hour, 

I'll  mak  this  declaration, — 
We're  bought  and  sold  for  English  gold — 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation  I 
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KELLYBURN  BRAES. 

[The  poet  has  put  his  name  to  this  witty  production :  the  old  ballad  on  which 
it  is  founded  is  common  in  England,  under  the  title  of  The  Farmer's  old  Wife.— 
(See  No.  02,  Percy  Society's  publications.)  "When  Allan  Cunningham  was  an  ap- 
prentice mason-lad  of  eighteen  years  old,  he  foisted  on  Cromeli  spurious  sets  of 
this  and  other  popular  songs  and  ballads,  passing  them  off  as  "  the  pure  gold  of 
antiquity ;  "  and  that  not  over-acute  editor  gave  them  to  the  world  in  ISlO,  under 
the  title  of  "Remains  of  Nithsdale  and  Cralloway  Song;  "  but  they  were  soon 
detected  as  puerile  forgeries.  Honest  Allan,  however,  could  not.  to  his  latest 
hour,  resist  the  habit  of  corrupting  the  text  of  the  minstrelsy  of  his  country, 
both  ancient  and  modern :  his  Songs  of  Scotland  (4  vols.,  1825)  are  most  in- 
accurate ;  and  in  the  notes  to  his  edition  of  Burns,  1S34,  and  of  later  dates,  his 
"  quotations  "  from  alleged  "  old  songs  "  are  to  be  received  with  as  much  caution 
as  Peter  Buchan's  "  traditionary"  renderings,  and  "  old  stall-copies  "  of  ballads 
alleged  by  him  to  be  the  originals  of  some  of  Burns'  best  productions.] 

There  lived  a  carl  in  Kellybnrn  braes, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

And  he  had  a  wife  was  the  plague  of  his  days : 
And  the  thyroe  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Ae  day  as  the  carl  gaed  up  the  lang  glen, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

He  met  wi'  the  devil ;  says,  '  How  do  ye  fen  ?  ' 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

'  I've  got  a  bad  wife,  sir,  that's  a'  my  complaint ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
For,  saving  your  presence,  to  her  ye're  a  saint : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

'  It's  neither  your  stot  nor  your  staig  I  shall  crave ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
But  gie  me  your  wife,  man,  for  her  I  must  have ; 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

'  0  welcome  most  kindly ! '  the  blythe  carl  said, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

'  But  if  ye  can  match  her,  ye're  waur  than  ye're  ca'd : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

The  devil  has  got  the  auld  wife  on  his  back, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi  thyme,) 

And,  like  a  poor  pedlar,  he's  carried  his  pack : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 
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He's  carried  her  hame  to  bis  ain  hallau-door ; 

(ney,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  vvi'  thyme,) 

S3'ue  bade  her  gae  in,  for  a  b and  a  w- 


And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Then  straight  he  makes  fifty,  the  pick  o'  his  baud, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

Turn  out  on  her  guard,  in  the  clap  of  a  hand : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd .  and  rue  is  in  pr'Oie. 

The  carlin  gaed  thro'  them  hlv"  ony  wud  bear, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  boiiie  wi'  thyme,) 

Whae'er  she  gat  hands  on  cani  near  her  nae  mair : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

A  reekit  wee  deevil  looks  over  the  wa' ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
'  0,  help!  master,  help  1  or  she'll  ruin  us  a' : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 

The  devil  he  swore  by  the  edge  o'  his  knife, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

He  pitied  the  man  that  was  ty'd  to  a  wife : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

The  devil  he  swore  by  the  kirk  and  the  bell, 
(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

He  was  not  in  wedlock,  thank  Heaven,  but  in  hell : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

Then  Satan  has  travell'd  again  wi'  his  pack, 
(Hey.  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 

And  to  her  auld  husband  he's  carried  her  back : 
And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime. 

'  I  hae  been  a  devil  the  feck  o'  my  life ; 

(Hey,  and  the  rue  grows  bonie  wi'  thyme,) 
]3ut  ne'er  was  in  hell  till  I  met  wi'  a  wife : 

And  the  thyme  it  is  wither'd,  and  rue  is  in  prime.' 
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JOCKEY  FOTJ  AND  JENNY  FAIN. 

[This  song — No.  381  in  the  Museum — is  from  the  Tea  Table  Miscellany  (1"2fi). 
Burns,  in  glancing  over  it,  seems  to  have  been  struck  with  the  couplet  v^hich 
says — 

"  Qio  me  love  in  her  I  court ; 
Love  to  love  mats  a'  the  sport : " 
reminding  him  of  his  own  blythe  verse  in  the  Collier  Laddie — 
"Love  for  love  is  the  bargain  for  nio, 

Tho'  the  wee  cut-house  should  haud  me ; 
And  the  warld  before  me  to  win  my  bread, 
And  fuir  fa'  my  Collier  Laddie  ;  " 
BO  he  imvadiately  added  tho  following  linos:] — 

Let  love  sparkle  in  her  e'e, 
Let  her  lo'e  uae  man  but  me ; 
That's  the  tocher  gucle  I  prize, 
There  the  luver's  treasure  lies. 


THE  SLATE'S  LAMENT. 

[Both  words  and  music  of  this  African  lyric  were  communicated  to  the 
Museum  by  Burns.  Mr.  C.  K.  Sharpe  has  given  what  appears  to  be  the  older 
ballad,  from  a  stall-copj' ;  but  no  part  of  it  can  approach  in  sentiment  to  the 
present  production.     The  following  will  serve  as  a  sample: — 

"  Our  lady  goes  to  meat,  and  they  give  us  nought  to  eat, 
In  the  land  of  Virginio; 
And  we  dare  not  move  a  lip  when  they  lash  us  with  a  whip ; 

And,  alas !  I  be  weary,  weaiy,  O ! 
Our  lady  goes  to  walk,  and  we  must  be  at  her  back, 

In  the  land  of  Virginio ; 
And  when  the  babe  doth  weep,  we  must  lull  it  off  to  sleep  ; 

And,  alas  !  I  be  weary,  weary,  0 ! 
Wg  ire  yoked  to  the  plough,  and  wearied  sore  enough. 

In  the  laud  of  Virginio ; 
With  the  yoke  about  my  neck,  my  back  is  like  to  break; 
And,  alas  I  I  be  weary,  weary,  O !  ] 

It  was  in  sweet  Senegal  that  my  foes  did  me  enthral, 

For  the  lands  of  Virginia-ginia,  0 ; 
Torn  from  that  lovely  shore,  and  must  never  see  it  more, 

And,  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary,  O  ! 

All  on  that  charming  coast  is  no  bitter  snow  and  frost, 

Like  the  lands  of  Virginia-ginia,  0  ; 
There  streams  for  ever  flow,  and  there  flowers  for  ever  blow. 

And,  alas  !  I  am  weary,  weary,  0  ! 
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The  burden  I  must  bear,  while  the  cruel  scourge  I  fear, 

In  the  lauds  of  ^'irg•iuia-ginia,  O ; 
And  I  think  on  friends  most  dear,  with  the  bitter,  bitter  tear. 

And,  alas !  I  am  weary,  weary,  0  ! 


THE  SONG  OF  DEATH. 
Tune — Oran  an  Aoig. 

[This  would  appear  to  be  the  last  effort  of  Burns'  muse  before  leaving  for  ever 
the  pleasant  holms  of  EUisland,  in  December,  1791.  On  the  17th  of  that  month, 
he  transcribed  this  patriotic  lyric  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  in  which  he  says : — 
"  I  have  just  finished  the  following  song,  which,  to  a  lady,  the  descendant  of 
"Wallace,  and  many  heroes  of  his  illustrious  line— and  herself  the  mother  of 
several  soldiers — needs  neither  preface  nor  apology. 

SONG    OF    DEATH. 

Scene— k  Field  of  Battle— Time  of  the  day,  Evening— The  wounded  and  dying 
of  the  victorious  army  are  supposed  to  join  in  the  following  song." 

Having  transcribed  the  piece,  he  adds :— "  The  circumstance  that  gave  rise  to 
the  foregoing  verses  was — looking  over,  with  a  musical  friend,  JI'Doualds  col- 
lection of  Highland  airs,  I  was  struck  with  one,  an  Isle  of  Skye  tune,  entitled— 
Oran  an  Aoig;  or,  The  Song  of  Death,  to  the  measure  of  which  I  have  adapted  my 
stanzas." 

Dr.  Currie  has  pronounced  this  song  to  be  worthy  of  the  Grecian  Muse,  when 
Greece  was  most  conspicious  for  wisdom  and  valour.  In  a  foot-note,  this  great 
biographer  adds — '•  The  poet  had  an  intention  of  printing  it  separately,  set  to 
music,  but  was  advised  against  it.  This  noble  song  seems  to  the  editor  more 
calculated  to  invigorate  the  spirit  of  defence  in  a  season  of  real  pressing  danger, 
than  any  production  of  modern  times."] 

Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  green  earth,  and  ye  skies, 

Now  gay  with  the  broad  setting  sun  ; 
Farewell  loves  and  friendships,  ye  dear  tender  ties — 

Our  race  of  existence  is  run ! 

Thou  grim  King  of  Terrors,  thou  life's  gloomy  foe ! 

Go,  frighten  the  coward  and  slave ; 
Go,  teach  them  to  tremble,  fell  tyrant!  but  know, 

No  terrors  hast  thou  to  the  brave ! 

Thou  striU'st  the  dull  peasant — he  sinks  in  the  dark. 

Nor  saves  e'en  the  wreck  of  a  name : 
Thou  strik'st  the  young  hero — a  glorious  mark ! 

He  falls  in  the  blaze  of  his  fame ! 

In  the  field  of  proud  honor — our  swords  in  our  hands. 

Our  king  and  our  country  to  save — 
"While  victory  shines  on  life's  last  ebbing  sands, 

0 !  who  would  not  die  with  the  brave  ? 
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AFTON  WATER. 

[This  truly  ecstatic  lyric,  so  sweetly  pastoral,  anrl  so  fender  in  its  devotion 
towardH  the  "  theme  of  his  lays."  undoubtedly  is  one  of  the  most  notewoi  thv  of 
all  the  productions  of  Burns.  It  has  had  the  good  fortune  to  become  wedded 
to  one  of  the  most  heavenly  melodies  that  ever  emanated  from  musical  taste 
and  Konius :  we  refer,  of  course,  to  the  air  which  was  composed  for  it  by  the 
late  Alexander  Iliime  of  Edinbui-rjh.  The  words  and  melody  together,  really 
seem  to  realize  the  old  classic  fancy  of  the  marriage-union  between  Cupid  and 
Psyche.  In  this  ])iecc,  perhaps  more  than  any  other  of  his  compositions,  we 
behold  the  youthful  poet,  with  his  "garland  and  singing  njbes  about  hm,"  as 
he  has  portrayed  himself  in  his  own  "  Vision,"  hstening  to  the  words  of  CoiLA — 
"Those  accents,  grateful  to  thy  tongue — th'  adored  name 
I  taught  thee  how  to  pour  in  Song,  to  soothe  thy  flame." 
And  where  does  the  adored  name  of  Mary  appear  in  a  more  glorious  setting 
than  in  this  lyric?  Even  the  inspired  "Singer  of  Israel"  has  contributed 
something  to  heighten  the  effect  of  the  poet's  rapturous  song  in  her  praise!— 
"  I  charge  you,  O  ye  daughters  of  Jerusalem,  that  j-e  stir  not,  nor  awake  my 
love— my  dove,  my  undetjled!— The  flowers  appear' on  the  earth,  the  time  of 
the  singing  of  the  birds  is  come,  andthe  voice  of  the  turtle  is  heard  in  our  land!  " 

Mr.  George  Thomson,  in  1850,  forwarded  to  Mr.  Eobert  Chambers  a  memo- 
randum of  several  songs  by  Burns  which,  in  the  year  1810,  had  been  sent  by 
him  to  Mr.  Gilbert  Burns,  with  the  request  that  "he  would  kindly  insert  the 
names,  with  some  account  of  their  respective  heroines,  and  return  the  paper  to 
him;  all  which  was  cheerfully  complied  with  by  the  poet's  brother.  Mr. 
Chambers  obligingly  communicated  to  the  writer  of  this  note,  the  result  of  the 
enquiries  made  regarding  the  present  song,  and  a  few  others.  The  memorandum 
regarding  Aflon  Water  is  as  follows : — 

"Mr.  T. — 'Flow  gentlv.  sweet  A/ton,  &c. — Who  was  the  Afartj  of  this  Song? ' 
"G.  B. — 'The  poet's  Ilig/iland Man/ ;  but  Dr.  Currie  gives  a  different  account 
of  it,  at  page  83-'.  Vol.  IV.,  7th  edition,  where  he  says — ■■  Afton  Water  is  the 
stream  on  which  stands  Afton  Lodge,  to  which  Mrs.  Stewart  removed  from 
Stair.  Afton  Lodge  was  Mis.  Stewart's  property  from  her  father:  the  song 
•was  presented  to  her  in  return  for  her  notice— the  first  he  ever  received  from 
any  person  in  her  rank  of  life." 

"  'G.  B.  thinks  Dr.  C.  was  misinformed  in  several  of  the  above  particulars; 
but  Dr.  Currie  must  not  be  contradicted  1 ' " 

Mr.  Chambers  remarks  in  his  MS.  note  to  the  present  writer — "It  is  interest- 
ing to  find  Gilbert  Burns  alluding,  as  from  personal  knowledge,  to  the  mysterious 
Mary  Campbell:  ho,  undoubtedly,  could  have  thrown  much  light  on  that  matter." 
That  careful  biographer  and  editor  of  Burns,  in  his  subsequciit  edition  (ls.51-52), 
refers  to  the  foregoing  remarks  of  Gilbert  Burns  regarding  Afton  Water,  and 
dismisses  the  difficulty  thus: — "It  may  be  doubted  if  Mr.  Gilbert  Burns  was 
rightly  informed  on  the  subject."  In  another  passage,  however,  Mr.  Chambers 
pays  more  regard  to  Gilbert's  opinion;  for  ho  says — "The  averment  of  the 
brother  and  bosom-friend  of  Burns  must  be  next,  in  a  case  of  this  kind,  to  his 
own." 

In  order  to  test  this  little  affair,  we  lately  -wrote  to  William  Allason  Cuning- 
hame,  Esq.,  of  Afton  and  Logan  House,  the  grandson  of  Mrs.  Stewart  of  Stair 
and  Afton,  enclosing  a  copy  of  the  foregoing  memorandum  of  Gilbert  Burns, 
and  begging  to  be  favoured  with  his  reply  to  a  few  queries  concerning  the 
subject  of  it.  That  gentleman,  by  a  letter  dated  24th  Jime,  1870,  has  politely 
furnished  the  following  jjartieulars  ; — 

"Afton  Lodge  is  in  the  parish  of  Tarbolton,and  was  built  by  my  grandmother, 
Mrs.  General  Stewart,  on  parting  with  Stair.  Her  paternal  estate  of  Afton  is 
in  the  parish  of  Xew  Cumnock,  and  has  no  residence  on  it ;  so  she  built  Afton 
Lodge  near  Tarbolton,  and  named  it  after  the  Afton  estate.  It  does  not  appear 
that  the  song  called  "Afton  Water"  is  among  the  poems  sent  to  her  by  Burns. 
Before  her  marriage,  her  name  was  Katherine  Gordon,  heiress  of  Afton,  which 
estate  I  now  possess." 

Here,  then,  we  have  the  most  direct  testimony  tending  to  confirm  the  above 
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statement  of  Gilbert  Burns;  and,  after  a  lapse  of  seventy  years,  revealing  the 
fact  that  the  poet's  first  biographer,  either  kno^vingly  or  innocently,  difihed  up 
to  his  readers  misleading  information  concerning  this  most  interesting  and 
sacred  of  all  his  love  attuchments — by  whom  so  cooked,  it  is  now  of  little  use 
to  hint  our  suspioions.  It  may,  indeed,  have  been  the  case,  that  the  literary 
executors  of  the  poet  imagined  that  by  so  doing  they  but  followed  the  example, 
and  carried  out  the  wishes  of  the  deceased,  in  suppressing  and  distorting  facts 
regarding  the  date  of  his  passion  for  the  living  Mary ;  for  oven  amid  his  con- 
fidential uubosomings  to  Clavinda  (little  more  than  a  year  after  Mary's  death), 
he  seems  to  have  "set  a  seal  upon  his  heart,"  at  a  time  when  he  must>  in 
thought,  if  not  in  words,  have  been  referring  to  her.  Those  of  our  readers  who 
have  perused  the  "  Clarinda  Correspondence "  will  recollect  his  strangely 
"blabbing"  letter,  written  to  her  one  night  when  in  his  cups.  He  had  sent 
her  a  copy  of  his  famous  auto-biographical  letter  to  Moore,  and  he  thus  writes: 
— "  I  am  flattered  by  the  entertainment  you  tell  me  you  have  found  in  my 
packet  You  see  me  as  I  have  been,  you  know  me  as  I  am.  and  may  guess  at  what 
I  am  likely  to  be.  I  too  may  saj-,  'Talk  not  of  love,'  for  indeed  he  has  '  plunged 
me  deep  in  woe ! '  Not  that  I  ever  saw  a  woman  who  pleased  unexceptionably,  as 
my  darimla  elegantly  says,  'in  the  companion,  the  friend,  and  the  mistress.' 
One  indeed  I  could  except — One,  before  passion  threw  its  mists  over  my  discern- 
ment, I  knew  the  first  of  women !  ■*  Her  name  is  indelibly  written  in  my  heart's 
core — but  I  dare  not  look  in  on  it — a  degree  of  agony  would  be  the  consequence. 
Ohl  thou  pcrfldious.  cruel,  mischief-making  demon,  who  presidest  over  that 
frantic  passion — thou  may'st,  thou  dost  poison  my  peace,  but  thou  shalt  not 
taint  my  honour !     Don't  guess  at  these  ravings !  " 

Clarinda  tried  hard  to  guess  at  these  ravings,  but  failed;  and  Si/Ii'ander  never 
satisfied  her.  There  cannot  now  be  a  reasonable  doubt  that  Maky  was  the 
subject  of  "  Afton  Water,"  and  that  it  was  composed  while  she  was  yet  alive. 
Strange,  indeed,  that  while  a  very  little  care  on  the  part  of  the  poet's  numerous 
editors  might  have  revealed  this  long  ago.  It  should  have  been  left  to  be  dis- 
covered by  one  who,  although  heretofore  unknown  as  an  editorial  expounder  of 
Burns,  was  (twentj--one  years  ago)  privileged  to  be  hailed  as  the  discoverer  of 
much  more  important  facts  in  the  history  of  his  mysterious  attachment  to 
Highland  Mary. — See  note  to  "  Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains,"  page  288.] 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  I'll  sing  thee  a  song  in  thy  praise ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 

Thou  stock-dove  whose  echo  resounds  thro'  the  glen, 
Ye  wild  whistling  Ijlackbirds  in  yon  thorny  den. 
Thou  green-crested  lapwing  thy  screaming  forbear,  i 
I  charge  you  disturb  not  my  slumbering  fair. 

How  lofty,  sweet  Afton,  thy  neighbouring  hills, 
Far  mark'd  with  the  courses  of  clear,  winding  rills ; 
There  daily  I  wander  as  noon  rises  high. 
My  flocks  and  ray  Mary's  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 

•  The  only  other  of  his  earlier  loved  ones  to  whom  this  passage  could 
pissibly  apply,  is  Ellison  Begbie— circa,  1781-.S2,  just  before  ho  went  to  Irvine 
(and  she,  like  Mary,  is  never  referred  to  in  the  poet's  autobiography.)  But  why 
the  "  heart's  cnre^  and  the  "  agony"  ?  and  why  the  poisoning  of  his  peace"  ? 
We  have  alreaiiy  seen,  in  the  note  to  "  Mary  in  Heaven,"  page  2fil,  that  remorse 
must  have  entered  largely  into  his  "  brooding"  recollections  of  her  imago. 

t  The  lapwing  is  what  wo  in  Scotland  call  the  "  peaseweep"  or  "  pewit' 
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How  pleasant  tliy  banks  and  green  valleys  below, 
Where  wild  in  the  woodlands  the  primroses  blow ; 
There  oft  as  mild  ev'ning  weeps  over  the  lea, 
The  sweet  scented  birk  shades  my  Mary  and  me. 

Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides. 
And  winds  by  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides ; 
How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  feet  lave. 
As  gathering  sweet  flowerets  she  stems  thy  clear  wave. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  river,  the  theme  of  my  lays ; 
My  Mary's  asleep  by  thy  murmuring  stream, 
Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  disturb  not  her  dream. 


BONIE  BELL. 

[The  poet's  name  is  given  to  this  beautifully  descriptive  lyric :  it  has  a  fresh 
and  delightful  buoyancy  about  it,  and  a  happy  flow  of  measure.    The  variations 
of  morning  and  evening,  and  the  changes  of  spring,  summer,  autumn,  and 
winter,  are  touched  off  in  a  masterly  manner,  and  every  fluctuation  of  the 
roUing  year,  carries  its  own  influence  to  the  lover's  heart.     In  Spring — 
"  All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning. 
And  I  rejoice  in  mj'  bonie  Bell :  " 
and  even  as  old  Time  and  Nature  tell  their  changes,  the  lover  seems  to  feel  the 
contrast  in  his  individual  case,  for — 

"  Never  ranging,  still  unchanging 
I  adore  my  bonie  Bell!  "] 

The  smiling  spring  comes  in  rejoicing. 

And  surly  winter  grimly  flies ; 
Now  crystal  clear  are  the  falhng  waters. 

And  bonie  blue  are  the  sunny  skies. 
Fresh  o'er  the  mountains  breaks  forth  the  morning. 

The  ev'ning  gilds  the  ocean's  swell ; 
All  creatures  joy  in  the  sun's  returning, 

And  I  rejoice  in  my  bonie  Bell. 

The  flowery  spring  leads  sunny  summer. 

And  yellow  autumn  presses  near, 
Then  in  his  turn  comes  gloomy  winter. 

Till  smiling  spring  again  appear. 
Thus  seasons  dancing,  hfe  advancing. 

Old  Time  and  Nature  their  changes  tell; 
But  never  ranging,  still  unchanging, 

I  adore  my  bonie  Bell. 
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THE  GALLANT  WEAVER. 

[We  have,  at  page  239,  The  Tailors'  March;  at  pa{?e  242,  The  Gardeners'  March; 
and  here  we  have  the  old  time  known  as  The  WMvers'  March,  honoured  with 
words  by  Burns.  It  will  afterwards  be  found  that  he  has  written  beautiful 
words  for  The  Cordiners'  March  also.  It  has  been  pointed  out  to  our  readers, 
that  the  poor  Gardeners,  in  consequence  of  the  fastidiousness  of  George  Thom- 
son, who  could  not  allow  the  sweetheart  of  a  Free  Gardener  to  make  any  allusions 
to  his  "paidle,"  lost  the  honours  originally  bestowed  on  them  by  the  poet; 
and  here,  also,  the  ill-starred  gonuis  of  Thomson  has  interposed  to  mar  the 
delight  of  the  Weavers!  It  would  seem  that  Thomson,  whatever  ailed  him  at 
the  GarcU'ners,  could  see  nothing  short  of  absurdity  in  a  bonie  lass  giving  her 
heart  to  "  a  creeshie  weaver ! "  forgetting  all  the  time  that  Burns  had  already 
made  a  girl  thus  sing — 

"  A  bonie  westlin  weaver  lad  sat  working  at  his  loom ; 
He  took  my  heart,  as  wi'  a  net,  in  every  knot  and  thrum." 
So,  in  printing  the  present  song  in  his  own  collection,  ho  boldly  substituted 
"sailor"  for  "weaver." — My  certes!  as  "my  father,  the  Deacon,  before  me," 
would  have  said — We'll  hae  to  take  the  sow's  tail  to  Geordie,  and  whip  nonsense 
like  that  out  o'  his  head!  A  "gallant  sailor"  is  one  thing— and  all  very  well 
in  its  way;  but  a  "gallant  weaver"  is  quite  another  thing,  and  just  the  thing 
the  poet  "intended  and  ordered.  Who  knows  how  the  heart  of  poor  Tannahill 
was  affected  by  this  cruel  maltreatment  of  the  Paisley  Weavers,  at  the  hands  of 
this  "  paidlin  body  "  of  an  Edinbiu'gh  clerk? 

The  tmth  is.  Burns  appears  to  have  had  a  peculiar  object  in  writing  this  song: 
it  is  quite  clear  he  framed  it,  and  had  it  set  to  music,  specially  for  the  pleasure 
of  hearing  "  bonie  Jean  "  sing  it  to  him.  It  \vill  be  recollected  that  in  the  early 
spring  of  178G,  when  Jean's  parents  broke  off  the  private  marriage  between  the 
poet  and  her,  she  was  packed  off  to  Paisley ;  and,  in  the  course  of  a  mouth  or 
two,  news  reached  Mauehline  that  she  had  been  dancing  the  "Weavers'  March" 
with  a  certain  Rohie  Wilson,  "awabster  gude,"  to  whom  she  was  soon  to  be 
married.  This  rumour  nearly  drove  the  poet  distracted;  and  now  when  all  had 
been  mollified  in  the  lapse  of  years,  he  had  his  quiet  revenge  in  putting  the 
following  song  into  Jean's  mouth.] 

Where  Cart  rins  rowin'  to  the  sea, 
By  mony  a  flow'r  aud  spreading  tree, 
There  hves  a  lad,  the  lad  for  me. 

He  is  a  gallant  weaver. 
Oh,  I  had  wooers  aught  or  nine, 
They  gied  me  rings  and  ribl)0us  fine ; 
Aud  I  was  fear'd  my  heart  would  tine, 

And  I  gied  it  to  the  weaver. 

My  daddie  sign'd  my  tocher-band. 
To  gie  the  lad  that  has  the  laud ; 
But  to  my  heart  I'll  add  my  hand, 
And  give  it  to  the  weaver.* 

•  "  But  n(jw  the  day  was  come — the  day — the  hour ; 
And  in  the  lustre  of  her  youth,  she  gave 
Her  hand,  with  her  heart  in  it,  to  Francesco." 

lloQERS'  Italy. 
Rogers  must  have  read  Burns:  in  the  first  lino  we  have  a  quotation  from 
"  Bruce's  Address,"  and,  in  the  latter  two,  wo  have  almost  the  same  liuo  tliought 
which  appears  in  the  text. 
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While  birds  rejoice  in  leafy  bowers ; 
While  bees  delight  in  opening  flowers ; 
While  corn  grows  green  in  simmer  showers, 
I  love  my  gallant  weaver. 


HEY,  CA'  THRO'. 

[This  highly  philosophical  ditty — far  superior  in  its  way  to  "  Paddle  your  own 
canoe  " — was  picked  up  or  invented  by  Burns :  if  the  former,  it  must  have  been 
during  some  Saturday  afternoon  excursion  from  Edinburgh,   alung  the  Fife 
coast,  in  1787 ;  if  the  latter,  thou  simply  from  the  text  suggested  to  him  in  some 
old  collection  of  music  where  he  would  road  the  name  of  the  tune — "  Carls  o' 
Dysart."    The  song  was  never  seen  in  print  before  it  appeared  in  Johnson's 
volume,  and  tradition  has  supplied  another  excellent  verse  as  follows: — 
"Ne'er  break  your  heart  for  love : 
Just  turn  the  boat  about : 
There's  as  gude  flsh  i'  the  sea 
As  ever  yet  cam  out. 
Iley,  ca'  thro',  <ix. 
Peter  Buchan,  who  supplied  some  drivelling  notes  for  Hogg  &  Motherwell's 
edition  of  Burns,  has  the  assurance  to  attack  Allan  Cunningham  for  stating  that 
this  song  was  unknown  before  its  appearance  in  the  Museum;  and,  in  order  to 
satisfy  the  reader  of  '•  the  pertinacity  with  which  some  editors  foist  their  ignor 
ance  upon  the  public  as  gospel  truth,"   ho   gives  three  verses — of  his  usual 
trashy  kind — which  we  will  not  disgust  the  reader  by  quoting,  and  he  declares 
that  they  are  the  original '.] 

Up  wi'  the  carls  of  Dysart, 

And  the  lads  o'  Buckhaven, 
And  the  kimmers  o'  Largo, 

And  the  lasses  o'  Leven. 

CHORUS. 

Hei/^  cd  thro\  cd  tliro\ 

For  we  hue  mickle  ado ; 
Hey^  cd  thro\  cd  t]iro\ 

For  we  hae  mickle  ado. 

We  hae  tales  to  tell, 

And  we  hae  sangs  to  sing  ; 
We  hae  pennies  to  spend, 

And  we  hae  pints  to  bring. 
Hey^  cd  thro\  ^c. 

We'll  live  a'  our  days, 

And  them  that  comes  behin', 
Let  them  do  the  like ; 

And  spend  the  gear  they  win. 
Hey^  cd  thro\  ij-c. 
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0  CAN  YE  LABOUR  LEA,  YOUNG  MAN. 

[It  is  quite  impossible  to  say  what  part,  if  any,  Burns  had  in  these  versos, 
indeed  it  is  immaterial;  for  they  have  little  value,  and  wo  would  not  have  in- 
cluded them  in  this  edition,  had  it  not  been  to  give  us  the  opportunity  of  stating 
that  the  old  air  to  which  the  song  is  set,  is  the  very  same  to  which  the  poefs 
imiriortal  "Auld  Langsyne"  is  now  sung.  The  meaning  of  the  ploughman's 
phrase — "  to  labour  lea" — applies  to  the  ploiigiiiiig  and  cultivating  of  soft, 
sheltered  ground  which  has  been  for  some  years  m  grass,  and  it  is  reckoned 
rather  a  tough  job  to  "  labour  lea,"  Therefore  we  may  be  certain  that  the 
phrase  has  a  covert  meaning  in  the  song,  as  one  of  its  omitted  verses  more 
plainly  indicates : — 

"A  stibble  rig  is  easy  ploughed, 
And  fallow  land  is  free ; 
But  what  a  silly  coof  is  he 
That  caana  labour  lea."] 


CHORUS. 

0  can  ye  labour  lea,  young  man  ? 

0  can  ye  labour  lea  ? 
Gae  back  the  gate  ye  came  again, 

Ye'se  never  scorn  me. 

I  fee'd  a  man  at  Martinmas, 

Wi'  airle  pennies  three ; 
But  a'  the  faute  I  had  to  him, 

He  coulclna  labour  lea. 
0  can  ye,  ^-c. 

0  clappin's  gude  in  Febarwar, 

An'  kissin's  sweet  in  May ; 
But  what  signifies  a  young  man's  love, 

An't  dinna  last  for  ay. 
0  can  ye,  (f-c. 

0  kissin'  is  the  key  o'  love. 

An'  clappin'  is  the  lock  ; 
An'  makin'  of 's  the  best  thing. 

That  e'er  a  young  thing  got. 
0  can  ye,  4'C. 
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THE  DEUKS  DANG  O'ER  MY  DADDIE  * 

[Tho  poet  has  affixed  his  name  to  this  racy  production.  The  title,  and  a  few 
phrases  preKorvod  in  tho  song  are  old ;  yet  it  must  bo  admitted  he  has  very  con- 
sistently— if  Bonipwhat  too  freely — worked  out  tho  picture  of  eenile  frailty 
suggested  by  the  fact  that  a  waddiing  duck  had  overthrown  the  daddie  of  the 
auld  wife's  bairns.] 

The  bairns  gat  out  wi'  an  unco  shout, 

The  deuks  dang  o'er  my  daddie,  0 ! 
The  fien-ma-care,  quo'  the  feiri-ie  auld  wife, 

He  was  but  a  paidHn  body,  0 ! 
He  paidles  out,  and  he  paidles  in. 

An'  he  paidles  late  and  early,  O  ! 
This  seven  lang  years  I  hae  lain  by  his  side, 

An'  he  is  but  a  fusionless  carlie,  0 ! 

0  hand  your  tongue,  my  feirrie  auld  wife, 

O  hand  your  tongue,  now,  Nansie,  0 : 
I've  seen  the  day,  and  sae  hae  ye. 

Ye  wadna  been  sae  donsie,  O. 
I've  seen  the  day  ye  butter'd  my  brose, 

And  cuddled  me  late  and  early,  0  ; 
But  downa  do's  come  o'er  me  now, 

And,  oh,  I  find  it  sairly,  0 ! 


*  Charles  Kirkpatrick  Sharpe  supplies  the  original  vrords  of  this  song  from  an 
old  quarto  MS.  collection  in  his  jDossession. 

"The  nine-pint  bicker's  fa'n  a.ff  the  biiik, 

And  broken  the  ten-i3int  cannio; 
The  wife  and  hor  cummers  sat  down  to  drink, 

But  ne'er  a  drap  gae  the  gudemannie. 
The  bairns  they  a'  set  up  the  cry. 

The  deuks  hae  dung  o'er  my  daddie! 
There's  no'  muckle  matter,  quo'  the  gudewife — 

He's  aye  been  a  daidlin'  bodie!  " 
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SHE'S  FAIR  AND  FAUSE. 

[This  is  what  Hogg  would  have  termed,  "  a  bitter  sang  against  the  women  " 
— just  as  bitter  as  tlio  author's  "■■  Green  grow  thri  Rashes  "  is  sweet.  It  is  thought 
that  Burns,  when  ho  penned  this  song,  made  reference  to  the  case  of  his  friend 
and  correspondent,  Alexander  Cunningham,  Writer  to  the  Signet  in  Edinburgh, 
and  wlio  afterwards  tooli  up  the  trade  of  a  goldsmith  and  jeweller,  on  the  death 
of  a  brother  in  that  line.  About  the  date  of  its  composition  (1790)  that  gentleman 
had  wooed  a  young  lady  of  great  personal  attractions,  who,  when  another  lover 
presented  himself,  with  superior  pretensions  of  a  material  kind,  deserted  the 
poet's  friend  with  astonishing  coolness,  after  being  aflianced  to  him.  and  took  the 
highest  bidder.  Burns  seems  to  have  taken  to  few  or  none  of  his  Edinburgh  as- 
sociates with  more  fondness  than  Cunningham,  whose  taste  and  judgement  were 
of  sterling  quality,  while  his  susceptibilities  were  of  the  teuderest  fabric  On 
being  thus  jilted  by  the  "  fair  and  fause"  one  that  caused  his  smart ;  instead  of 
Baying,  like  heroic  Duncan  in  the  song,  "  She  may  gao  to  France  for  me  !"  he 
Buffered  himself  to  sink  into  thejpiteous  predicament  of  the  same  Duncan,  in.  that 
hour  of  his  weakness,  when  he 

"  Sighed,  baith  out  an'  in, 

Grat  his  cen  baith  bleert  an'  blin', 

And  spak  o'  loupin  o'er  a  linn," 
He  attemped  to  mend  matters  by  getting  married,  on  13th  April,  1792,  to  Miss 
Agnes  Moir,  the  buxom  daughter  of  a  deceased  clergyman ;  but  all  to  no  purpose 
^he  could  never  banish  from  his  thoughts  the  image  of  his  "prettj',  perjured 
Peggj'!"  and  many  an  evening  in  the  gloaming,  he  was  seen  to  traverse  the 
opposite  side  of  Princes  Street,  where  she  resided  as  the  wife  of  Dr.  Dewar — 
pause  for  a  little  as  he  neared  the  house,  and  burst  into  tears  when  he  caught  a 
glimpse  even  of  her  shadow  on  the  window-blind,  and  then  creep  home  absorbed 
in  grief. 

In  August,  1793,  Bums  composed  a  second  lyric — "Had I  a  Cave,"  &c.,and  in 
the  summer  of  1795  a  third  one — "  Now  Spring  has  clad  the  grove  in  green," 
with  reference  to  poor  Cunningham's  story.  The  present  song,  which  is  of  a 
humorous  cast,  is  a  universal  favourite;  and,  no  doubt,  its  exquisite  air — picked 
up  also  by  Burns— has  helped  it  greatly.  The  closing  couplet  appears  to  have 
been  borrowed  by  him  from  the  following  verso  of  an  English  song  to  be  fomid 
in  T!te  £lackbird,'nGi,  and  The  Charmer,  1765:— 

"  To  bless  is  Heaven's  peculiar  grace, — 
Let  me  a  blessing  find; 

And  since  you  shew  an  angel's  face, 
Oh,  shew  an  angel's  mind  1 "] 

She's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  my  smart, 

I  lo'ed  her  meikle  and  lang ; 
She's  broken  her  vow,  she's  broken  my  heart. 

And  I  may  e'en  gae  hang. 
A  coof  cam  in  wi'  routh  o'  gear. 

And  I  hae  tint  my  dearest  dear ; 
But  women  is  but  warld's  gear, 

Sae  let  the  bonie  lass  gang. 

Whae'er  ye  be  that  woman  love. 

To  this  be  never  bUnd, 
Nae  ferlic  'tis  tho'  fickle  she  prove, 

A  woman  has't  by  kind : 
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0  woman,  lovely  woman  fair ! 

An  augel  form's  faun  to  thy  share, 
'Twad  been  o'er  meikle  to  gieu  thee  mah'- 

I  mean  an  angel  mind. 


THE  DEIL'S  AW  A'  WI'  TH'  EXCISEMAN. 


[Mr.  Lockhart  has  supplied  the  following  information  as  to  the  origin  of  this 
celebrated  song.  In  the  oarlj'  part  of  17y2  a  great  deal  of  contraband  traffic, 
chiefly  from  the  Isle  of  Man,  was  going  on  along  the  coasts  of  Ayrshire  and 
Galloway,  and  all  the  revenue-officers  from  Gretna  to  Dumfries  were  placed 
under  the  orders  of  a  superintendent  residing  in  Annan,  who  exerted  himself 
zealously  in  intercepting  the  descent  of  the  smuggling  vessels.  On  27th  Feb. 
a  suspicious  looking  brig  was  discovered  in  the  Solway  Frith,  and  Burns  was 
one  of  the  party  whom  the  superintendent  conducted  to  -watch  her  motions. 
Lewars  was  despatched  to  Dumfries  for  a  guard  of  dragoons,  and  Mr.  Crawford, 
the  superintendent,  proceeded  himself  on  a  similar  errand  to  Ecclefechan,  while 
Burns  was  left  \vith  some  men  to  watch  the  brig  and  prevent  landing  or  escape. 
The  poet  manifested  considerable  impatience  while  thus  kept  waiting  for  several 
hours  in  a  wet  salt-marsh,  with  a  force  which  he  knew  to  be  inadequate  to  the 
purpose  it  was  meant  to  fullil.  One  of  his  comrades  hearing  Bums  abusing 
Lewars  for  being  so  slow  on  his  mission,  remarked  that  he  ^vished  the  devil  had 
him  for  his  pains,  and  suggested  that  Burns  should  indite  a  song  upon  the 
sluggard.  Burns  said  nothing ;  but  after  taking  a  few  strides  bv  himself  among 
the  reeds  and  shingle,  rejoined  his  party  and  chanted  to  them  the  following 
well-known  ditty. 

This  is  much  better  than  the  common  story,  which  states  that  the  song  was 
first  produced  at  an  Excisemen's  dirmer  when  a  toast  was  asked  from  him. 
Lockhart  proceeds  to  tell  that  Lewars  arrived  shortly  after  with  the  dragoons, 
and  Burns  was  one  of  the  first  to  board  the  brig,  sword  in  hand.  The  crew  lost 
heart  and  submitted :  the  vessel  was  condemned,  and  all  her  arms  and  stores 
sold  next  day  in  Dumfries ;  upon  which  occasion  the  poet  purchased  four 
carronades  by  way  of  trophy,  for  which  ho  paid  £3,  and  sent  them  as  a  present 
to  the  French  Convention,  with  a  letter  testifying  his  admiration  and  respect, 
which  gift  and  letter  were  intercepted  at  the  custom-house  at  Dover,  and  the 
issue  produced  a  good  deal  of  trouble  to  Burns.] 

The  deil  cam  fiddling  thro'  the  town, 

And  danc'd  awa'  wi'  th'  Exciseman ; 
And  ilka  wife  cries,  auld  Mahoun, 

I  wish  you  luck  o'  the  prize,  man. 


CHORUS. 

The  deiVs  awa\  the  deiVs  aiva\ 
The  deiVs  awd  wV  th^  Exciseman  ; 

He's  dancW  awa\  he's  dandd  awa\ 
He's  danc'd  aica'  iri'  th'  Exciseman. 
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We'll  mak  our  maut,  and  we'll  brew  our  drink, 
We'll  laugh,  sing,  and  rejoice,  man  ; 

And  mony  braw  thanks  to  the  meikle  black  deil, 
That  danc'd  awa'  wi'  th'  Exciseman. 
The  deiVs  awa\  ^c. 

There's  threesome  reels,  there's  foursome  reels, 
There's  hornpipes  and  strathspeys,  man. 

But  the  ae  best  dance  e'er  cam  to  the  land. 
Was  the  deil's  awa'  wi'  th'  Exciseman. 
Tlie  deil's  awa\  ^-c. 


THE    FOREGOINQ    IS   THE    LAST   OF   THE    SONGS    CONTRIBUTED    BY 

BURNS    TO    "JOHNSON'S    MUSEUM"    THAT   THE    AUTHOR 

LIVED    TO    SEE    PUBLISHED. 


ADDITIONAL    POEMS, 


FIRST  INCLUDED  IN  THE 


AUTHOR'S    EDITION,    APRIL,   1793. 


In  April,  1793,  we  find  from  the  correspondence  of  the  poet  that  he  presented 
copies  of  the  handsome  new  edition  of  his  poems  in  two  vols.,  small  8vo.,  to 
several  of  his  influential  friends:  among  these  were  the  Earl  of  Gleucairn 
(brother  of  his  deceased  patron);  Patrick  Miller,  Esq.,  of  Dalswinton,  his  former 
landlord  at  EUisland;  John  M'Murdo,  Esq.,  of  Drumlanrig  House;  and  John  F- 
Erskine,  Esq.,  of  Mar.  The  note  to  Mr.  M'Murdo  appears  to  be  merely  the  in- 
scription written  on  the  fly-leaf  of  the  first  vol.,  thus : — "  Will  Mr.  M'Murdo  do 
me  the  favour  to  accept  of  these  volumes  ? — a  trifling,  but  sincere  mark  of  the 
very  high  respect  I  bear  for  his  worth  as  a  man,  his  manners  as  a  gentleman, 
and  his  kindness  as  a  friend.  However  inferior  now,  or  afterwards,  I  may  rank 
as  a  poet,  one  honest  virtue  to  which  few  poets  can  pretend,  I  trust  I  shall  ever 
claim  as  mine, — to  no  man,  whatever  his  station  in  life,  or  his  power  to  serve 
me,  have  I  ever  paid  a  compliment  at  the  expense  of  TBUTH. — The  Author." 

From  his  letter  to  the  Earl  of  Glencaim,  we  extract  the  following  interesting 
passage : — "  When  you  cast  your  eye  on  the  name  at  the  bottom  of  this  letter, 
and  on  the  title-page  of  the  book  I  do  myself  the  honour  to  send  your  lordship, 
a  more  pleasurable  feeling  than  vanity  tells  me  that  it  must  be  a  name  not  en- 
tirely unknown  to  you.  The  generous  patronage  of  your  late  illustrious  brother 
found  me  in  the  lowest  obscurity:  he  introduced  my  rustic  muse  to  the  partiality 
of  my  country;  and  to  him  I  owe  all.  My  sense  of  his  goodness,  and  the 
anguish  of  my  soul  at  losing  my  truly  noble  protector  and  friend,  I  have  en- 
deavoured to  express  in  a  poem  to  his  memory,  which  I  have  now  published. 
This  edition  is  just  from  the  press ;  and  in  my  gratitude  to  the  dead,  and  my 
respect  for  the  living,  I  had  destined  a  copy  for  the  Earl  of  Glenoairn." 
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WRITTEN  IN  FRIARS-CARSE  HERMITAGE, 

ON  NITH-SIDE. 

[It  was  the  good  fortune  of  the  poet,  immediately  on  taking  up  his  residonca 
at  Ellifilanrt,  to  become  intimate  with  Captain  Hobert  Riililol  of  Glouriddel  and 
Friars  Carso.  a  man  of  literary  and  antiquarian  tastes,  and  somewhat  of  a 
musician  besides.  The  mansion  of  this  good  neighbour  was  up  the  Nith,  within 
a  mile's  distance  of  the  poet's  farm,  and  he  had  kindly  given  Burns  a  key 
which  admitted  him  into  the  grounds  of  Friars'  Carse,  to  wander  there  at 
pleasure,  and  to  muse  when  so  inoliucrl,  in  a  little  hermitage  which  Mr.  Hiddel 
had  erected  there.  We  lately  visited  this  place,  and  foimd  it  in  ruins,^ — a  small 
portion  of  the  walls  only  being  standing,  with  the  name  BURNS  cut  out  on  the 
mantelpiece.  The  poet  had  spent  giuch  of  his  interval  of  leisure  between 
the  time  of  leaving  Edinburgh  on  18th  February,  1788,  and  his  arrival  at  EUisIand 
on  the  13th  of  Juno  thereafter,  in  studying  the  standard  English  poets,  and 
translations  from  the  classic  authors  of  Greece  and  Kome,  with  some  Italian  and 
French  authors,  to  most  of  which  he  seems  to  have  been  helped  by  his  corres- 
pondent, Mrs.  Dunlop.  His  course  of  instruction  to  qualify  him  for  his  Excise 
duties,  also  occupied  a  considerable  share  of  his  attention;  and,  thus  equipped, 
he  seems  to  have  set  to  the  work  of  drilling  himself  in  the  composition  of 
English  verses,  which  exercises  we  have  a  sample  of  in  the  following  poem, 
apparently  constructed  on  the  model  of  Graj'.  His  learned  correspondent.  Dr. 
Moore,  had  frequently  pressed  on  him  the  advice  to  write  less  in  his  native  Doric 
dialect,  and  gratify  English  ears  with  some  efforts  in  the  standard  language. 
One  of  the  letters  of  that  gentleman  to  the  poet  has  the  following  passage: — "  I 
miderstand  you  intend  to  take  a  farm,  and  make  the  useful  and  respectable 
bu.siness  of  husbandry  j-our  chief  occupation:  this,  I  hope,  will  not  prevent 
your  making  occasional  addresses  to  the  nine  ladies  who  have  shown  you  such 
favour — one  of  whom  visited  you  in  the  'auld  clay  biggin.'  VirgU,  before  you, 
proved  to  the  world  that  there  is  nothing  in  the  business  of  husbandry  inimical 
to  poetry,  and  I  sincerely  hope  that  you  may  afford  an  example  of  a  good  poet 
being  a  successful  farmer." 

The  first  draught  of  these  verses  bears  date  28th  June,  1788,  and  he  scratched 
the  six  opening  lines,  with  his  diamond,  on  a  pane  of  glass  in  the  "  ivied  cot." 
Not  being  quite  satisfied  with  his  effort,  he  re-wrote  the  poem,  retaining  only  a 
few  of  the  opening  lines  and  the  closing  couplet.  The  first  of  these  essays  will 
appear  among  the  posthumous  poems  in  our  second  volume  :  the  latter  version, 
dated  December,  1788,  is  that  now  presented  to  the  reader.] 

Thou  -whom  chance  may  hither  lead, 
Be  thou  chid  in  russet  weed, 
Be  thou  deckt  in  silken  stole, 
Grave  these  counsels  on  thy  soul. 

Life  is  but  a  day  at  most, 
Sprung  from  night,  in  darkness  lost ; 
Hope  not  sunshine  every  hour. 
Fear  not  clouds  will  always  lour. 

As  Youth  and  Love  with  sprightly  dance, 
Beneath  thy  morning  star  advance. 
Pleasure  with  her  siren  air    , 
May  delude  the  thoughtless'pair ; 
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Let  Prudence  bless  Enjoyment's  cup, 
Then  raptured  sip  and  sip  it  up. 

As  thy  day  grows  warm  and  high, 

Life's  meridian  flaming  nigh, 

Dost  thou  spurn  the  humble  vale  ? 

Life's  proud  summits  wouldst  thou  scale  ? 

Check  thy  climbing  step,  elate. 

Evils  lurk  in  felon  wait : 

Dangers,  eagle-pinioned,  bold, 

Soar  around  each  cliffy  hold. 

While  chearful  peace,  with  linnet  song. 

Chants  the  lowly  dells  among. 

As  thy  shades  of  evening  close, 

Beck'ning  thee  to  long  repose ; 

As  life  itself  becomes  disease, 

Seek  the  chimney-nook  of  ease. 

There  ruminate  with  sober  thought ; 

On  all  thou'st  seen,  and  heard,  and  wrought ; 

And  teach  the  sportive  younkers  round, 

Saws  of  experience,  sage  and  sound. 

Say,  man's  true,  genuine  estimate. 

The  grand  criterion  of  his  fate. 

Is  not,  art  thou  high  or  low  ? 

Did  thy  fortune  ebb  or  flow  ? 

Did  many  talents  gild  thy  span  ? 

Or  frugal  Nature  grudge  thee  one  ? 

Teh  them,  and  press  it  on  their  mind, 

As  thou  thyself  must  shortly  find, 

The  smile  or  frown  of  aweful  Heaven, 

To  Virtue  or  to  Vice  is  given. 

Say,  to  be  just,  and  kind,  and  wise. 

There  solid  self-enjoyment  lies  ; 

That  foolish,  selfish,  faithless  ways, 

Lead  to  be  wretched,  vile,  and  base. 

Thus,  resigned  and  quiet,  creep 
To  the  bed  of  lasting  sleep ; 
Sleep,  whence  thou  shalt  ne'er  awake. 
Night,  where  dawn  shall  never  wake, 
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Till  Future  Life,  future  no  more, 
To  liglit  and  joy  the  j^ood  restore. 
To  liglit  and  joy  unknown  before. 

Stranger,  go !  Heaven  be  thy  guide  ! 
Quod  the  Beadsman  of  Nith-side. 


ODE, 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  MRS.  OF 


[This  is  a  production  of  January,  1789.  His  own  account  of  it,  addressed  to 
Dr.  Moore  on  23rd  March  thereafter,  is  as  follows: — "You  probably  knew 
her  personally  (Mrs.  Oswald  of  Auchencruive) — an  honour  of  which  I  cannot 
boast;  but  I  spent  my  early  years  in  her  neighbourhood,  and  among  her 
servants  and  tenants.  I  know  that  she  was  detested  with  the  most  heartfelt 
cordiality.  However,  in  the  particular  part  of  her  conduct  which  roused  my 
poetic  wrath,  she  was  much  less  blameable.  In  January  last,  on  my  road  to 
Ayrshire,  I  had  put  up  at  Bailie  "Whigham's  in  Sanquhar — the  only  tolerable  inn 
in  the  place.  The  frost  was  keen,  and  the  grim  evening  and  howling  wind  were 
ushering  in  a  night  of  snow  and  di-ift.  My  horse  and  I  were  both  much  fatigued 
with  the  labours  of  the  day;  and  just  as  my  friend  the  bailie  and  I  were  bidding 
detiance  to  the  storm,  over  a  smoking  bowl,  in  wheels  the  funeral  pageantry 
of  the  late  Mrs.  Oswald  (she  died  in  London,  on  6th  December,  1788),  and  poor 
I  am  forced  to  brave  all  the  terrors  of  the  tempestuous  night,  and  jade  my 
horse — my  young  favourite  horse,  whom  I  had  christened  Pegasus — twelve  miles 
farther  on  through  the  wildest  hills  and  moors  of  Ayrshire  to  the  next  inn ! 
The  powers  of  poetry  and  prose  sink  under  me  when  I  describe  what  I  felt. 
SufQce  it  to  say,  that  when  a  good  lire  at  New  Cumnock  had  so  far  recovered 
my  frozen  sinews,  I  sat  down  and  wrote  the  enclosed  Ode."  The  poet,  a  few 
years  afterwards,  wrote  more  favourably  of  this  lady's  successors.  Her  son  or 
nephew,  Mr.  E.  A.  Oswald  of  Auchencruive,  married  the  beautiful  and  ac- 
complished Miss  Lucy  Johnston  of  Hilton,  and  he  produced  an  elegant  song  in 
her  lionour — 0  wat  ye  wha's  in  yon  town.'] 

Dweller  in  yon  dungeon  dark, 
Hangman  of  creation,  mark  ! 
Who  in  widow  weeds  appears, 
Laden  with  unhonoured  years, 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  purse, 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse? 

STROPHE. 

Yiew  the  wither'd  beldam's  face — 

Can  thy  keen  inspection  trace 

Aught  of  Humanity's  sweet  melting  grace  ? 
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Note  that  eye,  'tis  rheum  o'erflows, 

Pity's  flood  there  never  rose. 

See  those  hands,  ne'er  stretch'd  to  save, 

Hands  that  toolc — but  never  gave. 

Keeper  of  Mammon's  iron  chest, 

Lo,  there  she  goes,  unpitied  and  unblest, 

She  goes,  but  not  to  realms  of  everlasting  rest ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Plunderer  of  Armies,  hft  thine  eyes, 
(A  while  forbear,  ye  torturing  fiends), 
Seest  thou  whose  step,  unwilling,  hither  bends  ? 

No  fallen  angel,  hurled  from  upper  skies ; 
'Tis  thy  trusty  quondam  3Iate, 
Doomed  to  share  thy  fiery  fate. 

She,  tardy,  hell-ward  phes. 

EPODE. 

And  are  they  of  no  more  avail, 

Ten  thousand  glittering  pounds  a  year  ? 
In  other  worlds  can  Mammon  fail, 

Omnipotent  as  he  is  here  ? 
0,  bitter  mockery  of  the  pompous  bier, 

While  down  the  wretched  vital pyart  is  driven! 
The  cave-lodged  beggar,  with  a  conscience  clear, 

ExjDires  in  rags,  unknown,  and  goes  to  Heaven. 
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ELEGY  ON  CAPT.  M H- 


A  GENTLEMAN  "WHO  HELD  THE  PATENT  FOR  HIS  HONOURS 
IMMEDIATELY  FROM  ALMIGHTY  GOD. 


But  now  his  radiant  course  is  run. 

For  Matthew  s  course  was  brirjht; 
Bis  soul  teas  like  the  ylorious  sun, 

A  matchless  Heavenly  Light! 

[The  name  of  this  gentleman  (Capt  Matthew  Henderson)  is  found  in  the  list 
of  subscribers  to  the  poefs  Edinburgh  edition  of  April,  1787,  thus: — "Matthew 
Henderson,  Esq.,  4  copies."  It  would  appear  that  the  prefix,  "Captain,"  was  a 
mere  bj-e-name  bestowed  on  him  by  his  familiars  and  club-associates;  for  ho 
was  a  member  of  a  select  society  in  Edinburgh,  called  the  Capillaire  Club,  which 
held  its  meetings  in  Fortune's  Tavern,  Writers'  Court,  The  first  not;ce  we  have 
of  this  beautiful  poem  is  in  a  letter  dated  August  2,  1790,  addressed  to  Mr. 
M'Murdo,  chamberlain  to  the  Duke  of  Queensberry,  in  which  he  says — "Permit 
a  rustic  muse  of  your  acquaintance  to  do  her  best  to  soothe  you  with  a  song. 
You  knew  Henderson — I  have  not  flattered  his  memory."  In  sending  a  copy  of  it 
along  with  other  poems  to  Dr.  Moore,  he  says — "The  Elegy  on  Captain  Henderson 
is  a  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a  man  I  loved  much.  Poets  have  in  this,  the  same 
advantage  as  Roman  Catholics ;  they  can  be  of  service  to  their  friends  after  they 
have  passed  that  bourne  where  all  other  kindness  ceases  to  be  of  avail.  As 
almost  all  my  religious  tenets  originate  fi-om  the  heart,  I  am  wonderfully  pleased 
with  the  idea  that  I  can  still  keep  up  a  tender  intercourse  with  the  dearly- 
beloved  friend,  or  BtiU  more  dearly-beloved  mistress,  who  is  gone  to  the  worll 
of  spirits." 

Robert  Chambers  deplores  the  scarcity  of  contemporary  evidence  cf 
Henderson's  identity,  and  tells  us  that  he  searched  the  obituaries  in  vain  for 
his  death.  Therefore,  when  even  the  "  Traditions  of  Edinburgh  "  are  silent 
■about  him,  one  may  be  excused  for  holding  that  this  "  rare  Matthew  "  was  of 
'  the  order  of  Jlelchisedek.  " 

Thus  far  had  we  written  and  printed  in  1871.  However,  on  the  information 
that  Dr.  Carruthers  of  Inverness,  had  discovered  a  notice  of  his  death  in  the 
Scots'  Magazine  for  November,  1788,  we  made  an  effort  to  ascertain 
where  he  was  buried.  In  April,  1872,  we  addressed  enquiries  on  the 
subject  to  all  the  Burial  Recorders  in  Edinburgh,  and  eventually  had  the 
satisfaction  to  receive  from  the  Recorder  of  Greyfriar's  the  following  extract : 
— "  Captain  Matthew  Henderson  of  Timnochside  ;  buried  27th  November, 
1788  :     Place  of  lutermout,  G  D.  paces  south  Pitcairlie's  tomb.    Old  A." 

Here  then  we  discovered  that  the  prefix  "  Captain"  was  no  mere  byname 
or  soubriquet,  and  that  although  a  "  poor  man,"  Matthew  was  a  man  of  '•  title," 
as  poor  Scotland  will  say  of  any  one  of  her  sons  who  owns  a  bit  of  land.  We 
speedily  made  our  way  to  "  Pitcairlie' s  Tomb,"  a  magnificent  erection  about 
200  years  old,  and  measuring  off  six  double  paces  therefrom  in  a  line  straight 
south  we  stood  on  the  "  honest  turf"  beneath  which  slumbers  "  the  ae  best 
fellow  o'er  was  born."  There,  within  sight  of  ambitious  monuments  ranged 
against  the  crumbling  walls,  we  felt  the  full  effect  of  the  poet's  lines — 

"  Go  to  your  sculptured  tombs,  ye  great. 

In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state  ! 

But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait,  thou  manof  worth, 

And  mourn  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate  e'er  lay  in  earth."] 

O  DEATH !  thou  tyrant  fell  and  bloody ! 
The  meikle  devil  wi'  a  woodie 
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Haurl  thee  hame  to  his  black  sraiddie, 
O'er  hurcheon  hides, 

And  like  stock-fish  come  o'er  his  studdie 
Wi'  thy  auld  sides ! 

He's  gane !  he's  gane !  he's  frae  us  torn, 

The  ae  best  fellow  e'er  was  born ! 

Thee,  Matthew,  Nature's  sel'  shall  mourn 

By  wood  and  wild, 
Where,  haply,  Pity  strays  forlorn, 

Frae  man  exil'd. 

Ye  hills,  near  neebors  o'  the  starns, 
That  proudly  cock  your  cresting  cairns ; 
Ye  cliffs,  the  haunts  of  sailing  yearns, 

Adhere  Echo  slumbers. 
Come  join,  ye  Nature's  sturdiest  bairns. 

My  waihng  numbers. 

Mourn,  ilka  grove  the  cushat  kens ; 
Ye  hazelly  shaws  and  briery  dens  ; 
Ye  buruies,  wimpliu  down  your  glens, 

Wi'  toddhn  din. 
Or  foaming,  Strang,  wi'  hasty  stens, 

Frae  hn  to  lin. 


Mourn  little  harebells  o'er  the  lea ; 
Ye  stately  foxgloves  fair  to  see ; 
Ye  woodbines  hanging  bonilie. 

In  scented  bowers ; 
Ye  roses  on  your  thorny  tree, 

The  first  o'  flowers. 

At  dawn,  when  every  grassy  blade 

Droops  with  a  diamond  at  his  head. 

At  even',  when  beans  their  fragrance  shed, 

I'  th'  rustling  gale, 
Ye  maukins  whiddin  thro'  the  glade, 

Come  join  my  wail. 
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Mourn,  ye  wee  songsters  o'  the  wood ; 
Ye  grouse  that  crap  the  heather  bud ; 
Ye  curlews  calUng  thro'  a  chid ; 

Ye  whisthng  plover ; 
And  mourn,  ye  whirring  paitrick  brood ; 

He's  gane  for  ever ! 

Mourn,  sooty  coots,  and  speckled  teals ; 
Ye  fisher  herons,  watching  eels ; 
Ye  duck  and  drake,  wi'  airy  wheels 

Circling  the  lake : 
Ye  bitterns,  till  the  quagmire  reels, 

Rair  for  his  sake. 

Mourn,  clamouring  craiks  at  close  o'  day, 
'Mang  fields  o'  flowering  clover  gay  ; 
And  when  ye  wing  your  annual  way 

Frae  our  cauld  shore. 
Tell  thae  far  warlds,  wha  hes  in  clay, 

Wham  we  deplore. 

Ye  houlets,  frae  your  ivy  bower. 
In  some  auld  tree,  or  eldritch  tower. 
What  time  the  moon,  wi'  silent  glowr. 

Sets  up  her  horn, 
Wail  thro'  the  dreary  midnight  hour 

Till  waukrife  morn. 

0  rivers,  forests,  hills,  and  plains ! 
Oft  have  ye  heard  my  canty  strains : 
But  now,  what  else  for  me  remains 

But  tales  of  woe  ? 
And  frae  my  een  the  drapping  rains 

Maun  ever  flow. 

Mourn,  Spring,  thou  darUng  of  the  year  ! 
Ilk  cowslip  cup  shall  kep  a  tear : 
Thou,  Simmer,  while  each  corny  spear 

Shoots  up  its  head. 
Thy  gay,  green,  flowery  tresses  shear, 

For  him  that's  dead. 
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Thou,  Autumn,  wi'  thy  yellow  hair, 
In  grief  thy  sallow  mantle  tear ; 
Thou,  Winter,  hurling  thro'  the  air 

The  roaring  blast. 
Wide  o'er  the  naked  world  declare 

The  worth  we've  lost. 

Mourn  him,  thou  Sun,  great  source  of  light  1 
Mourn,  Empress  of  the  silent  night ! 
And  you,  ye  twinkhng  starnies  bright. 

My  Matthew  mourn ; 
For  through  your  orbs  he's  ta'en  his  flight, 

Ne'er  to  return. 

jQ  jj********  t  \]^Q  man !  the  brother ! 
And  art  thou  gone,  and  gone  for  ever? 
And  hast  thou  crost  that  unknown  river, 

Life's  dreary  bound  ? 
Like  thee,  where  shall  I  find  another. 

The  world  around? 

Go  to  your  sculptur'd  tombs,  ye  Great, 
In  a'  the  tinsel  trash  o'  state ! 
But  by  thy  honest  turf  I'll  wait. 

Thou  man  of  worth ! 
And  weep  the  ae  best  fellow's  fate 

E'er  lay  in  earth. 


THE    EPITAPH. 

Stop,  passenger ! — my  story's  brief, 
And  truth  I  shall  relate,  man  ; 

I  tell  nae  common  tale  o'  grief — 
For  Matthew  was  a  great  man. 

If  thou  uncommon  merit  hast, 

Yet  spurn'd  at  Fortune's  door,  man; 

A  look  of  pity  hither  east — 
For  Matthew  was  a  poor  man. 
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If  thou  a  noble  sodger  art, 

That  passest  by  this  grave,  man, 

There  moulders  here  a  gallant  heart — 
For  Matthew  was  a  brave  man. 

If  thou  on  men,  their  works  and  ways. 
Canst  throw  uncommon  light,  man, 

Here  hes  wha  weel  had  won  thy  praise- 
For  Matthew  was  a  bright  man. 

If  thou  at  Friendship's  sacred  ca' 
Wad  hfe  itself  resign,  man. 

Thy  sympathetic  tear  maun  fa' — 
For  Matthew  was  a  kind  man. 

If  thou  art  staunch  without  a  stain. 
Like  the  unchanging  blue,  man, 

This  was  a  kinsman  o'  thy  ain — 
For  Matthew  was  a  true  man. 

If  thou  hast  wit,  and  fun,  and  fire, 
And  ne'er  gude  wine  did  fear,  man. 

This  was  thy  bilhe,  dam,  and  sire — 
For  Matthew  was  a  queer  man. 

If  ony  whiggish  whingin'  sot. 

To  blame  poor  Matthew  dare,  man, 

May  dool  and  sorrow  be  his  lot ! 
For  Matthew  was  a  rare  man. 
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LAMENT  OF  MARY,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS, 

ON  THE  APPROACH  OF  SPRING. 


[In  February,  1791,  tho  poet  enclosed  this  beautiful  composition  to  Mrs. 
Graham  of  Fintry,  with  the  following  remarks: — "  Whether  it  is  that  the  story 
of  our  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  has  a  peculiar  effect  on  the  feelings  of  a  poet,  or 
whether  I  have  in  the  enclosed  ballad  succeeded  beyond  my  usual  jioetic  success,  I 
know  not ;  but  it  has  pleased  me  beyond  any  effort  of  my  Muse  for  a  good  while 
past.  (Reader,  Tain  o'  Shanter  had  just  been  produced.)  On  that  account, 
I  enclose  it  particularly  to  you."  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  Burns  was 
right  in  estimating  this  exquisite  lyric  as  belonging  to  a  class  of  composition 
higher  in  standard  than  even  his  chef-iVcenvre  can  aspire  to.  He  never  pretended, 
and  his  wife  never  alleged,  that  he  wrote  stanzas  like  these  "in  one  day:" 
there  are  but  seven  double-verses  in  the  piece,  and  yet,  were  we  to  assume  that 
each  took  him  a  week  to  perfect,  the  calculation  might  not  be  far  astray. 
His  words  to  Moore,  in  regard  to  this  matter,  are  noteworthy: — "The  ballad  on 
Queen  Mary  was  begun  while  I  was  busy  with  Percy  s  ReMques  of  English  Poetry." 
Allan  Cunningham  tells  us  that  this  ballad  is  written  in  imitation  of  one  called 
— "Lord  Maxwell's  Goodnight,"  which  the  reader  will  find  recorded  in  Scott's 
Border  Minstrelsy.  Wo  have  examined  that  ballad,  and  very  good  it  is  in  its  way, 
yet  the  only  resemblance  wo  find  is,  that  they  are  both  in  the  old  8-C  ballad- 
measure.  The  "Last  Goodnight"  of  CA/We  i/a/'o/d  is  a  professed,  and  excellent 
imita,tion  of  the  old  ballad  referred  to ;  but  the  present  verses  by  Bums  are  in 
no  way  beholden  to  it. 

Soon  after  tho  composition  of  Queen  Mary's  Lament,  Lady  Winifred  Maxwell 
Constable  presented  the  poet  with  an  elegant  snuff-box,  containing  on  the  lid  a 
beautiful  minature  of  Queen  Mary,  and  this  is  believed  to  have  been  a  compli- 
mentary return  for  the  pleasure  that  lady  had  enjoyed  in  perusing  the  present 
lyric,  and  also  his  verses,  addressed  to  old  Tj'tler,  on  the  same  hapless  Queen, 
of  which  he  had  sent  her  copies.  One  of  the  poet's  sons  in  India,  many  years 
afterwards,  had  the  nnsfortune  to  suffer  the  destruction  of  that  box  byanaccident. 

Burns  enclosed  these  verses  to  Clarinda,  with  the  following  remarks : — "  Such, 
my  dearest  Clarinda,  were  the  words  of  the  amiable  but  unfortunate  Mary. 
Misfortune  seems  to  take  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  darting  her  arrows  against 
'honest  men  and  bonie  lasses.'  Of  this  you  are  too,  too  just  a  proof;  but  may 
your  future  fate  be  a  bright  exception  to  the  rule."] 


Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  green 

On  every  blooming  tree. 
And  spreads  her  sheets  o'  daisies  white 

Out  o'er  the  grassy  lea  : 
Now  Phoebus  cheers  the  crystal  streams, 

And  glads  the  azure  skies ; 
But  nought  can  glad  the  weary  wight 

That  fast  in  durance  hes. 

Now  laverocks  wake  the  merry  morn, 

Aloft  on  dewy  wing  ; 
The  merle,  in  his  noontide  bovver, 

Makes  woodland  echoes  ring  ; 
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The  mavis  mild  wi'  many  a  note, 

Sings  drowsy  day  to  rest : 
In  love  and  freedom  they  rejoice, 

Wi'  care  nor  thrall  opprest. 

Now  blooms  the  lily  by  the  bank, 

The  i)rimrose  down  the  brae ; 
The  hawthorn's  budding  m  the  glen, 

And  milk-white  is  the  slae  : 
The  meanest  hind  in  fair  Scotland 

May  rove  their  sweets  amang ; 
But  I,  the  Queen  of  a'  Scotland, 

Maun  lie  in  prison  Strang ! 

I  was  the  Queen  o'  bonie  France, 

Where  happy  I  hae  been ; 
Fu'  hghtly  rase  I  on  the  morn, 

As  blythe  lay  down  at  e'en  ; 
And  I'm  the  sovereign  of  Scotland, 

And  mony  a  traitor  there ; 
Yet  here  I  lie  in  foreign  bands, 

And  never-ending  care. 

But  as  for  thee,  thou  false  woman  ! 

My  sister  and  my  fae, 
Grim  vengeance  yet  shall  whet  a  sword 

That  thro'  thy  soul  shall  gae ! 
The  weeping  blood  in  woman's  breast 

Was  never  known  to  thee ; 
Nor  th'  balm  that  drops  on  wounds  of  woe 

Frae  woman's  pitying  e'e. 

My  son !  my  son !  may  kinder  stars 

Upon  thy  fortune  shine  ! 
And  may  those  pleasures  gild  thy  reign. 

That  ne'er  wad  blink  on  mine ! 
God  keep  thee  frae  thy  mother's  faes, 

Or  turn  their  hearts  to  thee : 
And  where  thou  meet'st  thy  mother's  friend, 

Remember  him  for  me ! 
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O  soon,  to  me,  may  summer  suns 

Nae  mair  light  up  the  morn ! 
Nae  mair,  to  me,  the  autumn  winds 

Wave  o'er  the  yellow  corn! 
And  in  the  narrow  house  o'  death 

Let  winter  round  me  rave ; 
And  the  next  flowers,  that  deck  the  spring, 

Bloom  on  my  peaceful  grave. 


TO  R*****  Gr*****  OF  r*****   Esq. 

[In  the  Glenriddel  MS.  the  poet  has  dated  this  epistle  "  5th  Oct.,  1791."  It 
Ought  therefore  to  be  called  the  "  Fourth  "  instead  of  "  Third  "  epistle  to 
Graham,  as  Chambers  has  ranked  it.  The  first  is  that  commencing  "  When 
Nature,  &c."  (p.  141,  vol.  2) :  the  second  is  that  given  at  page  155  of  same  vol., 
beginning  "  I  call  no  goddess,  &c.;"  and  the  third  is  in  the  form  of  an  Election 
ballad  (p.  317,  vol.  2),  commencing  "Fintrj',  my  stay,  &c."  It  is  certain, 
however  that  several  portions  of  this  fourth  epistle  were  composed  as  early  as 
the  one  ranked  first,  the  apostrophe  to  dullness  and  other  parts  being 
quoted  in  the  poet's  letter  to  Mrs.  Dunlop,  of  1st  January,  17S9. 

In  1793,  when  the  poet  was  induced  to  give  to  the  world  some  additional  pieces 
which  he  had  composed  since  the  appearance  of  his  Caledonian  Hunt  edition  of 
1787,  he  selected  the  present  poem  out  of  several.'as  a  sample  of  his  workmanship 
in  English  verse  "after  the  manner  of  Pope's  moral  Epistles."  The  reference 
in  the  opening  line  is  to  a  recent  accident  he  had  sustained  by  his  horse  falling 
with  him.  This  Epistle  is  but  a  fragment  of  an  extensive  poem  which  he  planned 
shortly  after  his  first  arrival  at  Ellisland,  under  the  title  of  "  The  Poet's  Progress." 
In  January,  1789,  he  transcribed  some  portions  of  it  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart, 
with  these  remarks :—"  This  poem  is  a  species  of  composition  new  to  me,  but  I 
do  not  intend  it  shall  be  my  last  essay  of  the  kind.  These  fragments,  if  my 
design  succeeds,  are  but  a  small  part  of  the  intended  whole :  I  propose  it  shall 
be  the  work  of  my  utmost  exertions,  ripened  by  years." 

Mr.  Graham  of  Fintry  and  Burns  first  met  at  the  table  of  the  Duke  of  Athole, 
in  the  course  of  the  poet's  excursion  to  the  North  Highlands  in  1787.  When  he, 
a  few  months  thereafter,  formed  the  resolution  to  enter  the  £xeise,  he  wrote  to 
that  gentleman,  who  was  one  of  the  Commissioners,  and  solicited  his  support 
to  his  application.  Thus  he  writes :— When  I  had  the  honour  of  being  intro- 
duced to  you  at  Athole  House,  I  did  not  think  so  soon  of  asking  a  favour  from 
you.  When  Lear,  in  Shakespeare,  asked  old  Kent  why  he  wished  to  be  in  his 
service,  he  answered :  '  Because  you  have  that  in  your  face  which  I  would  fain 
call  master ! "    For  some  such  reason,  sir,  do  I  now  solicit  your  patronage." 

"Of  all  Burns'  friends  (so  writes  Wilson),  the  most  efUcient  was  Graham  of 
Fintrj'.  To  him  he  owed  exciseman's  diploma — settlement  as  a  gauger  in  a 
district  of  ten  parishes,  when  he  was  gudeman  at  Ellisland — translation  as 
gauger  to  Dumfries— support  against  insidious  toes,  despicable,  yet  not  to  bo 
despised,  with  rumour  at  their  head — vindication  at  the  Excise  Board — a 
temporary  supervisorship— and,  though  he  knew  not  of  it,  security  from  dreaded 
degradation  on  his  death-bed."] 

Late  crippled  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg, 
About  to  beg  a  pans  for  leave  to  beg ; 
Dull,  hstless,  teased,  dejected,  and  deprest, 
(Nature  is  adverse  to  a  cripple's  rest); 
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Will  generous  G*****  list  to  his  Poet's  wail  ? 
(It  soothes  poor  Misery,  hearkening  to  her  tale), 
And  hear  hira  curse  the  light  he  first  surveyed, 
And  doubly  curse  the  luckless  rhyming  trade? 

Thou,  Nature,  partial  Nature !  I  arraign ; 

Of  thy  caprice  maternal  I  complain : 

The  Hon  and  the  bull  thy  care  have  found, 

One  shakes  the  forest,  and  one  spurns  the  ground : 

Thou  giv'st  the  ass  his  hide,  the  snail  his  shell, 

Th'  envenomed  wasp,  victorious,  guards  his  cell ; 

Thy  minions,  kings  defend,  controul,  devour, 

In  all  th'  omnipotence  of  rule  and  power; 

Foxes  and  statesmen,  subtle  wiles  ensure; 

The  cit  and  polecat  stink,  and  are  secure ; 

Toads  with  their  poison,  doctors  with  their  drug. 

The  priest  and  hedgehog  in  their  robes,  are  snug ; 

Even  silly  woman  has  her  warUke  arts. 

Her  tongue  and  eyes,  her  dreaded  spear  and  darts. 

But,  oh !  thou  bitter  step-mother  and  hard. 
To  thy  poor,  fenceless,  naked  child — the  Bard ! 
A  thing  unteachable  in  world's  skill. 
And  half  an  idiot  too,  more  helpless  still ; 
No  heels  to  bear  him  from  the  opening  dun ; 
No  claws  to  dig,  his  hated  sight  to  shun ; 
No  horns,  but  those  by  luckless  Hymen  worn. 
And  those,  alas  !  not  Amalthea's  horn : 
No  nerves  olfact'ry,  Mammon's  trusty  cur, 
Clad  in  rich  Dulness'  comfortable  fur  ; — 
In  naked  feeling,  and  in  aching  pride. 
He  bears  the  unbroken  blast  from  every  side : 
Vampyre  booksellers  drain  him  to  the  heart. 
And  scorpion  Critics  cureless  venom  dart : — 

Critics  ! — appalled,  I  venture  on  the  name — 
Those  cut-throat  bandits  in  the  paths  of  fame : 
Bloody  dissectors,  worse  than  ten  Monroes ! 
He  hacks  to  teach,  they  mangle  to  expose  :  — 
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His  heart  by  causeless  wanton  malice  wrung, 

By  blockheads'  daring  into  madness  stung ; 

His  well-won  bays,  than  hfe  itself  more  dear, 

By  miscreants  torn,  who  ne'er  one  sprig  must  wear : 

Foiled,  bleeding,  tortured,  in  the  unequal  strife. 

The  hapless  Poet  flounders  on  thro'  hfe  ; 

Till  fled  each  hope  that  once  his  bosom  fired, 

And  fled  each  Muse  that  glorious  once  inspu-ed, 

Low-sunk  in  squahd,  unprotected  age. 

Dead  even  resentment  for  his  injured  page, 

He  heeds  or  feels  no  more  the  ruthless  Critic's  rage ! 

So,  by  some  hedge,  the  generous  steed  deceased. 
For  half-starved  snarling  curs  a  dainty  feast ; 
By  toil  and  famine  wore  to  skin  and  bone, 
Lies,  senseless  of  each  tugging  bitch's  son. 

0  Dulness !  portion  of  the  truly  blest ! 
Calm  sheltered  haven  of  eternal  rest ! 

Thy  sons  ne'er  madden  in  the  fierce  extremes 
Of  Fortune's  polar  frost,  or  torrid  beams. 
If  mantling  high  she  fiUs  the  golden  cup. 
With  sober  selfish  ease  they  sip  it  up : 
Conscious  the  bounteous  meed  they  well  deserve, 
They  only  wonder  "  some  folks  "  do  not  starve. 
The  grave  sage  hern  thus  easy  picks  his  frog, 
And  thinks  the  mallard  a  sad  worthless  dog. 
"When  disappointment  snaps  the  clue  of  hope, 
And  thro'  disastrous  night  they  darkling  grope. 
With  deaf  endurance  sluggishly  they  bear. 
And  just  conclude  that  "  fools  are  fortune's  care." 
So,  heavy,  passive  to  the  tempest's  shocks, 
Strong  on  the  sign-post  stands  the  stupid  ox. 

Ko  so  the  idle  Muses'  mad-cap  train. 

Nor  such  the  workings  of  their  moon-struck  brain; 

In  equanimity  they  never  dwell, 

By  turns  in  soaring  heaven,  or  vaulted  hell. 

1  dread  thee.  Fate,  relentless  and  severe. 
With  all  a  poet's,  husband's,  father's  fear! 
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Already  one  strong  hold  of  hope  is  lost, 
Glencaini,  the  truly  noble,  lies  in  dust ; 
(Fled,  like  the  sun  eclips'd  as  noon  appears, 
And  left  us  darkling  in  a  world  of  tears :) 
O  hear  my  ardent,  grateful,  selfish  prayer  ! — 
F*****,  my  other  stay,  long  bless  and  spare ! 
Thro'  a  long  hfe  his  hopes  and  wishes  crown , 
And  bright  in  cloudless  skies  his  sun  go  down  ! 
May  bliss  domestic,  smooth  his  private  path ; 
Give  energy  to  life ;  and  soothe  his  latest  breath. 
With  many  a  fihal  tear  circhng  the  bed  of  death ! 


LAMENT  FOR  JAMES,  EARL  OF  GLENCAIRN. 

[Here  we  have  the  poet,  released  from  the  trammels  of  pure  English  verse, 
paying  a  beautiful  tribute  of  sorrow,  gratitude,  and  love,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
death  of  his  noble  young  patron,  who  died  on  30th  January,  1791,  aged  41,  at 
Falmouth,  after  a  vain  effort  to  restore  health  by  a  voyage  to  Lisbon.  It  does 
not  appear  that  the  poet  felt  himself  in  the  vein  to  produce  this  Lament  at  the 
time  he  first  got  the  announcement  of  his  loss,  which  appears  not  to  have  been 
earlier  than  March.  Sir  John  Whitefoord's  letter  to  the  poet,  acknowledging 
receipt  of  the  finished  poem,  is  dated  16th  October,  1791,  so  we  must  conclude 
that  Burns  produced  it  only  after  long  musing ;  and  in  some  of  the  stanzas,  it 
must  be  owned,  he  has  almost  equalled  his  Queeji  Mam's  Lament  in  pathos  and 
ballad  simplicity.  On  19th  March,  1791,  his  letter  to  Mr.  Dalzell,  the  late  Earl's 
factor,  has  the  following  passage : — "  I  had  a  packet  of  poetic  bagatelles  ready 
to  send  to  Lady  Betty  (his  lorship's  sister)  when  I  saw  the  fatal  tidings  in  the 
newspapers.  I  see,  by  the  same  channel,  that  the  honored  remains  of  my  noble 
patron  are  designed  to  be  brought  to  the  family  burial-place.  Dare  I  trouble 
you  to  let  me  know  privately  before  the  day  of  interment,  that  I  may  cross  the 
country,  and  steal  among  the  crowd,  to  pay  a  tear  to  the  last  sight  of  my  ever- 
remembered  benefactor?     It  will  oblige  me  beyond  expression." 

The  poet  remembered  Gleneairn  "  after  many  days."  On  August  12,  1794, 
when  his  fourth  son  was  born,  he  named  him  James  Gleneairn  Burns.  That 
son  was  afterwards,  like  his  elder  brother  William,  a  Lieut. -Colonel  in  the  East 
India  Company's  service,  and  died  at  Dumfries,  in  1865,  aged  71.] 

The  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills. 

By  fits  the  sun's  departing  beam 
Look'd  on  the  fading  yellow  woods 

That  wav'd  o'er  Lugar's  winding  stream ; 
Beneath  a  craigy  steep,  a  Bard, 

Laden  with  years,  and  meikle  pain. 
In  loud  lament  bewail'd  his  lord. 

Whom  death  had  all  untimely  ta'en. 
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He  lean'd  him  to  an  ancient  aik, 

Whose  trunk  was  mould'riug  down  with  years ; 
His  locks  were  bleached  white  with  time, 

His  hoary  cheek  was  wet  wi'  tears  : 
And  as  he  toueh'd  his  trembling  harp, 

And  as  he  tuned  his  doleful  sang, 
The  winds,  lamenting  thro'  their  caves. 

To  echo  bore  the  notes  alang  ! 

"  Ye  scatter'd  birds  that  faintly  sing 

"  The  rehques  of  the  vernal  quire ; 
"  Ye  woods  that  shed  on  a'  the  winds 

"  The  honours  of  the  aged  year ! 
"  A  few  short  months,  and  glad  and  gay, 

"  Again  ye'll  charm  the  ear  and  e'e ; 
"  But  nocht  in  all  revolving  time 

"  Can  gladness  bring  again  to  me. 

"  I  am  a  bending  aged  tree, 

"  That  long  has  stood  the  wind  and  rain ; 
"  But  now  has  come  a  cruel  blast, 

"  And  my  last  hald  of  earth  is  gane : 
"  Nae  leaf  o'  mine  shall  greet  the  spring, 

"  Nae  simmer  sun  exalt  my  bloom ; 
"  But  I  maun  he  before  the  storm, 

"  And  ithers  plant  them  in  my  room. 

"  I've  seen  sae  mony  changefu'  years, 

"  On  earth  I  am  a  stranger  grown ; 
"  I  wander  in  the  ways  of  men, 

"  Ahke  unknowing  and  unknown: 
"  Unheard,  unpitied,  unreliev'd, 

"  I  bear  alane  my  lade  o'  care, 
'•  For  silent,  low,  on  beds  of  dust, 

"  Lie  a'  that  would  my  sorrows  share. 

"  And  last,  (the  sum  of  a'  my  griefs  !) 

"  My  noble  master  lies  in  clay ; 
'•  The  flower  amang  our  barons  bold, 

"  His  country's  pride,  his  country's  stay : 
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"  In  weary  being  now  I  pine, 

"  For  all  the  life  of  life  is  dead, 
"  And  hope  has  left  my  aged  ken, 

"  On  forward  wing  for  ever  fled. 

"  Awake  thy  last  sad  voice,  my  harp ! 

"  The  voice  of  woe  and  wild  despaii" ! 
"  Awake  !  resound  thy  latest  lay — 

"  Then  sleep  in  silence  evermair ! 
"  And  thou,  my  last,  best,  only  friend, 

"  That  fillest  an  untimely  tomb, 
"  Accept  this  tribute  from  the  Bard 

"  Thou  brought  from  fortune's  mirkest  gloom. 

"  In  Poverty's  low  barren  vale, 

"  Thick  mists,  obscure,  involv'd  me  round  ; 
"  Though  oft  I  turned  the  wistful  eye, 

"  Nae  ray  of  fame  was  to  be  found : 
"  Thou  found'st  me,  hke  the  morning  sun 

"  That  melts  the  fogs  in  hmpid  air, 
"  The  friendless  Bard  and  rustic  song 

"  Became  alike  thy  fostering  care. 

"  O  why  has  Worth  so  short  a  date? 

"  While  villains  ripen  gray  with  time ; 
"  Must  thou,  the  noble,  generous,  great, 

"  Fall  in  bold  manhood's  hardy  prime! 
"  Why  did  I  live  to  see  that  day  ? 

"  A  day  to  me  so  full  of  woe ! 
"•  0  had  I  met  the  mortal  shaft 

"  Which  laid  my  benefactor  low ! 

"  The  bridegroom  may  forget  the  bride, 

"  Was  made  his  wedded  wife  yestreen ; 
"  The  monarch  may  forget  the  crown 

"  That  on  his  head  an  hour  has  been  ; 
"  The  mother  may  forget  the  child 

"  That  smiles  sae  sweetly  on  her  knee ; 
"  But  I'll  remember  thee,  Glencairn, 

"  And  a'  that  thou  hast  done  for  me !" 
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LINES, 

SENT    TO    SIR  JOHN  -VVHITEFOORD    OF   WHITEFOORD,    BART., 
WITH   THE   FOREGOING   POEM. 

[These  eight  beautiful  lines  seem  to  have  been  written  in  October,  1791.  Sir 
John's  reply  is  as  follows : — 

"Near  Maybole,  Oct.  16,  1791. — Sir, — Accept  of  my  thanks  for  your  favour, 
vrith  the  Lament  on  the  death  of  my  much  esteemed  friend,  and  your  worthy 
patron,  the  perusal  of  which  pleased  and  affected  me  much.  The  lines  addressed 
to  myself  are  very  flattering.  I  have  always  thought  it  most  natural  to  suppose 
— and  it  is  a  strong  argument  for  a  future  existence — that  worth  and  honour, 
■when  neglected  here,  shall,  in  a  happier  state  beyond  the  grave,  meet  with  their 
just  reward,  and  temporal  misfortunes  shall  receive  an  eternal  recompense. 
Let  us  cherish  this  hope  for  our  departed  friend,  and  moderate  our  grief  for 
that  loss  we  have  sustained,  knowing  he  cannot  come  to  us,  but  we  may  go  to 
him." 

We  here  adopt  an  important  correction  in  the  last  line  of  the  following 
piece  which  the  poet  ordered  to  be  made  in  the  course  of  printing  the  edition 
of  1793,  but  which,  unfortunately,  was  not  attended  to,  owing  to  some  mishap  or 
other.  There  exists  an  unedited  letter  of  Burns  to  Alex.  Fraser  Tytler,  Esq. 
(afterwards  Lord  Woodhouselee),  dated  6th  Dec.,  1792,  in  which  the  following 
passage  occurs: — 

"  I  am  much  indebted  to  you  for  taking  the  trouble  of  correcting  the  press- 
work.  One  instance,  indeed,  may  be  rather  malucky,  if  the  lines  to  Hir  John 
Whitefowd  are  printed.    They  ought  to  end  thus: — 

'  And  tread  the  shadowy  path  to  that  dark  world  unknovm.'  * 
Shadowy,  instead  of  "  dreary,"  as  I  believe  it  stands  at  present     I  ■wish  this 
could  be  noticed  in  the  Errata.    This  comes  of  writing,  as  I  generally  do,  from 
memory. — E.  B."] 

Thou,  who  thy  honour  as  thy  God  rever'st, 

Who,  save  thy  mincVs  reproach^  nought  earthly  fear'st, 

To  thee  this  votive  off'ring  I  impart, 

The  tearful  tribute  of  a  broken  heart. 

The  Friend  thou  valued'st,  I  the  Patron  lov'd ; 

His  worth,  his  honour,  all  the  world  approv'd. 

We'll  mourn  till  we  too  go  as  he  has  gone, 

And  tread  the  shadowy  path  to  that  dark  world  unknown. 


*  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  "  shadowy  "  is  much  to  be  prefeiTcd  to  dreary 
in  this  line ;  but  the  poet's  literary  friends"  of  that  dreary  period  would  detect, 
by  counting  the  syllables  on  their  fingers,  that  if  the  poet's  own  word,  "shadowy," 
■were  adopted,  the  lino  wou]<l  bo  one  foot  too  long!  There  was  another  oppor- 
tunity of  correcling  this  ■U'drd  in  the  edition  of  1704,  but  it  was  not  done:  the 
bard,  in  these  minor  matters,  submit  led,  although  not  without  wincing  a  little, 
to  the  notions  of  his  straight-laccd  friends. 
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TAM  0'  SHANTER. 

A   TALE. 

OfBroicnyis  and  of  BocjilHs  full  is  this  huke. 

Gawin  Douglas. 


[This  is  the  poem  of  which  the  author,  in  a  letter  to  Mrs.  Dnnlop  dated  AnriL 

A  Tm"fas'}onnw^  °' ^^^  'f\^  1°"^  ^'^''"^'^  ^icol  Bur?s  ?sUlTaU?e-ll 
a  i^ro^pTnf  «  f^l«  ..^""""^'ir  Oj'  Saturday  morning  last,  Mrs.  Burns  made  me 
^^if-o  ?•  ^??''  boy— rather  stouter,  but  not  so  handsome  as  your  eodson  ^vas 
at  his  time  of  life.  Indeed,  I  look  on  your  little  namesake  to  be  my  fwd^oemre 
in  that  species  of  manufacture,  as  I  look  on  Tam  o'  Skante,-  to  be  my  staiXrd 
r.1,°n^T''''  "^  l*"^  P°^"°'^'  "'^^-  'Tis  true,  both  the  one  and  tie  other  discover 
nl,^  «L  '"•"^""^  ^?SSevy,  that  might  perhaps  be  as  well  spared;  but  then  rhey 
o}  ever  ;iceni'?|."P'°'°'^  "'•^"'■'^  '-^  '"""''  ""^  «  ^'^'"^"'9  poli^Mhat  I  despair 

Crome?-^''thi^f  il''''  "t'^^''  ,'"  "'^^  characteristic  of  the  poem  which,  from 
oromek  b  tune  downwards,  we  have  been  told,  on  the  authority  of  Mrs  Burns 
'waB  the  work  of  one  day."-"  One  day  between  breakfas  and  dinnei-'' accord 
ing  to  some  annotators;  and,  taking  such  thingsforgranted  the  la  e  Alexander 
Sraith  waggishly  declared  that  ^^  Tam  o'  Shatter  is^he  best  day's  work  ever 
produced  m  Scotland,  since  that  day  the  Bruce  won  BannockburT'  '•    The 

but  wi^rm,,,^  r°'  'J™'"'^  ?"  '^"^  '•'-'P^'lity  °f  l^i^  powers  o^  composition 
but  with  much  force,  he  says  in  one  of  his  letters  on  that  subiect— '•  Th  u-h  th« 

is  "af  cmal^y  th?uni^"elo".  "^^f^r^'y  ^he  gift  of  g^S^tt  .o'ivllaS 
9qr^  ceitamly  the  united  efforts  of  labour,  attention,  and  pains."  It  was  the 
^opi  iii  "'','^''  I'/l-  ^efore  he  announced  the  co»ito,-<,/of  this  marvellous 
poem,  although  we  find  him,  in  the  November  previous  saving  to  Mre  Dnnlon 
tn  aT  ""'Jf  ^  n  ""'-"'^  ?y  y°"'"  approbation  of  my  Tam  Tl^Zter  "     His  wonfs 

m  general,  novelty  has  something  in  it  thit  inebrTates  "hTflncy  knd  not  un' 
frequent  y  dissipates  and  fumes  away  like  other  iutox  cation  and  lenvpl  ^^l 
£°  K,P/'."'°*'  =^«,."^«''^1'  ^-itli  an  aching  heart."  WUl  sometWng  of  thilsamf 
l9?h  lfarch'n9rL%'v?^:.'^T^f  ^'"'i^f  °f  the  present  poem,  to  Mr  Dalze  Hn 

ifZw  J.^'7""-*™  "°.^  '^y  *l^°  P°«t  i"  '^'^  presence  of  hi    w  fe    *  prec^dv  Is 

iiiSlllsisiiS 
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vnth  her  weans,  a  little  way  aside  among  the  broom,  watched  him  at  work  as 
he  was  striding  up  and  down  the  brow  of  the  Scaur,  and  reciting  to  himself  like 
one  demented, — 'Now  Tarn,  O  Tarn!  had  thae  been  queans,'  &o.,  &c.  His  bonie 
Jean  must  have  been  sorely  perplexed ;  but  she  was  familiar  with  all  his  moods, 
and,  like  a  good  wife,  left  him  to  his  cogitations." 

All  the  world  knows  that  this  poem  was  produced  by  the  author,  and  presented 
to  Captain  Grose,  as  an  inducement  to  that  antiquary  to  publish  some  account 
and  give  an  engraving  of  Alloway  Kirk  in  his  work,  called  Grose's  Antiquities  of 
Scotland,  published  at  the  end  o"f  April,  1791.  The  poet  also  supplied  three 
interesting  witch-stories  in  prose,  as  traditions  concerning  Alloway  Kirk,  and  . 
these  stories  are  found  to  contain  the  groundwork  of  the  narrative  portion  of 
Burns'  inimitable  poem ;  but  little  indeed  do  they  supply  of  what  "  the  poet 
has  unveiled  in  penetrating  the  unsightly  and  disgusting  surfaces  of  things," 
as  Wordsworth  finely  and  philosophically  remarks.] 

When  chapmen  billies  leave  the  street, 
And  drouthy  neebors,  neebors  meet, 
As  market-days  are  wearing  late, 
An'  folk  begin  to  tak  the  gate  ; 
While  we  sit  bousing  at  the  nappy, 
And  getting  fou  and  unco  happy, 
We  think  na  on  the  lang  Scots  miles, 
The  mosses,  waters,  slaps,  and  styles, 
That  lie  between  us  and  our  hame, 
Whare  sits  our  sulky  sullen  dame. 
Gathering  her  brows  like  gathering  storm, 
Nursing  her  wrath  to  keep  it  warm. 

This  truth  fand  honest  Tain  o'  Shanter^ 
As  he  frae  Ayr  ae  night  did  canter, 
(Auld  Ayr,  wham  ne'er  a  town  surpasses 
For  honest  men  and  bonie  lasses.) 

0  Tam !  hadst  thou  but  been  sae  wise, 

As  ta'en  thy  ain  wife  Kate^s  advice ! 

She  tauld  thee  weel  thou  was  a  skellum, 

A  blethering,  blustering,  drunken  blellum  ; 

That  frae  November  till  October, 

Ae  market-day  thou  was  nae  sober ; 

That  ilka  melder,  wi'  the  miller. 

Thou  sat  as  lang  as  thou  had  siller ; 

That  every  naig  was  ca'd  a  shoe  on. 

The  smith  and  thee  gat  roaring  fou  on ; 

That  iit  the  L — d's  house,  even  on  Sunday, 

Thou  drank  wi'  Kirkton  Jean  till  Monday. 

She  prophesied  that  late  or  soon. 

Thou  would  be  found  deep  drown'd  in  Doon ; 
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Or  catch'd  wi'  warlocks  in  the  mirk, 
By  Alloway's  auld  haunted  kirk. 

Ah,  gentle  dames  !  it  gars  me  greet, 
To  think  how  mony  counsels  sweet. 
How  mony  lengthen'd,  sage  advices, 
The  husband  frae  the  wife  despises ! 

But  to  our  tale : — Ae  market-night, 
Tarn  had  got  planted  unco  right ; 
Fast  by  an  ingle,  bleezing  finely, 
Wi'  reaming  swats,  that  drank  divinely ; 
And  at  his  elbow,  Souter  Johnny^ 
His  ancient,  trusty,  drouthy  crony ; 
Tarn  lo'ed  him  like  a  vera  brither — 
They  had  been  fou  for  weeks  thegither  ! 
The  night  drave  on  wi'  sangs  and  clatter  ; 
And  ay  the  ale  was  growing  better  : 
The  landlady  and  Tarn  grew  gracious, 
Wi'  favours,  secret,  sweet  and  precious  : 
The  Souter  tauld  his  queerest  stories  ; 
The  landlord's  laugh  was  ready  chorus  : 
The  storm  without  might  rair  and  rustle. 
Tarn  did  na  mind  the  storm  a  whistle. 

Care,  mad  to  see  a  man  sae  happy, 
E'en  drown'd  himsel'  amang  the  nappy ! 
As  bees  flee  hame  wi'  lades  o'  treasure. 
The  minutes  wing'd  their  way  wi'  pleasure  : 
Kings  may  be  blest,  but  Tarn  was  glorious. 
O'er  a'  the  ills  o'  life  Tictorious  ! 

But  pleasures  are  like  poppies  spread. 

You  seize  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed ; 

Or  hke  the  snow  falls  in  the  river, 

A  moment  white — then  melts  for  ever ; 

Or  Mke  the  borealis  race. 

That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place ; 

Or  like  the  rainbow's  lovely  form 

Evanishing  amid  the  storm. — 

Nae  man  can  tether  time  or  tide ; 

The  hour  approaches  Tarn  maun  ride ; 
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That  hour,  o'  night's  black  arch  the  key-stane. 
That  dreary  hour  he  mounts  his  beast  in ; 
And  sic  a  night  he  taks  the  road  in 
As  ne'er  poor  sinner  was  abroad  in. 

The  wind  blew  as  'twad  blawn  its  last ; 
The  rattling  showers  rose  on  the  blast ; 
The  speedy  gleams  the  darkness  swallow'd  ; 
Loud,  deep,  and  lang,  the  thunder  bellow'd  : 
That  night,  a  child  might  understand, 
The  Deil  had  business  on  his  hand. 

Weel  mounted  on  his  gray  mare,  3Ieg — 
A  better  never  hfted  leg — 
Tarn  skelpit  on  thro'  dub  and  mire, 
Despising  wind,  and  rain,  and  fire ; 
Whiles  holding  fast  his  gude  blue  bonnet ; 
Whiles  crooning  o'er  some  auld  Scots  sonnet ; 
Whiles  glowring  round  wi'  prudent  cares, 
Lest  bogles  catch  him  unawares  : 
Kirk-Alloicay  was  drawing  nigh, 
Whare  ghaists  and  houlets  nightly  cry. 

By  this  time  he  was  cross  the  ford, 
Whare,  in  the  snaw,  the  chapman  smoor'd ; 
And  past  the  birks  and  meikle  stane, 
Whare  drunken  Chairlie  brak  's  neck-bane  ; 
Arid  thro'  the  whins,  and  by  the  cairn, 
Whare  hunters  fand  the  murder'd  bairn ; 
And  near  the  thorn,  aboon  the  well, 
Whare  Munrjds  mither  hang'd  hersel'.— 
Before  him  boon  pours  all  his  floods ; 
The  doubling  storm  roars  thro'  the  woods ; 
The  hghtuings  flash  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Near  and  more  near  the  thunders  roll : 
When,  glimmering  thro'  the  groaning  trees, 
Kirh-AUowa;i  seem'd  in  a  bleeze; 
Thro'  ilka  bore  the  beams  were  glancing ; 
And  loud  resounded  mirth  and  dancing. 

Inspiring  bold  John  Bdrlci/corn  ! 

What  dangers  thou  canst  make  us  scorn ! 
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Wi'  tippeny,  we  fear  iiae  evil ; 

Wi'  usquabae,  we'll  face  the  devil ! — 

The  swats  sae  ream'd  in  Tammies  noddle, 

Fair  play,  he  car'd  na  deils  a  boddle. 

Bnt  Maggie  stood. right  sair  astonish'd, 

Till,  by  the  heel  and  hand  admonish'd, 

She  ventured  forward  on  the  hght ; 

And,  wow  !  Tarn  saw  an  unco  sight ! 

"Warlocks  and  witches  in  a  dance  ; 

Nae  cotilhon  brent-new  frae  France^ 

But  hornpipes,  jigs,  strathspeys,  and  reels, 

Put  life  and  mettle  in  their  heels. 

A  wiunock-bunker  in  the  east, 

There  sat  auld  Nick,  in  shape  o'  beast ; 

A  towzie  tyke,  black,  grim,  and  large, 

To  gie  them  music  was  his  charge  : 

He  screw'd  the  pipes  and  gart  them  skirl. 

Till  roof  and  rafters  a'  did  dirl. — 

Coffins  stood  round,  Hke  open  presses. 

That  shaw'd  the  dead  in  their  last  dresses ; 

And  by  some  devilish  cantraip  shght. 

Each  in  its  cauld  hand  held  a  light. — 

By  which  heroic  Tarn  was  able 

To  note  upon  the  haly  table, 

A  murderer's  banes  in  gibbet-airns ; 

Twa  span-lang,  wee,  unchristen'd  bairns ; 

A  thief,  new-cutted  frae  a  rape, 

Wi'  his  last  gasp  his  gab  did  gape ; 

Five  tomahawks,  wi'  blude  red-rusted ; 

Five  scymitars,  wi'  murder  crusted  ; 

A  garter,  which  a  babe  had  strangled ; 

A  knife,  a  father's  throat  had  mangled, 

Whom  his  ain  son  o'  life  bereft, 

The  gray  hairs  yet  stack  to  the  heft ;  * 


Here,  as  originally  printed  in  Grose's  Antiquities  of  Scotland,  are  introduced 
four  hues,  which  were  afterwards  struck  out  by  the  author,  at  the  suggestion  of 
Alexander  Fraser  Tjtler,  Esq.,  as  interrupting  the  effect  intended  by  the  noet 
in  the  context.     They  areas  follows: — 

"  Three  lawj^ers'  tongues,  turn'd  inside  out, 
Wi'  lies  seam'd  like  a  beggar's  clout ; 
Three  priests'  hearts,  rotten,  black  as  muck, 
Lay  stinking,  vile  in  every  neuk." 

«  X 
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AVi'  iiiair  o'  horrible  and  awfii', 
"Which  even  to  name  wad  be  uulawfu'.* 

As  Tammie  glowr'd,  aniaz'd,  and  curious, 

The  mirth  and  fun  grew  fast  and  furious  : 

The  piper  loud  and  louder  blew ; 

The  dancers  quick  and  quicker  flew  ; 

They  reel'd,  they  set,  they  cross'd,  they  cleekit, 

Till  ilka  carlin  swat  and  reekit. 

And  coost  her  daddies  to  the  wark, 

And  linket  at  it  in  her  sark  ! 

Now  Tarn,  0  Ttmi !  had  thae  been  queans, 
A'  plump  and  strapping  in  their  teens, 
Their  sarks,  instead  o'  creeshie  flannen. 
Been  snaw-white  seventeen  hunder  linnen  ! 
Thir  breeks  o'  mine,  my  only  pair. 
That  ance  were  plush,  o'  gude  blue  hair, 
1  wad  hae  gi'en  them  off  my  hurdles, 
For  ae  blink  o'  the  bonie  burdies ! 

But  wither'd  beldams,  auld  and  droll, 
Rigwoodie  hags  wad  spean  a  foal, 
Lowping  and  flinging  on  a  crummock, 
I  wonder  didna  turn  thy  stomach. 

But  Tam  ken'd  what  was  what  fu'  brawlie, 
There  was  ae  winsome  wench  and  waulie,t 
That  night  enlisted  in  the  core, 
(Lang  after  ken'd  on  Carrick  shore ; 
For  mony  a  beast  to  dead  she  shot. 
And  perish'd  mony  a  bonie  boat. 
And  shook  baith  mcikle  corn  and  bear, 
And  kept  the  country-side  in  fear.) 
Her  cutty-sark,  o'  Paisley  harn, 
That  while  a  lassie  she  had  worn, 


'  Kae,  though  th(>  ailh  wo  took  was  awfu', 
To  iieop  it  now  appears  unlawfu'." 


'She  was  a  winRonie  wench  and  waulif, 
And  could  put  on  her  clnrs  fu'  brawlie." 

Hamsay's  Three  Bonneti 
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III  long-itude  tlio'  sorely  scanty, 
It  was  her  best,  and  she  was  vauntie. — 
Ah  !  little  ken'd  thy  reverend  gi'annie, 
That  sark  she  coft  for  her  wee  Nannie, 
Wi'  twa  pund  Scots,  ('twas  a'  her  riches), 
Wad  ever  grac'd  a  dance  of  witches ! 

But  here  my  Muse  her  wing  maun  c  )ur ; 
Sic  flights  are  far  beyond  her  pow'r ; 
To  sing  how  Nannie  lap  and  flang, 
(A  souple  jade  she  was,  and  Strang), 
And  how  Tarn  stood,  like  ane  bewitch'd, 
And  thought  his  very  eon  enrich'd  ; 
Even  Satan  glowr'd,  and  fidg'd  fu'  fain. 
And  hotch'd  and  blew  wi'  might  and  main : 
Till  first  ae  caper,  syne  anither, 
2\m  tint  his  reason  a'  thegither, 
And  roars  out,  "  Weel  done,  Cutty-sark  ! " 
And  in  an  instant  all  was  dark  : 
And  scarcely  had  he  Maggie  rallied. 
When  out  the  hellish  legion  sallied. 

As  bees  bizz  out  wi'  angry  fyke, 

When  plundering  herds  assail  their  byke ; 

As  open  pussie's  mortal  foes, 

When,  pop  !  she  starts  before  their  nose ; 

As  eager  runs  the  Diarket-crowd, 

When  "Catch  the  thief!"  resounds  aloud; 

So  Maggie  runs,  the  witches  follow, 

^Vi'  mony  an  eldritch  skriech  and  hollo. 

Ah,  T<.im  !  ah,  Taui !  thou'll  get  thy  fairiu' ! 
In  hell  they'll  roast  thee  like  a  herrin' ! 
In  vain  thy  Kate  awaits  thy  comin' ! 
Kate  soon  will  be  a  woefu'  woman ! 
Now,  do  thy  speedy  utmost,  Meg, 
And  win  the  key-stane*  o'  the  brio-; 


f  u}l  '^  ^  well  known  fact  that  witches,  or  any  evil  spirits,  have  no  power  to 
follow  a  poor  wight  any  farther  than  the  middle  of  the  next  running  strJLm  - 
It  may  be  proper  likewise  to  mention  to  the  benighted  traveller,  that  whoThT 
falls  in  with  «,y..,  whatever  danger  may  he  in  his  going  forward  here  isr^uch 
more  hazard  lu  turning  back.— (R.  B.     iriia)  '  ""'u,  w.eie  is  mmn 
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There  at  them  thou  thy  tail  may  toss, 
A  ruuiiiug  stream  they  dare  na  cross. 
But  ere  the  key-stane  she  could  make, 
The  fient  a  tail  she  had  to  shake ! 
For  Nannie,  far^  before  the  rest. 
Hard  upon  noble'  Maggie  prest, 
And  flew  at  Tarn  wi'  furious  ettle ; 
But  little  wist  she  Maggie's  mettle — 
Ae  spring  brought  off  her  master  hale, 
But  left  behind  her  ain  gray  tail : 
The  carUn  claught  her  by  the  rump, 
And  left  poor  Maggie  scarce  a  stump. 

Now,  wha  this  tale  o'  truth  shall  read, 
Ilk  man  and  mother's  son  take  heed : 
Whene'er  to  drink  you  are  inclin'd, 
Or  cutty-sarks  run  in  your  mind. 
Think !  ye  may  buy  the  joys  o'er  dear- 
Remember  Tarn  o'  Shanter's  mare.* 


*  Eeference  has  been  made  in  a  foot-noto,  at  page  353,  to  some  opinions 
expressed  by  Alexander  Fraser  Tytler,  Esq.,  afterwards  Lord  Woodhouselee, 
regarding  this  poem.  It  may  not  bo  improper  here  to  quote  a  few  words  from 
the  critical  letter,  dated  l'2th  March,  1791,  sent  by  him  to  the  poet  after  reading 
the  tale  from  a  proof-sheet  of  Grose's  Antiquilies : — "  I  have  seldom  in  my  life 
tasted  of  higher  enjojTiient  from  any  work  of  genius  than  I  have  received  from 
this  composition ;  and  I  am  much  mistaken  if  this  poem  alone — had  you  never 
written  another  syllable — would  not  have  been  sufficient  to  have  transmitted 
your  name  down  to  posterity  wth  high  reputation."  The  critic  then  says  that 
the  introductory  portion  of  the  poem — the  scene  in  the  alehouse — reminds  him  of 
"  the  humour  and  naivete  of  Matthew  Prior,"  and  pronounces  the  description  of 
the  infernal  orgies  of  the  witch's  Sabbath  in  the  old  kirk  to  be  equal  to  anj-thing 
of  the  kind  in  Shakespeare.  The  present  generation  of  readers  know  a  good 
deal  about  the  last  named  author ;  ;but  few  indeed  are  acquainted  with  the 
writings  of  Matthew  Prior :  and  we  think  it  rather  odd  that  no  annotator  or 
editor  of  Burns  down  to  the  present  time  have  thought  it  worth  while  to  enquire 
where  ho  found  his  model  for  Tarn  o'  Shantcr.  At  page  354,  in  a  foot  note,  we 
point  out  two  direct  quotations  made  in  Burns'  text  from  a  little-known  poem 
by  Allan  Eamsay,  which  undoutitcdly  was  the  piece  Burns  had  in  his  eye  in 
composing  this  tale,  and  also  The  Twa  Dogs — a  poem  conceived  in  the  same 
vein,  and  written  in  the  same  measure.  We  would  take  this  opportunity  of 
recommending  the  reader  to  peruse  worthy  Allan's  poem  here  referred  to,  which 
is  one  of  the  author's  earliest,  and  was  producecl  anonymously  before  being 
published  in  the  first  edition  of  his  poems  in  July,  1721.  Knowing  its  value,  ho 
concluded,  like  a  true  poet  and  a  true  projihet,  in  these  words: — 
"  Thus  I  have  sinig  in  liauielt  rhyme, 

A  sang  that  scorns  thi^  teeth  o'  time; 

Though  modestly  I  hide  my  name. 

Admiring  virtue  mair  than  fame." 
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ON  SEEING  A  WOUNDED  HARE  LIMP  BY  ME, 

■\VniCn    A    FELLOW    HAD    JUST    SHOT   AT, 

[The  poet  sent  this  production  to  his  friend  Alexander  Cunningham,  in  a  letter 
dated  from  KUisland,  4th  May,  1781),  makiiij,'  these  ohKervutions: — "I  havo  just 
jiut  the  last  hand  to  a  little  poem,  whi<'h  I  think  will  be  something  to  your  taste. 
One  morinnp  lately,  as  I  was  out  pretty  early  in  the  llclds,  sowing  some  grass 
seeds,  I  hpnnl  tlie  burst  of  a  shot  from  a  neighboui-ing  plantation,  and  presently 
a  poor  little  wouiuletl  hare  came  crippling  by  me.  You  will  guess  my  indigna- 
tion at  the  inhinuau  fellow  who  could  shoot  a  hare  at  this  season,  when  all  of 
them  havo  j'oung  ones.  Indeed,  there  is  something  in  that  business  of  destroy- 
ing for  our  sport,  individuals  in  tlie  animal  creation  that  do  not  injure  us 
materiall}-,  which  I  could  never  reconcile  to  my  ideas  of  virtue.  Let  mo  know 
how  you  like  my  poem.  I  am  doubtful  whether  it  would  not  be  an  improvement 
to  keep  out  the  last  stanza  but  one  altogether. " 

This  closing  sentence  refers  to  the  following  verse,  which  does  not  appear  in 
the  author's  edition  of  1793 :  perhaps  many  of  our  readers  will  think  it  is  better 
than  any  of  the  retained  stanzas : — 

"  Perhaps  a  mother's  anguish  adds  its  woe : 
The  playful  pair  crowd  fondly  by  thy  side ; 
Ah !  helpless  nurselings,  who  will  now  provide 
That  life  a  mother  only  can  bestow?  " 
The  sentiments  Introduced  in  this  little  piece  are  frequently  expressed  in  the 
poet's  writings :   for  instance,  in  the  song — ^'ow  westli?i  winds  and  slaught'ring 
guns,  we  have  the  following  verse : — 

"  Avaunt,  away !  the  cruel  sway,  tyrannic  man's  dominion ; 
The  sportsman's  joj',  the  murd'riug  cry,  the  flutt'ring  gory  pinion!  " 
and  again,  in  the  Brujs  of  Ayr,  is  the  following  fine  passage: — 
"  The  thundering  guns  are  heard  on  every  side, 
The  wounded  coveys,  reeling,  scatter  wide; 
The  feafher'd  field-mates,  bound  by  nature's  tie, 
Sires,  mothers,  cliildren,  in  one  carnage  lie: 
(What  warm  poetic  heart  but  inly  bleeds. 
And  execrates  man's  savage,  ruthless  deeds!)  " 
And  even  in  lamenting  the  death  of  a  great  sportsman,  who  was  loved  by  the 
poet  for  other  qualities,  he  cannot  help  imagining  that 

"  On  his  mouldering  breast,  some  sisitefu'  moorfowl  bigs  her  nest." 
The  poet  sent  a  copy  of  the  present  poem,  in  its  original  form,  to  his  friend 
Dr.  Gregorj-,  who,  in  a  letter  dated  2nd  June,  17S9,  astounded  the  author  by 
some  very  rigid,  although  not  unjust  criticisms  on  it,  which  Burns  really  seems 
to  have  profited  by.  In  a  letter  written  soon  after,  he  says,  "Dr.  Gregory  is  a 
good  man,  but  he  crucifies  me.  I  believe  in  his  iron  justice ;  but,  like  the 
devils,  I  believe  and  tremble."] 

Inhuman  man !  curse  on  thy  barb'rous  art, 
And  blasted  be  thy  murder-aiming  eye ! 
May  never  pity  soothe  thee  with  a  sigh, 

Norneverpleasure  glad  thy  cruel  heart ! 

Go  live,  poor  wanderer  of  the  wood  and  field. 
The  bitter  little  that  of  life  remains  : 
No  more  the  thickening  brakes  and  verdant  plains 

To  thee  shall  home,  or  food,  or  pastime  yield. 
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Seek,  mangled  wretch,  some  place  of  wonted  rest, 
No  more  of  rest,  but  now  thy  dying  bed! 
The  sheltering  rushes  whistling  o'er  thy  head, 

The  cold  earth  with  thy  bloody  bosom  prest. 

Oft  as  by  winding  Nith  I,  musing,  wait 
The  sober  eve,  or  hail  the  chearful  dawn, 
I'll  miss  thee  sporting  o'er  the  dewy  lawn,* 

And  curse  the  ruffian's  aim  and  mourn  thy  hapless  fate. 


ADDRESS  TO  THE  SHADE  OF  THOMSON, 

ON    CROWNING   HIS    BUST   AT   EDNAM,    ROXBURGHSHIRE, 
WITH    BAYS. 

[The  Earl  of  Buchan,  about  the  end  of  Au^st,  1791,  wrote  to  Bums,  intimating 
that,  on  the  approaching  anniversary  of  the  poet  Tnomson's  birth-day  (Sept.  7th) 
a  temple  which  he  had  erected  to  his  memory  at  Ednam,  near  Kelso,  would  be 
inaugurated.  He  invited  Burns  to  be  present,  and  hinted  that  an  Ode  from 
him  would  be  expected  for  the  occasion.  The  poet  replied  as  follows : — "  A 
week  or  two's  absence,  in  the  verj'  middle  of  my  harvest,  is  what  I  much  doubt 
I  dare  not  venture  on.  Your  lordship  hints  at  an  Ode  for  the  occasion ;  but  who 
would  write  after  Collins  ?  I  read  over  his  verses  to  the  memory  of  Thomson, 
and  despaired.  I  got  indeed  to  the  length  of  three  or  four  stanzas,  in  the  way 
of  address  to  the  shade  of  the  bard,  on  crowning  his  bust.  I  shall  trouble  your 
lordship  with  a  copy  of  them,  which,  I  am  afraid,  will  be  but  too  convincing  a 
proof  how  unequal  I  am  to  the  task." 

Any  reader  who  is  familiar  with  the  verses  referred  to  by  Collins,  ynW  discover 
that  Burns  has  followed  his  predecessor  pretty  closely,  especially  in  these  lines — 
"  While  Spring  shall  pour  his  showers,  as  oft  he  wont, 

And  bathe  thy  breathing  tresses,  meelvcst  Eve : 
While  Summer  loves  to  sport  beneath  thy  ling'ring  light: 
While  sallow  Autumn  fills  thy  cup  with  leaves, 
Or  Winter,  yelling  through  the  troublous  air. 
Affrights  thy  shrinking  train,  and  rudely  rends  thy  robes: 
So  long,  regardful  of  thj'  quiet  rule. 
Shall  Fancj',  Friendship,  Science,  smiling  Peace 
Thy  gentlest  influence  own,  and  love  thy  favourite  name  1  "] 

While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood. 

Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green, 
Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frohc  mood. 

Or  tunes  Eohan  strains  between : 

*  See  note  to  song,  page  101.  We  can  scarcely  avoid  noticing  here,  that  the 
poet  had  a  well-known  passage  in  Grai/s  Elegy,  ringing  in  his  ear  when  he 
composed  this  last  stanza : — 

"  Oft  have  we  seen  him.  at  the  peep  of  dawn. 
Brushing,  with  hasty  stops,  the  dew  away." 

"  One  morn  I  niiss'd  him  on  the  custom'd  liill, 
Nor  up  the  lawn,  nor  at  the  wood  was  he." 
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While  Summer  with  a  matron  grace 
Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooUug  shade, 

Yet  oft,  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spiky  blade  : 

While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 

By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head, 
And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind, 

Each  creature  on  his  bounty  fed : 

While  maniac  Winter  rages  o'er 

The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows, 

Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar. 
Or  sweeping,  wild,  a  waste  of  snows  : 

So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  Year  ! 

Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won ; 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear. 

Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 
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ON  THE  LATE  CAPTAIN 
GROSE'S  PEREGRINATIONS  THRO'  SCOTLAND, 

COLLECTING  THE  ANTIQUITIES  OF  THAT  KINGDOM. 

[We  are  told  that  this  humorous  poem  was  pubh'shed  so  early  as  4th  Sept, 
1789,  in  the  columns  of  the  Kelso  Ckroiiide,  with  the  fictitious  signature,  "  Thomas 
A.  Linn,"  appended  to  it.  Thus  the  poet  must  have  been  acquainted  with  the 
Captain  for  more  than  a  year  before  he  set  about  the  performance  of  his  promise 
to  furnish  for  him  a  metrical  tale  referring  to  AUoway  Kirk.  The  song  of  WiHie 
brewed  a  peck  o'  maut,  was  composed  at  this  very  period ;  and  The  Whistle  was 
produced  shortly  thereafter.  It  is  not  at  all  unlikely,  therefore,  that  the  "fine, 
fat,  fodgel  wight,  o'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright""  having  been  in  Nithsdale 
that  season,  may  have  been  a  party  in  similar  si/iiiposiums  along  with  the  poet 
and  his  jolly  companions.  The  artist  who  painted  the  picture  of  the  (alleged) 
inauguration  of  Burns  as  poet-laureate  of  the  Canongate  Kilwinning  Lodge  of 
Freemasons  at  Edinburgh  in  March,  1787,  committed  an  absurd  anachronism  in 
introducing  the  portly  figure  of  Grose  in  the  foreground ;  for  it  is  certain  that 
he  did  not  visit  Scotland  till  the  following  year,  and  that  Burns  was  first  intro- 
duced to  him  at  Friars  Carse,  in  the  summer  of  1789. 

The  poet  introduced  Grose  to  Professor  Dugald  Stewart  by  letter,  and  we  quote 
the  following  passage  to  show  that  Burns  saw  something  toappreciate  in  Grose's 
character  beyond  the  mere  elements  of  fun  and  frolic  so  happily  hit  off  in  the 
present  poem.  He  writes  to  Grose,  informing  him  that  he  has  acquitted 
himself  of  his  promise  to  communicate  with  the  Professor  and  arrange  a  meet- 
ing between  them,  and  thus  proceeds: — 

"  When  I  inform  you  that  Mr.  Stewart's  principal  characteristic  is  your  favourite 
feature — that  sterling  independence  of  mind  which,  though  every  man's  right, 
BO  few  men  have  the  courage  to  claim,  and  fewer  still  the  magnaminity  to  sup- 
port.— when  I  tell  you  that,  unseduced  by  splendour,  and  undisgusted  by 
wretchedness,  he  appreciates  the  merits  of  the  various  actors  in  the  great  drama 
of  life  merely  as  they  perform  their  parts, — in  short,  when  I  tell  you  he  is  a  man 
after  your  own  heart,  and  that  I  comply  with  his  earnest  request  in  letting  you 
know  that  he  wishes  above  all  things  to  meet  you,  is,  I  feel  certain,  recommen- 
dation enough  for  you." 

Not  being  very  sure  of  Grose's  address,  the  poet  enclosed  the  letter  above 
quoted,  under  cover  to  Mr.  Cardonnel,  a  brother  antiquary  in  Edinburgh,  and 
while  in  the  act  of  folding  it  up,  the  quaint  old  song  of  Sir  John  Malcolm  ran 
through  his  mind,  and  under  the  impulse  of  its  humour,  he  inscribed  within  the 
envelope,  his  well-known  Inipromtu — "Ken  ye  ought  o'  Captain  Grose  ?  " 

Francis  Grose,  we  are  told  by  Mr.  B.  Chambers,  was  a  broken-down  English 
gentleman,  who,  under  the  pressure  of  poverty,  took  to  antiquarian  literature, 
and  published  several  works,  embellished  with  etchings  from  his  own  draw- 
ings. One  of  his  works  was  a  very  curious  Slang  Dictionary,  much  sought  after 
by  virtuosoes  of  depraved  taste.  Poor  Grose  died  of  apoplexy  in  Dublin  in  May, 
17U1,  at  the  ago  of  48,  just  three  weeks  after  the  publication  of  his  Book  con- 
taining Burns'  Tarn  o'  Shunter.'] 

Hear,  Land  o'  Cakes,  and  bi-itlier  Scots, 
Frae  Maidenkirk  to  Johnny  Groats ! — 
If  there's  a  hole  in  a'  your  coats, 

I  rede  you  tent  it : 
A  chield's  amang  you  taking  notes, 

And,  faith,  he'll  prent  it. 
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If  in  your  bounds  ye  chance  to  light 

Upon  a  fine,  fat,  fodgel  wight, 

0'  stature  short,  but  genius  bright, 

That's  he,  marli  weel — 
And  wow !  he  has  an  unco  slight 

0'  cauk  and  keel. 

By  some  auld,  houlet-haunted,  biggin,* 

Or  kirk  deserted  by  its  riggin, 

It's  ten  to  ane  ye'll  find  him  snug  in 

Some  eldritch  part, 
Wi'  deils,  they  say,  L — d  safe's !  colleaguin' 

At  some  black  art. — 

Ilk  ghaist  that  haunts  auld  ha'  or  chamer, 

Ye  gipsy-gang  that  deal  in  glamor. 

And  you,  deep-read  in  hell's  black  grammar, 

Warlocks  and  witches ; 
Ye'll  quake  at  his  conjuring  hammer. 

Ye  midnight  b es. 

It's  tauld  he  was  a  sodger  bred. 
And  ane  wad  rather  fa'n  than  fled  ; 
But  now  he's  quat  the  spurtle-blade. 

And  dog-skin  wallet, 
And  ta'en  the — Antiquarian  trade^ 

I  think  they  call  it. 

He  has  a  fouth  o'  auld  nick-nackets : 
Rusty  airn  caps  and  jinglin  jackets,f 
Wad  hand  the  Lothians  three  in  tackets, 

A  towmont  gude ; 
And  parritch-pats,  and  auld  saut-backets. 

Before  the  Flood. 

Of  Eve's  first  fire  he  has  a  cinder ; 
Auld  Tubalcain's  fire-shool  and  fender ; 
That  which  distinguished  the  gender 

O'  Balaam's  ass ; 
A  broom-stick  o'  the  witch  of  Endor, 

Weel  shod  wi'  brass. 


*   Vide  his  Antiquities  of  Scotland.— (B.  B.     1793.) 
t  Vide  his  treatise  on  ancient  armour  and  weapons. — (E.  B.    1793.) 
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Forbye,  he'll  shape  you  afF  fu'  gleg 
The  cut  of  Adam's  phiHbeg ; 
The  knife  that  nicket  Abel's  craig 

He'll  prove  you  fully, 
It  was  a  faulding  jocteleg, 

Or  lang-kail  gullie. — 

But  wad  ye  see  him  in  his  glee, 
For  meikle  glee  and  fun  has  he, 
Then  set  him  down,  and  twa  or  three 

Gude  fellows  wi'  him ; 
And  poi%  0  port !  shine  thou  a  wee, 

And  THEN  ye'll  see  him ! 

Now,  by  the  Powers  o'  Verse  and  Prose ! 
Thou  art  a  dainty  chield,  O  Grose ! — 
Whae'er  o'  thee  shall  ill  suppose, 

They  sair  misca'  thee ; 
Fd  take  the  rascal  by  the  nose. 

Wad  say.  Shame  fa'  thee. 
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TO  MISS  c*********,  A   YERY   YOUNG  LADY. 

WRITTEN  ON  THE  BLANK  LEAF  OF  A  BOOK, 
PRESENTED  TO  HER  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

[The  reader  is  referred  to  our  note  on  the  Bong — A  Hose-bud  hy  my  early  walk 
(page  230),  for  some  information  regarding  the  heroine  of  these  very  sweet 
lines.  The  poet  seems  to  have  hold  Mr.  William  Cruikshank,  her  father,  in 
high  estimation ;  for,  in  a  letter  to  Alexander  Cunningham,  dated  4th  May,  1789, 
he  says,  "  Cruikshank  is  a  glorious  production  of  the  Author  of  man.  You,  he, 
and  the  noble  Colonel  of  the  Crochallan  Fenciblcs  (Dunbar)  aro 

'  As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops  that  visit  my  sad  heart' 
I  have  a  good  mind  to  make  verses  on  you  all,  to  the  tune  of — Three  gud^ fellows 
ayont  yon  glen .' " 

But  Mr.  R.  Chambers,  from  the  information  of  a  gentleman  who  had  been  a  pupil 
and  boarder  with  Cruikshank,  notes  that  in  consequence  of  the  severity  of  his 
discipline,  the  character  of  his  old  master  appeared  to  him  in  a  very  different 
light  from  what  it  did  in  the  eyes  of  his  boon-companion  Burns. 

He  was  appointed  one  of  the  Classical  Masters  in  the  High  School  of  Edin- 
burgh in  1772,  and  died  in  1795.  It  is  worthy  of  remark,  that  his  brother  teacher, 
William  Niool,  to  whom  Burns  was  also  so  much  attached,  received  his  appoint- 
ment while  a  "  Student  of  Divinity,"  just  two  years  after  Cruikshank,  namely, 
in  1774;  whom  he  survived  only  two  years,  dying  in  1797.  A  late  historian  of 
the  High  School  states  thatNicol  also  "was  very  unpopular  among  the  boys,  by 
his  frequent  use  of  the  lash ;  although  his  pupils  generally  made  an  excellent 
appearance  in  the  rector's  class,  and  many  of  them,  in  after  life,  have  been  noted 
for  their  elegant  scholarship." 

The  following  reference  to  "The  Rose-bud  "  is  found  in  a  letter  from  the  poet 
to  her  father,  written  from  Ellisland,  at  Cbi-istmas,  17S8 : — "  Many  happy  returns 
of  seasons  to  you,  with  your  dearest  and  worthiest  friend,  and  the  lovely  little 
pledge  of  your  happy  union.  May  the  great  Author  of  life,  and  of  every  enjoy- 
ment that  can  render  life  delightful,  make  her  that  comfortable  blessing  to  yon 
both  which  you  bo  ardently  wish  for,  and  which  you  so  well  deserve ! "] 

Beauteous  rose-bud,  young  and  gay. 

Blooming  on  thy  early  May, 

Never  may'st  tliou,  lovely  Flower, 

Chilly  shrink  in  sleety  shower ! 

Never  Boreas'  hoary  path. 

Never  Eurus'  pois'nous  breath, 

Never  baleful  stellar  hghts. 

Taint  thee  with  untimely  blights ! 

Never,  never  reptile  thief 

Riot  on  thy  virgin  leaf ! 

Nor  even  Sol  too  fiercely  view 

Thy  bosom  blushmg  still  with  dew  !  * 


*  It  humbly  appears  to  us  that  the  only  defect  in  the  foregoing  little  poem  lies 
in  this  line.  The  figure  of  "  The  Rose-bud,"  applied  to  the  young  lady  thus 
addressed,  seems  to  make  an  awkward  /lalt  here.  The  dewy  rose-bud  expand- 
ing its  blushing  bosom,  is  a  fine  sj-mbol  of  youthful  beauty;  but  when  we  look 
from  the  inanimate  figure  to  the  snowy  breast  of  the  living  Hose-bud  addressed 
by  the  poet,  we  ask  with  some  surprise — What  is  *he  meaning  of  this  expression — 
"  Thy  bosom  blushing  ttill  with  deict  " 
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May'st  thou  long,  sweet  crimson  gem, 
llichly  deck  thy  native  stem ; 
Till  some  evening,  sober,  calm, 
Dropping  dews  and  breathing  balm, 
While  all  around  the  woodland  rings, 
And  every  bird  thy  requiem  sings ; 
Thou,  amid  the  dirgeful  sound, 
Shed  thy  dying  honours  round, 
And  resign  to  parent  earth 
The  loveliest  form  she  e'er  gave  birth. 


SONG. 

[Who  this  Anna  was,  none  of  tho  annotators  seem  to  have  deemed  it  worth 
while  to  enquire.  In  truth,  had  we  not  met  it  in  the  author's  own  edition, 
we  would  have  been  disposed  to  doubt  its  authenticity;  for  it  bears  scarcel}'  a 
trace  of  Burns'  manner.  He  must  have  had  some  meanmg  in  publishing  this 
epigramatic  trifle,  and  giving  it  a  whole  page  to  itself  in  his  elegant  editions  of 
1793  and  1794.  His  "Anna  mth  the  gowden  locks  "  died  two  years  before  the 
date  of  its  first  publication,  and  he  never  had  any  reason  to  despair  for  her  love; 
en  wo  must  hold  that  some  haughtier  dame  is  here  referred  to.] 

Anna,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire. 
And  waste  my  soul  with  care ; 

But  ah  !  how  bootless  to  admire, 
When  fated  to  despair  I 

Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  Fair, 

To  hope  may  be  forgiven  ; 
For  sure  'twere  impious  to  despair 

So  much  in  sight  of  Heaven. 
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ON    READING,    IN    A    NEWSPAPER, 

THE  DEATH  OF  J M'L ,  Esq., 

BROTIIEK    TO    A    YOUNG    LADY,    A    PAUTICCLAU    FRIEND    OF 
THE    author's. 

[This  appears  to  have  been  composed  during  the  poet's  short  residence  at 
Mauchliuo  in  July,  1787,  after  his  first  sojourn  in  Edinburgh.  The  young 
Countess  of  Loudoun's  mother  was  one  of  the  M'Leods  of  Raasay,aiKl  through 
that  Ayrshire  connection,  Burns  would  be  introduced  to  the  Laird  of  Baasay's 
family  in  Edinburgh.  In  the  title  of  the  present  poem,  he  claims  Miss  Isabella 
M'Leod  as  "a  particular  friend  of  the  author's."  The  death  of  her  youngest 
brother,  John  M'Leod,  Esq.,  occurred  on  20th  July,  1787,  and  the  poet  has  seldom 
been  more  successful  than  in  the  present  instance,  in  giving  lyric  utterance  to 
the  language  of  condolence  for  loss  by  death.  It  seems  pretty  plain,  however, 
that  throughout  the  piece  he  takes  more  interest  in  his  "  particular  friend  " 
Isabella,  than  in  the  fate  of  her  departed  brother.  We  may  farther  note,  that 
in  one  of  his  letters  to  Mrs  Dunlop,  he  quotes  two  lines  of  this  poem,  thus:  — 

"  Heav'n  often  tears  the  bosom-chords  that  nature  finest  strung. 
You  will  excuse  this  quotation  for  the  sake  of  the  author." 

Referring  to  his  visit  to  Edinburgh,  Burns  is  said  to  have  remarked  as  fol- 
lows:— "Between  the  men  of  rustic  life  and  the  polite  world  I  observed  little 
difference;  but  a  refined  and  accomplished  woman  was  a  thing  altogether  new 
to  me,  and  of  which  I  had  formed  but  a  very  inadequate  idea."  And  Professor 
Wilson  on  this  subject  writes  thus: — -'One  of  his  biographers  seems  to  have 
believed  that  his  love  for  Jean  Armour,  the  daughter  of  a  Mauchline  mason, 
must  have  died  away  under  these  more  adequate  ideas  of  the  sex,  along  with 
their  corresponding  emotions." 

Here  we  find  Burns  amid  the  society  of  Edinburgh  belles,  such  as  Isabella 
M'Leod,  and  many  others,  and  it  is  very  curious  to  observe  how,  in  his  letters, 
he  expresses  the  customary  emotions  of  his  heart  towards  all  such.  So  early 
as  7th  January,  1787,  he  writes  to  an  Ayrshire  friend — "I  have  met  with  a  very 
pretty  girl — a  Lothian  farmer's  daughter,  whom  I  have  almost  persuaded  to 
accompany  me  to  the  west  country,  should  I  ever  return  to  settle  there.  By 
the  way,  a  Lothian  farmer  is  about  the  same  as  an  Ayrshire  squire  of  the  lower 
kind.  I  had  a  most  delicious  ride  from  Leith  to  her  house  jesternight  in  a 
hackney  coach,  with  her  brother,  and  two  sisters,  and  brother's  wife.  We  had 
dined  altogether  at  a  common  friend's  house  in  Leith,  and  drank,  danced,  and 
Bung  till  late  enough." 

In  the  course  of  his  mysterious  visit  to  the  West  Highlands,  about  the  end  of 
June,  1787,  he  thus  writes  to  James  Smith: — "I  shall  somewhere  have  a  farm 
soon.  I  was  going  to  say  a  wife  too;  but  that  must  never  be  my  blessed  lot. 
1  am  but  a  younger  son  of  the  house  of  Parnassus,  and,  like  other  younger 
sons  of  great  families,  I  may  intrigue,  if  I  choose  to  run  all  risks,  but  must 

not  marry.     I  have  only .     This  last  is  one  of  your  distant  acquaintances, 

has  a  fine  figure,  and  elegant  manners,  and,  in  the  ti-ain  of  some  great  folks 
whom  you  know,  has  seen  the  politest  quarters  of  Europe.  I  do  like  her  a 
good  deal,"  &c. 

It  is  not  easy  to  conjecture  what  Ayrshire  lady  of  fashion— known  to  both 
Smith  and  himself — is  here  referred  to.  The  letter  in  his  correspondence 
addressed  to  "  My  dear  countrywoman,"  may  apply  to  the  same  lady.  In  the 
Glenriddel  MS.  the  present  poem  is  included,  and  the  poet  has  appended  to  it 
the  following  remark: — "This  poetic  compliment  (what  few  poetic  compli- 
ments are)  was  from  the  heart."] 

Sad  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page, 

Aud  rueful  thy  alarms: 
Death  tears  the  brother  of  her  h)ve 

From  Isabella',-;  arms. 
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Sweetly  deckt  with  pearly  dew 
The  morning  rose  may  blow  ; 

But  cold  successive  noontide  blasts 
May  lay  its  ])eauties  low. 

Fair  on  Isabella's  morn 
The  sun  propitious  smil'd ; 

But,  long  ere  noon,  succeeding  clouds 
Succeeding  hopes  beguil'd. 

Fate  oft  tears  the  bosom  chords 
That  Nature  finest  strung  : 

So  Isabella's  heart  was  form'd, 
And  so  that  heart  was  wrung. 

Dread  Omnipotence,  alone, 
Can  heal  the  wound  He  gave ; 

Can  point  the  brimful  grief-worn  eyes 
To  scenes  beyond  the  grave. 

Virtue's  blossoms  there  shall  blow, 
And  fear  no  withering  blast ; 

There  Isabella's  spotless  worth 
Shall  happy  be  at  last.* 


*  The  reader  will  find,  at  page  224  another  composition  of  Burns  having 
reference  to  the  grief  of  Miss  Isabella  M'Leod  for  the  loss  of  relatives  by  death; 
thus  affording  another  proof  of  the  intimacy  subsisting  between  the  poet  aad 
the  M'Leod  family  about  the  year  1787,  when  Iioth  of  these  poems  were  pro- 
duced. Flora,  the  eldest  sister  of  Isabella,  had,  in  1779,  been  married  tc 
Colonel  Mure  Campbell,  afterwards  the  fifth  Earl  of  Loudoan  (to  which  ti  tie 
he  sucGi'eded  iu  1782,  after  his  wife's  death  )  She  died  at  Edinburgh,  in  17  80, 
R  few  hours  after  giving  birth  to  a  daughter,  Flora,  who  became  Countess  ol 
Loudoun  by  succession,  aud  Marchioness  of  Hastings  by  marriage.  U.  ei 
father's  death  we  have  referred  to  iu  a  note  at  page  224. 
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THE  HUMBLE  PETITION  OF  BRUAR  WATER.* 

TO    THE    NOBLE    DUKE    OE    ATHOI.E. 

[This  livelyand  characteristic  production  was  very  rapidly  composed  by  Burns 
in  the  course  of  his  north  tour  in  company  with  Nicol  in  1787.  He  reached 
Blair  Castle,  th"  seat  of  the  Duke  of  Atliole,  on  the  uight  of  Friday,  the  31st 
of  August,  and  was  a  guest  there  till  Monday  morning.  3rd  September.  On  5th 
September,  on  reaching  Inverness,  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Josiah  "Walker,  tutor  to  the 
Duke's  family  (afterwards  Professor  Walker  of  Glasgow  University),  enclosing 
the  poem,  with  these  remarks  :• — "  1  have  just  time  to  write  the  foregoing,  and 
to  tell  you  that  it  was — at  least  most  part  of  it — the  effusion  of  a  half-hour  I 
spent  at  Bruar.  I  do  not  mean  it  was  extempore,  for  I  have  endeavoured  to 
brush  it  up  as  well  as  Mr.  Nicol's  chat  and  the  jogging  of  the  cliaise  would 
allow.  It  eases  my  heart  a  good  deal,  as  rhyme  is  the  coin  with  which  a  poet 
pays  his  debts  of  honour  or  gratitude." 

The  two  days  Burns  spent  at  Blair  he  afterwards  declared  to  be  among  the 
happiest  days  of  his  life.  Professor  Walker  has  recorded  that  "he  tried  to 
exert  his  abilities,  because  he  knew  that  it  was  ability  alone  that  gave  him  a 
title  to  be  there.  The  Duke's  fine  young  family  attracted  much  of  his  admira- 
tion ;  he  drank  their  healths  as  honest  men  and  bonie  lasses,  an  idea  which  was 
much  applauded  by  the  company,  and  with  which  he  very  felicitously  closed 
his  poem."] 

My  Lord,  I  know  your  noble  ear 

Woe  ne'er  assails  in  vain; 
Embolden'd  thus,  I  beg  you'll  hear 

Your  humble  slave  complain, 
How  saucy  Phoebus'  scorching  beams, 

In  flaming  summer-pride, 
Dry-witliering,  waste  my  foamy  streams. 

And  drink  my  crystal  tide. 

The  lightly-jumping,  glowrin'  trout?. 

That  thro'  my  waters  play, 
If,  in  their  random,  wanton  spouts, 

They  near  the  margin  stray ; 
If,  hapless  chance !  they  linger  lang, 

I'm  scorching  up  so  shallow, 
They're  left,  the  whitening  stanes  amang, 

In  gasping  death  to  wallow. 

Last  day  I  grat  wi'  spite  and  teen. 

As  Poet  B****  came  by, 
That,  to  a  Bard,  I  should  be  seen 

Wi'  half  my  channel  drv : 


*  Bruar  Falls,  in  Athole,  are  exceedingly  picturesque  and  beautiful ;  but 
their  effect  is  much  impaired  by  the  want  of  trees  and  shrubs. — (E.  B.    1793.) 
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A  panegyric  rhyme,  I  ween, 
Even  as  I  was  lie  slior'd  me ; 

But,  had  I  in  my  glory  been, 
He,  kneeUng,  wad  ador'd  me. 

Here,  foaming  down  the  skelvy  rocks, 

In  twisting  strength  I  rin ; 
There,  high  my  boiling  torrent  smokes, 

Wild-roaring  o'er  a  Knn : 
Enjoying  large  each  spring  and  well 

As  Nature  gave  them  me, 
I  am,  altho'  I  say't  mysel', 

Worth  gaun  a  mile  to  see. 

Would  then  my  noble  master  please 

To  grant  ray  highest  wishes. 
He'll  shade  my  banks  wi'  towering  trees, 

And  bonie  spreading  bushes.* 
Delighted  doubly  then,  my  Lord, 

You'll  wander  on  my  banks, 
And  listen  mony  a  grateful  bird 

Return  you  tuneful  thanks. 

The  sober  laverock,  warbling  wild. 

Shall  to  the  skies  aspire ; 
The  gowdspink,  Music's  gayest  child, 

Shall  sweetly  join  the  choir  : 
The  blackbird  strong,  the  lintwhite  clear, 

The  mavis  mild  and  mellow ; 
The  robin  pensive  Autumn  chear, 

In  all  her  locks  of  yellow. 

This  too,  a  covert  shall  ensure, 

To  shield  them  from  the  storm ; 
And  coward  niaukin  sleep  secure, 

Low  in  her  grassy  form  : 
Here  shall  the  shepherd  make  his  seat. 

To  weave  his  crown  of  flowers  ; 
Or  find  a  sheltering,  safe  retreat, 

From  prone-descending  showers. 


*  This  part  of  tlio  petition  has  boon  succeBsful,  and  the  banks  are  now  clothed 
as  verdantly  as  the  poet  could  desire. 
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And  here,  by  sweet  endearing  stealth, 

Shall  meet  the  loving  pair, 
Despising  worlds  with  all  their  wealth 

As  empty  idle  care : 
The  flowers  shall  vie  in  all  their  charms 

The  hour  of  heaven  to  grace, 
And  birks  extend  their  fragrant  arms 

To  screen  the  dear  embrace. 

Here  haply  too,  at  vernal  dawn. 

Some  musing  bard  may  stray, 
And  eye  the  smoking,  dewy  lawn, 

And  misty  mountain,  grey  ; 
Or,  by  the  reaper's  nightly  beam. 

Mild- chequering  thro'  the  trees, 
Rave  to  my  darkly-dashing  stream, 

Hoarse-swelhng  on  the  breeze. 

Let  lofty  firs,  and  ashes  cool, 

My  lowly  banks  o'erspread. 
And  view,  deep-bending  in  the  pool, 

Their  shadows'  wat'ry  bed  : 
Let  fragrant  birks,  in  woodbines  drest. 

My  craggy  cUffs  adorn ; 
And,  for  the  httle  songster's  nest, 

The  close  embowering  thorn. 

So  may  Old  Scotia's  darling  hope, 

Your  Httle  angel  band. 
Spring,  like  their  fathers,  up  to  prop 

Their  honour'd,  native  land  ! 
So  may,  thro'  Albion's  farthest  kin, 

To  social-flowing  glasses. 
The  grace  be — "  Athole's  honest  men, 

"  And  Athole's  bonie  lasses ! " 
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ON  SCARING  SOME  WATER-FOWL 

IN   LOCH-TURIT,    A    WILD    SCENE   A3I0NG   THE    HILLS    OF 
OUGHTERTYRE. 

[This  was  composed  in  October,  1787,  on  the  same  visit  which  produced  the 
beautiful  song — Bhjthe,  blythe  and  merry  was  she  (see  page  226.)  Among  the  hills 
behind  Ochtertj're  House  is  a  wild  valley  partly  filled  by  a  loch,  which  visitors 
are  usuallj^  taken  to  see,  and  that  scene  furnished  the  materials  for  this  emanation 
of  fine  feeling  and  excellent  versification.  Wilson  remarks: — "  What  fine  and 
poetical  sjonpathy  is  there  in  his  address  to  the  startled  fowl  on  Loch  Turit! 
He  speaks  of  'parent,  filial,  kindred  ties;'  and,  in  the  closing  lines,  'Or,  if 
man's  superior  miglit.'  &c.  Who  does  not  feel  that  it  is  iJii/'ns  that  speaks  ? 
Whatever  bo  his  mood,  grave  or  gladsome,  mirthful  or  melancholy — or  when 
Borrow  smiles  back  to  joy,  or  care  joins  hands  to  folly — he  has  always  a  thought 
to  give  to  them  who  many  think  have  no  thotiijht,  but  who  all  seemed  to  him, 
from  highest  to  lowest  in  the  scale  of  being,  to  possess  each  its  appropriate 
degree  of  intelligence  and  love."] 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake, 
For  me  your  wat'ry  haunt  forsake? 
Tell  me,  fellow-creatures,  why 
At  my  presence  thus  you  fly  ? 
Why  disturb  your  social  joys, 
Parent,  fihal,  kindred  ties  ? — 
Common  friend  to  you  and  me, 
Nature's  gifts  to  all  are  free : 
Peaceful  keep  your  dimpling  wave. 
Busy  feed,  or  wanton  lave ; 
Or,  beneath  the  sheltering  rock, 
Bide  the  surging  billow's  shock. 

Conscious,  blushing  for  our  race, 
Soon,  too  soon,  your  fears  I  trace : 
Man,  your  proud  usurping  foe. 
Would  be  lord  of  all  below  : 
Plumes  himself  in  Freedom's  pride. 
Tyrant  stern  to  all  beside. 

The  eagle,  from  the  cliffy  brow, 
Marking  you  his  prey  below. 
In  his  breast  no  pity  dwells. 
Strong  Necessity  compels. 
But  Man,  to  whom  alone  is  given 
A  ray  direct  from  pitying  Heaven, 
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Glories  in  his  heart  humane — 
And' creatures  for  his  pleasure  slain. 

In  these  savage,  liquid  plains, 
Only  known  to  wandering  swains, 
Where  the  mossy  riv'let  strays, 
Far  from  human  haunts  and  ways  ; 
All  on  Nature  you  depend, 
And  life's  poor  season  peaceful  spend. 

Or,  if  man's  superior  might 
Dare  invade  your  native  right. 
On  the  lofty  ether  borne, 
Man  with  all  his  powers  you  scorn ; 
Swiftly  seek,  on  clanging  wings, 
Other  lakes  and  other  springs ; 
And  the  foe  you  cannot  brave, 
Scorn  at  least  to  be  his  slave. 


WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL 

OVER   THE    CHniNETPIECE,    IN    THE    PARLOUR    OF    THE    INN 
AT  KENMORE,  TAYMOUTH. 

[The  date  of  this  very  truthful  description  of  the  scene  presented  to  the  visitor 
at  Kenmore,  and  appropriate  reflections  arising  therefrom,  is  U'dnesdni/,  August 
29.  1787,  as  we  learu  from  the  poet's  journal  of  his  tour.  Nothing  in  descriptive 
poetry  was  ever  more  real  than  that  passage : — 

"  The  Taj',  meandering  sweet  in  infant  pride, 

The  palace  rising  on  its  verdant  side ; 

The  lawns,  wood-fringed  in  Nature's  native  taste; 

The  hillocks,  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste; 

The  arches,  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream; 

The  village,  glittering  In  the  noontide  beam."] 

Admiring  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace, 
These  northern  scenes  with  weary  feet  I  trace  ; 
O'er  many  a  winding  dale  and  painful  steep, 
Th'  abodes  of  coveyed  grouse  and  timid  sheep, 
My  savage  journey,  curious,  I  pursue, 
Till  fam'd  Breadalbaine  opens  on  my  view. — 
The  meeting  chffs  each  deep-sunk  glen  divides, 
The  woods,  wild-scattered,  clothe  then-  ample  sides ; 
Th'  outstretching  lake,  embosomed  'mong  the  hills, 
The  eye  with  wonder  and  amazement  fills; 
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The  Tay,  meandering  sweet  in  infant  pride, 
The  palace,  rising  on  his  verdant  side ; 
The  lawns,  wood-fringed  in  Nature's  native  taste  ; 
The  hillocks,  dropt  in  Nature's  careless  haste ; 
The  arches,  striding  o'er  the  new-born  stream ; 
The  village,  glittering  in  the  noontide  beam — 

*  *  *  * 

Poetic  ardours  in  my  bosom  swell. 

Lone  wand'ring  by  the  hermit's  mossy  cell : 

The  sweeping  theatre  of  hanging  woods ; 

The  incessant  roar  of  headlong  tumbUng  floods — 

«  *  «  * 

Here  Poesy  might  wake  her  heaven-tanght  lyre, 

And  look  through  Nature  with  creative  lire ; 

Here,  to  the  wrongs  of  Fate  half  reconcil'd, 

Misfortune's  lightened  steps  might  wander  wild ; 

And  Disappointment,  in  these  lonely  bounds, 

Find  balm  to  soothe  her  bitter  rankhug  wounds  : 

Here  heart-struck  Grief  might  heavenward  stretch  her  scan. 

And  injured  Worth  forget  and  pardon  man. 

*  »  »  » 
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WRITTEN  WITH  A  PENCIL, 

STANDING  BY  THE  FALL  OF  FYKKS,    NEAR  LOCH-NESS. 

[This  bold  sketch  was  written  on  the  spot,  on  Wednesday,  6th  Sept,,  1787. 
"Wilson,  in  referring  to  the  thoughtless  remarlvs  of  some  critics  who  have  said 
that  Burns  displayed  no  deep  love  for  external  nature,  and  shewed  no  great 
power  as  a  descriptive  iioet,  quotes  several  passages  from  the  poetical  Epistles — 
from  the  Brigs  o/Ai/r.  Ilallovvcn,  &c.,  which  sufiice  to  set  aside  (hat  assertion.  lie 
admits  at  same  time  that  Burns'  love  of  Nature  is  always  associated  with  some 
vehement  passion  or  sweet  affection  for  living  creatures ;  but  here  is  a  bit  of 
puic  description  uuassoeiatod  with  any  living  soul  except  the  spectator  himself, 
and  he  seems  to  have  taken  pains  to  produce  somct  hing  striking.  "Nevertheless," 
remarks  the  Professor,  "ho  is  ambitious  overmuch,  and,  though  anj'thing  but 
feeble,  he  becomes  bombastic  in  that  couplet : — 

'Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  descends, 
And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  astonished,  rends.' " 
We  are  inclined  to  demur  to  the  critic's  opinion  here,  and  fancy  that  if  he 
had  met  that  bold  tigure  in  >shii/:fspeare  he  would  have  applauded  it.  But  we 
forgive  Christopher,  in  consideration  of  the  truly  grand  prose  description  of  the 
same  scene  during  a  storm,  which  he  has  given  to  the  world  in  the  pages  of 
Blaciicood,  in  his  l^eautiful  article  on  "  Streams,"  and  which  we  wish  our  space 
would  allow  us  to  reprint  here.  But  more  particularly  do  we  forgive  him  on 
account  of  the  following  observations: — "The  truth  is  that  Burns  would  have 
utterly  despised  most  of  what  is  now  dignified  with  the  name  of  poetry,  where, 
harmlessly  enough,  '  Pure  description  takes  the  place  of  sense : '  but  far  worse, 
where  the  agonizing  artist  intensifies  himself  with  genuine  convulsions  at  the 
shrine  of  Nature,  or  acts  the  epileptic  to  extort  alms.  The  world  is  beginning 
to  lose  patience  with  such  idolaters;  and  insists  on  being  allowed  to  see  the  sun 
set  with  her  own  eyes,  and  with  her  own  ears  to  hear  the  sea.  Why,  there  is 
often  more  poetry  in  live  lines  of  Burns  than  any  fifty  volumes  of  the  versiflerB 
who  have  the  audacity  to  criticise  him!  "] 

Among  the  heathy  hills  and  ragged  woods 

The  roaring  Fyers  pours  his  mossy  floods ; 

Till  full  he  dashes  on  the  rocky  mounds, 

Where,  thro'  a  shapeless  breach,  his  stream  resounds. 

As  high  in  air  the  bursting  torrents  flow, 

As  deep  recoihng  surges  foam  below, 

Prone  down  the  rock  the  whitening  sheet  descends, 

And  viewless  Echo's  ear,  astonished,  rends. 

Dim-seen,  through  rising  mists  and  ceaseless  showers, 

The  hoary  cavern,  wide-surrounding,  lowers. 

Still  thro'  the  gap  the  struggling  river  toils. 

And  still,  below,  the  horrid  caldron  boils — 


(     374     ) 
ON  THE  BIRTH  OF  A  POSTHUMOUS  CHILD, 

BORN  IN   PECULIAR   CIRCUMSTANCES     OF    FABIILY-DISTRESS. 

[This  wai?  composed  in  November,  1790,  at  Ellisland,  on  receiving  a  letter 
from  Mrs.  Dunlop,  announcing  that  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Henri,  whose  husband 
had  died  about  live  months  previously,  had  borne  a  son.  This  address  to  the 
newly  born  infant  is  in  Burns'  best  manner,  although  he  tolls  Mrs.  Dunlop  in  the 
letter  which  contained  the  verses,  that  they  were  "poured  out  almost  extempore," 
in  the  course  of  a  stroll  he  took  along  the  broomy  banks  of  the  Nith  to  muse 
over  the  joy  produced  by  her  news.  The  bard's  subsequent  letters  to  Mrs. 
Dimlop  frequently  make  reference  to  the  "  little  floweret "  and  the  "  mother 
plant;  "  but,  in  the  autumn  of  1792,  Mrs.  Henri  was  induced  to  pay  a  visit  to 
her  deceased  husband's  relations  in  France,  where  she  had  not  been  long 
resident,  when  she  herself  was  cut  off  by  death,  leaving  the  orphan  child  to  be 
reared  by  the  paternal  grandfather;  and  it  is  gratifying  to  be  enabled  to  add  that 
BO  lately  as  1845,  the  subject  of  these  verses  resided  in  France,  the  proprietor  of 
his  family  estates.] 

Sweet  flow'ret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love, 

And  ward  o'  mony  a  prayer, 
What  heart  o'  stane  wad  thou  na  move, 

Sae  helpless,  sweet,  and  fair. 

November  hirples  o'er  the  lea. 

Chill,  on  thy  lovely  form ; 
And  gane,  alas !  the  shelt'riug  tree, 

Should  shield  thee  frae  the  storm. 

May  He  who  gives  the  rain  to  pour, 

And  wings  the  blast  to  blaw, 
Protect  thee  frae  the  driving  shower, 

The  bitter  frost  and  snaw. 

May  He,  the  friend  of  woe  and  want. 
Who  heals  hfe's  various  stounds, 

Protect  and  guard  the  mother  plant, 
And  heal  her  cruel  wounds. 

But  late  she  flourished,  rooted  fast, 

Fair  on  the  summer  morn : 
Now,  feebly  bends  she,  in  the  blast, 

Unsheltered  and  forlorn. 

Blest  be  thy  bloom,  thou  lovely  gem. 

Unscathed  by  ruffian  hand  ! 
And  from  thee  many  a  parent  stem 

Arise  to  deck  our  land. 


SONGS  WRITTEN  BY  BURNS, 

FOB   GEORGE    TUOMSON'S    COLLECTION, 


WHICH   WERE 


PUBLISHED    DURING   THE   AUTHOR'S    LIFETIME. 


(The  Preface  to  first  half-volume  dated  First  May,  1793J* 


INTRODUCTORY     NOTE. 


The  public  had  not — beyond  one  month — enjoyed  the  delight  of  perusing 
the  many  exquisite  songs  by  Burns  in  Johnson's  foui-th  volume  (pub- 
lished, August  13,  1792),  when  the  poet  received  a  letter  from  a  gentleman 
whom  he  never  had  seen  in  his  life,  and  likely  never  heard  of  before,  enclosing 
a  note  of  introduction  by  Mr.  Alexander  Cunningham,  an  intimate  Edinburgh 
friend  of  the  poet.  The  person  who  thus  addressed  him  was  Mr.  George  Thom- 
son, a  man  about  Burns'  own  age,  occupying  the  situation  of  clerk  in  the  oflice 
of  the  Board  of  Trustees  for  the  Encouragement  of  Manufactures  in  Scotland, 
and  the  letter  aunouuced  to  the  poet  that,  with  the  advice  of  a  friend  or  two,  the 
writer  had  projected  a  new  collection  of  the  Songs  of  Scotland,  the  melodies  of 
which  were  to  be  graced  with  harmonies  and  symphonies  by  Pleyel  and  other 
composers,  and  such  songs  of  a  rude  age  as  could  no  longer  be  sung  in  good 
society,  were  to  be  purified  or  removed,  by  introducing  in  their  places  appro- 
priate lyrics  by  qualified  authors.  He  applied  to  "  the  author  of  the  Cotter's 
Saturday  Night,"  requesting  his  co-operation,  "  for  the  honour  of  Caledonia." 
Such  an  appeal  as  this  could  not  well  be  resisted  by  Burns,  who  in  a  prompt 
reply,  dated  16th  September,  1792,  told  Thomson  that  compliance  with  his 
request  would  positively  add  to  his  enjoyments.  "  I  shall  enter,"  he  says,  "into 
your  undertaking  with  all  the  small  portion  of  abilities  I  have — strained  to  the 
utmost  exertion  by  the  impulse  of  enthusiasm.  Only,  don't  hurry  me — '  Deil 
tak'  the  hindmost '  is  by  no  means  the  motto  of  my  Muse.  Apropos,  if  you  are 
for  English  verses,  there  is — on  my  part — an  end  of  the  matter.     Whether  in 


*  It  was  the  1st  of  July  before  Thomson  sent  a  copy  to  the  poet.  In  his  letter 
of  that  date,  he  writes  thus : — ' '  The  first  book  of  songs — just  published — will  be 
despatched  to  you  along  with  this." 
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the  simplicity  of  the  ballad,  or  the  pathos  of  song,  I  can  only  hope  to  please 
myself  in  being  ano\Ye(l  at  least  a  sprinkling  of  our  native  tongue.  And  as  to 
remuneration,  you  may  think  my  songs  either  above  or  below  price ;  for  they 
shall  absolutely  bo  the  one  or  the  other.  PS. — I  have  some  particular  reasons 
for  wishing  my  interference  to  be  known  as  little  as  possible." 

Between  that  date  and  the  month  of  March  following,  when  "  Wandering 
Willie  "  was  produced,  the  poet  furnished  for  Thomson's  collection  no  less  than 
a  dozen  of  songs,  for  they  were  not  published  in  that  work  in  the  order  of  their 
composition ;  and,  altogether,  he  furnished  for  that  gentleman  nearly  seventy 
songs,  of  which  a  few  were  sent  simultaneously  to  Johnson:  some  were  merely 
alterations  of  songs  which  had  previously  appeared  in  the  Museum,  and  two  or 
three  were  rejected  by  Thomson,  as  being,  in  his  eyes,  beneath  the  standard  of 
his  collection. 

We  have,  in  preceding  pages,  recorded  Burns'  estimate  of  the  earlier  work 
projected  by  Johnson;  audit  is  but  fair  that  we  nowdolike  justice  to  Thomson's 
publication.  On  receiving  a  copy  of  the  first  half-volume,  in  July,  1793,  the  poet 
wrote  to  Thomson  as  follows : — 

"  Allow  me  to  congratulate  you  now  as  a  brother  of  the  quill.  You  have  com- 
mitted your  character  and  fame,  which  will  now  be  tried,  for  ages  to  come,  by 
the  illustrious  jury  of  the  SONS  and  Dauguteus  of  Taste — all  whom  poesy  can 
please,  or  music  charm.  Being  a  bard  of  nature,  I  have  some  pretensions  to 
Becond-sight ;  and  I  am  warranted  by  the  spirit  to  fortell  and  affirm,  that  your 
great-grandchild  will  hold  up  your  volumes,  and  say,  with  honest  pride,  '  This 
BO-much-admired  selection  was  the  work  of  my  ancestor ! ' " 

Few  of  the  public  are  aware  that  the  sons  and  daughters  of  the  late  Charles 
Dickens — the  world-renowned  "Boz" — are  the  great-grandchildren  of  George 
Thomson.  A  daughter  of  the  latter  became  the  wife  of  Mr.  Hogarth,  a  composer 
and  musical  author:  their  daughter  was  fated,  "  for  better  or  worse,"  to  become 
the  wife  of  Mr.  Dickens,  and  the  motlisr  of  his  ichilJren.  "  George 
Thomson  survived  long  enough  to  witness  the  literary  triumphs  of 
his  grandson-iu-law,  Mr.  Dickens.  He  died  at  Leith,  on  IGlh  February, 
1751,  aged  nearly  93" — "  in  the  possession  of  all  his  faculties" — as  Mr_ 
Chambers  pleasingly  records,  "  not  less  in  the  enjoyment  of  his  favourite 
music,  and  of  all  the  rational  pleasures  of  society — a  remarkable  proof  of  what 
a  moderate,  cheerful  mind,  not  unduly  tasked  by  business  or  crushed  by  care, 
will  do  in  prolonging  life  ;  and  thus  forming  a  striking  contrast  to  the  hapless 
bard  of  Caledonia  with  whom  his  name  has  been  incidentally  associated." 
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WANDERING    WILLIE. 

Tune — Hei'e  aioa\  there  awd . 

[This  sons  was  produced  in  March,  1703.  Some  alterations  were  proposed  by 
Mr.  Thomson  and  his  advisor,  the  Hon.  Henry  Erskine;  and  our  poet,  with  his 
usual  judf;nient,  adopted  somo  of  thoso  suggestions  and  rejected  others.  In 
sending  tho  amended  copy  here  given  in  the  text,  ho  writes  thus  to 
Thomson: — "  Givo  me  leave  to  criticise  your  taste  in  the  only  thing  in  which  it 
is,  in  my  opinion,  reprehensible.  You  know  I  ought  to  know  something  of  my 
own  trade.  Of  pathos,  sentiment,  and  point,  you  are  a  complete  judge;  but 
there  is  a  quality  more  necessary  than  either  in  a  song,  and  which  is  the  very 
essence  of  a  ballad, — I  mean  simplicity ;  now,  if  I  mistake  not,  this  last  feature 
you  are  a  little  apt  to  sacrifice  to  the  foregoing." 

We  here  insert  the  first  version  of  the  song,  in  order  tliat  our  readers  may 
judge  for  themselves  as  to  the  improvements  effected  by  the  revisal  above  re- 
ferred to : — 

"Here  awa',  there  awa",  wandering  Willie, 

Now  tired  with  wandering,  hand  awa'  hame ; 
Come  to  my  bosom  my  ae  only  dearie. 
And  tell  me  thou  briug'st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 

Loud  blew  the  cauld  winter  winds  at  our  parting; 

It  wasna  the  blast  brought  the  tear  in  my  e'e : 
Now  welcome  tho  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie, 

The  simmer  to  nature,  my  Willie  to  me. 

Ye  hurricanes  rest  in  the  cave  o'  your  slumbers ! 

O  how  your  wild  horrors  a  lover  alarms ! 
Awaken  ye  breezes,  row  gently  ye  billows. 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 

But  if  he's  forgotten  his  faithfullestNannie, 

O  still  flow  between  us  thou  wide-roaring  main ; 
May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 
But,  dj-ing,  believe  tliat  my  Willie's  my  ain!  " 
The  old  ditty  that  suggested  this  fine  effusion  is  to  be  found  in  David  Herd's 
collection:    it  consists  of  one  verse   and  a    chorus,   repeated  with  a  varia- 
tion, and  is  so  fine  in   feeling,   and  bo  natural,   that  it  must  have  kept  its 
ground  until  the  present  day,  had  not  the  genius  of  Burnsinlervened  to  supplant 
it.    These  old  words,  with  their  bold  simplicity,  are  so  true  and  good  in  their 
way  that  we  cannot  wonder  how  Burns,  in  submitting  his  never-to-die  verses, 
said  to  Thomson — "  I  leave  it  to  you,  my  dear  sir,  to  determine  whether  the 
above  or  the  old  song,  '  Tliro'  the  lang  muir,'  be  the.best."    Let  us,  therefore, 
present  the  reader  with  the  old  song  alluded  to : — 
"  Jlere  aica\  there  awa',  here  awa\  Willie, 
Here  awa\  there  a^ca',  here  atoa'  hame; 
Lang  have  I  sought  thee,  A'ar  have  I  bought  thee, 
Now  I  have  gotten  my  Willie  again. 

Thro'  the  lang  muir  I  have  followed  my  Willie, 
Thro'  the  lang  muir  I  have  follow'd  him  hamo  ; 

Whatever  betide  us,  nought  shall  divide  us ; 
Love  now  rewards  all  my  sorrow  and  pain. 

Here  awa\  there  awa\  here  awa',  Willie, 

Here  awa',  there  awa',  here  aim  /lame: 
Come  love,  believe  me,  nothing  can  grieve  me; 
Ilka  thing  pleases  when  Willie's  at  hame." 
Captain  Gray,  R.M.,  referring  to  an  absurd  observation  of  Allan  Cunningham 
that  Mrs.  Maria  Riddel  is  understood  to  have  been  the  heroine  of  "  Wandering 
Willie,"  has  left  us  an  excellent  note,  which  we  make  no  apology  for  quoting  :— 
"This   conjecture — for  it    is    nothing   more — appears  to    us   to   be   the  very 
March-hare-madness    of    heroine-hunting!      Why   Mrs.    Riddel?    we    would 
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ask.  Was  the  uUa  of  the  fair  mourner  Insufficient  for  the  poet's  purpose,  with- 
out having  the  charms  of  the  accomplished  Maria  before  his  eyes  'i  Were  wo  to 
Bet  our  wits  to  work  in  order  to  And  out  a  heroine  for  this  song,  wo  think  wo 
could  make  a  far  more  probable  conjecture  as  to  the  lady  Burns  might  have  had 
in  his  eye,  than  the  above-named.  We  maintain,  at  sauio  time,  that  a  heroine 
was  not'wanted  on  the  occasion ;  but  if  one  must  be  had,  the  probability  is  that  tho 
'Nannie'  mentioned  was  Mrs.  Agues  M'Lehose,  instead  of  Mrs.  Maria  Eiddcl. 
It  will  be  recollected  that  when  Burns  was  about  to  leave  Edinburgh  in  Dec, 
1787,  he  got  acquainted  with  Mrs.  M'Lehose  (Clarinda),  who  afterwards,  in  1792, 
went  to  the  West  Indies  to  join  her  husband.  Might  not  Burns  have  glanced  at 
her  history— a  chequered  one — when  writing  this  song  for  Mr.  Thomson's  work 
in  1703?"  ,  .     .. 

Mr.  Chambers,  improving  on  this  suggestion  of  Captain  Gray,  tells  us  in  ms 
last  edition,  that  the  poet  in  composing  the  following  song  "gave  expression  to 
the  supposed  feelings  of  Clarinda,  by  throwing  himself  sj-mpathetically  into  the 
circumstances  of  that  unhappy  lady,  in  seeking  a  reunion  with  her  aberrant 
husband."  All  this  may  be  bo  ;  but  be  it  remembered  that  the  euphonious  name 
of  Nminie  was  a  favourite  one  with  Burns;  and  we  rather  think  that  "  Nancy" 
was  the  form  of  that  christian  name  which  he  alicatjs  adopted  when  he  ad- 
dressed or  referred  to  Clarinda.  That  lady,  after  bidding  an  affectionate  and 
(as  she  supposed)  eternal  farewell  to  Burns,  sailed  in  February,  1792,  from  Leith 
to  Jamaica,  in  the  /iloseHe— the  same  vessel  in  which  Burns  had  resolved  to  sail 
thither  in  178(3;  but  meeting  with  unkindness  where  she  expected  love,  she  re- 
turned to  this  country  by  the  same  ship— landing  in  August  of  same  year.  So 
that  when  we  tind  the  poet  producing  "  Wandering  Willie  "  in  March,  1793,  and 
"My  Nannie's  awa' "  in  December,  1794,  it  does  seem  to  partake  a  little  of 
heroine-hunting  to  afQrm  that  Clarinda  was  the  suhjcct  of  these  songs.] 

Here  awa',  there  awa',  wandering  Willie, 
Here  awa',  there  awa',  hand  awa'  hame ; 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  only  dearie, 

Tell  me  thou  bring'st  me  my  WilUe  the  same. 

Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  parting ; 

Fears  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  e'e : 
Welcome  now  simmer,  and  welcome  my  Willie ; 

The  simmer  to  nature,  my  WilUe  to  me. 

Rest,  ye  wild  storms,  in  the  cave  of  your  slumbers. 
How  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarms ! 

Wauken  ye  breezes,  row  gently  ye  billows. 

And  waft  my  dear  laddie  ance  mair  to  my  arms. 

But  oh,  if  he's  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nannie, 
Flow  still  between  us  thou  wide-roaring  main ; 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 
But,  dying,  beheve  that  my  WiUie's  my  ain. 


(     370     ) 
GALLA  WATER. 


[This  charming  pastoral  was  produced  in  January,  1793.  Tho  air  is  one  of 
the  oldest  and  best  of  our  melodies.  Haydn,  who  was  engaged  by  Mr.  White 
of  Edinburgh  to  furnish  accompaniments  to  a  collection  of  Scottish  songs  that 
was  got  up  as  an  opposition  to  Thomson's  publication,  wrote  below  the  score 
of  the  melody,  in  his  best  English,  these  words: — "This  one,  Dr  .Haydn's 
favourite  song. "  It  will  be  recollected  that  Thomas  Moore  composed  his  fine 
lyric  "  Mary  I  believed  thee  true,  "  to  the  same  air. 

Stenhouse  notices  Burns'  beautiful  verses  as  follows : — "  The  sentiments  are 
natural  and  pleasing;  yet  the  poet  appears  to  have  been  regardless  of  his 
rhyme :  heather  and  better — tocher  and  zoaler,  do  not  rhyme  very  well.  But 
he  likely  did  so  in  imitation  of  many  of  the  older  song-composers,  who  were 
not  over  fastidious  on  this  point. "  On  this  subject  Professor  Wilson  well 
remarks: — "  It  is  not  enough  to  say  that  here,  and  in  other  instances  {Highland 
Mary,  a  remarkable  instance)  Burns  was  imitating  the  manner  of  some  of  the 
old  songs— indulging  in  the  same  license :  for  he  would  not  have  done  so,  had 
he  thought  it  an  imperfection.  He  felt  that  there  must  be  a  reason  in  nature 
why  this  is  sometimes  so  pleasing — why  it  sometimes  gives  a  grace  beyond  the 
reach  of  art  The  poet  himself,  in  his  early  Scrap-book,  discusses  this  very 
question,  thus: — "There  is  a  wild-warbling  cadence — a  heart  moving  melody 
in  the  greater  part  of  those  old  Scotch  airs  which  end  with  a  hj'per-metrical 
eyllable,  and  there  is  consequently  a  degree  of  wild  irregularity  in  many  of 
the  compositions  and  fragments  which  are  daily  sung  to  them  by  my  compeers 
— the  common  people — a  certain  happy  arrangement  of  tbe  Scotch  syllables, 
and  yet  very  frequently  nothing — not  even  /ife  rhyme  and  sameness  of  jingle 
at  the  end  of  tho  lines.  This  has  made  mo  sometimes  imagine  that  perhaps 
it  might  be  possible  for  a  Scotch  poet,  with  a  nice  judicious  ear,  to  set  com- 
positions to  many  of  our  most  favourite  airs — particularly  the  classes  of  them 
mentioned  above,  independent  of  rhyme  altogether. " 

The  opening  couplet  of  the  song  was  slightly  altered  at  the  request  of 
Thomson,  to  fit  the  sudden  emphasis  on  the  first  syllable,  peculiar  to  this  and 
other  melodies,  such  aB"Koy's  Wife, "  which  have  no  preparatory  starting- 
note.  Burns  remarked  thus: — "The  business  of  many  of  our  tunes  wanting 
at  the  beginning  what  fiddlers  call  a  starting-note,  is  often  a  rub  to  us  poor 
rhymers.    You  may  alter — 

There's  braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes. 
That  wander  through  the  blooming  heather, 


Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 
Ye  wander  through  ) 

V  the  blooming  heather. "] 
They  rove  amang     ) 


Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes, 

Ye  wander  thro'  the  blooming  heather  ; 

But  Yarrow  braes,  nor  Ettric  shaws. 
Can  match  the  lads  o'  Galla  water. 

But  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Aboon  them  a'  I  lo'e  him  better  ; 

And  I'll  be  his,  and  he'll  be  mine, 
The  bonie  lad  o'  Galla  water. 
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Altho'  liis  daddie  was  nae  laird, 

And  tho'  I  hae  na  meiklo  tocher ; 
Yet  ricli  in  kindest,  truest  love. 

We'll  tent  our  flocks  by  Galla  water. 

It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth 
That  coft  contentment,  peace,  or  pleasure  ; 

The  bands  and  IjHss  o'  mutual  love, 
0  that's  the  chiefest  warld's  treasure  !* 

•  The  ancient  song  of  Galla  Water  which  had  to  make  way  for  that  of 
Burns,  was  not  without  its  own  kind  of  merit,  as  the  following  simple  may 
satisfy  the  reader.  In  Chambers'  collection  of  Scottish  songs,  1821),  it  is  given 
In  a  fuller  form : — 

CHORUS. 

Braw  lads  o'  Galla  Water! 
'  Bonie  lads  o' Galla  Water! 

Lothian  lads  will  ne'er  compare 
Wi'  the  braw  lads  o'  Galla  Water 

Though  barley  rigs  are  gude  to  see, 

Yet  flocks  o'  sheep  are  mickle  better; 
And  oats  will  shake  on  a  windy  day, 

When  the  lambs  will  play  by  Galla  Water 

Lothian  lads  are  black  wi'  reck. 

And  Toviotdale  lads  are  little  better; 
Let  them  a'  say  what  they  will, 

The  gree  gaes  ay  doun  Galla  Water. 

There's  Blindylee  and  Torwoodlee, 

And  Galashiels  that  rides  the  wafer; 
But  young  Hawtr.^e,  he  bears  the  gree 

Of  a'  the  Tringles  o'  Galla  Water. 

Tho  curious  thing  in  regard  to  the  olc":  i/.-Jg  is  that  GaUa  TTn/cr  belongs  to 
Midlothian  considerably  more  than  to  Koxourgh  and  Selkirk,  whoso  "  l)raw 
lads "  are  understood  thus  to  sing  so  boastingly.  Pringle  is  the  ancient 
suvpaine  of  the  four  lainls  nienticmcd  in  the  closing  verse.  -'Galashiels" 
refers  not  to  the  modern  manufacturing  town  of  that  name;  but  to  the 
"Gudeman  of  Galashiels,"  or  Laird  o'  Galla,  a  "Pringle"  also  in  former 
times. 


(     381     ) 


AULD  ROB  MORRIS. 

[The  letter  which  encloses  this  fine  song,  alon^f  with  Duncan  Gray,  is  dated 
4tli  December,  179'2.  Hubert  Cliamhers  says,  "  The  second  stanza  was  designed 
as  a  description  of  Charlotte  Hamilton.  So  Burns  told  Miss  Ounlop,  who  com- 
municated the  fact  to  Major  Adair  (Charlotte's  son),  who  again  is  my  informant." 
The  reader  on  turning  to  the  note  to  song — TItc  Banks  of  tlie  Devon,  page  i20,  will 
find  a  prose  description  of  the  same  lady,  painted  on  the  spot,  by  the  same  artist. 
Charlotte  had  been  Mrs.  Adair  for  some  years  before  the  date  of  the  present  song. 
The  reader  will  observe  that  Bm-ns'  pictured  lovers,  when  they  set  their  hearts 
on  some  fair  object  beyond  their  reach  in  respect  of  rank,  never  wish  to  be 
raised  to  the  level  of  the  loved  ones ;  but,  on  the  contrai-y,  regret  that  these 
superior  beings  had  not  been  born  "of  a  lower  degree."  His  muse,  rather  than 
"  raise  a  mortal  to  the  skies,"  prefers  to  "  draw  an  angel  down."  The  last  verse 
of  the  present  song  is  exactly  parallel  in  that  respect  with  a  corresponding 
stanza  in  2'he  Lass  o'  Ballochmyle: — 

"  O '.  had  she  been  a  countiy  maid,  and  I  the  happy  country  swain, 

Tho'  sheltered  in  the  lowest  shade  that  ever  rose  on  Scotland's  plain. 

Thro'  weary  winter's  wind  and  rain,  with  joy — with  rapture  I  would  toil; 

And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain  the  bonio  lass  o'  Ballochmyle." 
Indeed,  Burns'  songs  abound  in  similar  thoughts — 

"  How  blythely  wad  I  bide  the  stoure — a  weary  slave  frae  sun  to  sun — 

Could  I  the  rich  reward  secure — the  lovely  Mary  Morison." 
■Wilson  points  out  that  this  principle  in  the  nature  of  Love  does  not  correspond 
with  one  of  the  weighty  sayings  of  "  Old  Hobbes,"  who  records  that,  m  great 
differences  of  persons,  t/ie  greater  have  often  fallen  in  lore  with  the  meaner:  hut  not 
the  contrary.  Here,  it  is  evident,  "Old  Hobbes"  must  be  referring  to  such 
instances  as  "King  Cophetua  and  the  beggar" — the  love  intrigues  of  Jupiter 
and  Mars,  and  to  those  "  sons  of  God  who  saw  the  daughters  of  men  that  they 
were  fair,  and  took  them  wives  of  all  which  they  choose."  But  "  from  the 
beginning  it  was  not  so,"  even  with  Burns,  as  Gilbert,  speaking  of  the  amours 
of  his  brother  in  early  life,  before  he  had  learned  to  appreciate  that  higher 
qualitj'  of  female  loveliness  which  he  became  acquainted  with  after  the  publica- 
cation  of  his  poems,  tells  us  that  "his  love  rarely  settled  on  persons  who  were 
higher  than  himself,  or  who  had  moi'e  consequence  in  life."  Nay,  even  with 
regard  to  his  "  Nannie,  charming,  sweet,  and  young,"  Gilbert  recoi'ds  that  her 
charms  were  but  nudiocre,  and  what  she  had  were  sexual ;  which  was,  indeed, 
the  characteristic  of  the  greater  part  of  the  poet's  mistresses.  He  was  no 
Platonic  lover,  whatever  he  might  pretend  or  Buppose  of  himself."] 

There's  auld  Rob  Morris  that  wens  in  yon  glen, 
He's  the  king  o'  gude  fellows,  and  wale  of  auld  men  ; 
He  has  gowd  in  his  coffers,  he  has  sheep,  he  has  kine, 
And  ae  bonie  lassie,  his  darhng  and  mine. 

She's  fresh  as  the  morning,  the  fairest  in  May ; 
She's  sweet  as  the  ev'ning  amang  the  new  hay ; 
As  blythe  and  as  artless  as  the  lambs  on  the  lea, 
And  dear  to  my  heart  as  the  hght  to  my  e'e. 

But  0 !  she's  an  heiress,  auld  Robin's  a  laird, 

And  my  daddie  has  nought  but  a  cot-house  and  yard; 

A  wooer  hke  me  mauuna  hope  to  come  speed ; 

The  wounds  I  must  hide  which  will  soon  be  my  dead. 
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The  day  comes  to  me,  but  delight  brings  me  nane  ; 
The  night  comes  to  me,  but  my  rest  it  is  gane  : 
I  wander  my  lane,  like  a  night-troubled  ghaist, 
And  I  sigh  as  my  heart  it  wad  burst  in  my  breast. 

0  had  she  but  been  of  a  lower  degree, 

1  then  might  hae  hop'd  she  wad  smil'd  upon  me ! 
0,  how  past  descriving  had  then  been  my  bhss, 
As  now  my  distraction  no  words  can  express ! 


OPEN  THE  DOOR  TO  ME,  OH! 

[This  is  not  an  original  song  by  Burns :  it  is  simply  a  well-known  Irish  ballad 
which  Thomson  had  requested  him  to  ameniL  We  regret  that  we  are  unable 
to  furnish  the  reader  with  the  original  words,  in  order  that  it  might  be  seen 
at  a  glance  what  share  Burns  had  in  the  present  piece.  It  argues  some  remiss- 
ness on  the  part  of  the  poet's  editors  that  this  has  never  yet  been  done :  we  did 
intend  to  have  given  the  old  words,  which  wo  know  are  Ijang  somewhere  among 
our  ballad  stores,  but,  after  a  fniitless  search,  wo  are  compelled  to  say  that  we 
cannot  at  present  gratify  our  readers  with  a  perusal  of  them.  We  may  state 
that,  in  the  original  MS.  of  the  poet,  the  opening  lines  read  as  follows : — 

"  O  open  tho  door,  some  pity  to  shew,  if  love  it  may  na  be,  oh !  " 
But,  in  consequence  of  that  same  sentiment  having  been  put  into  the  mouth  of 
the  distressed  supplicant  in  Lord  6V-e(/ory— composed  about  the  same  time— 

"  At  least  some  pity  on  me  shaw,  if  love  it  may  na  be," 
it  was  found  necessary  to  alter  It  as  in  the  text.    We  may  notice  that  the  lover 
in  Mary  Morison  uses  almost  the  same  words — 

"  If  love  for  love  thou  wilt  na  gie,  at  least  be  pity  to  me  shawu."] 

On,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  shew, 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh ; 
Tho'  thou  hast  been  false,  I'll  ever  prove  true. 

Oh,  open  the  door  to  me,  oh. 

Oh,  cold  is  the  blast  upon  my  pale  cheek, 

But  colder  thy  love  for  me,  oh : 
The  frost  that  freezes  the  hfe  at  my  breast, 

Is  nought  to  my  pains  from  thee,  oh. 

The  wan  moon  is  setting  behind  the  white  wave. 

And  time  is  setting  with  me,  oh : 
False  friends,  false  love,  farewell !  for  more 

I'll  ne'er  trouble  them,  nor  thee,  oh. 

She  has  open'd  the  door,  she  has  opcn'd  it  wide, 
She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  oh : 

My  true  love !  she  cried, — and  sank  down  by  his  side, 
Never  to  rise  again,  oh. 
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WHEN  WILD  WAR'S  DEADLY  BLAST,  &c. 

Am— The  Mill  Mill  0. 

[This  very  popular  hallad  was  fumishficl  to  Thomson  in  April,  1793,  and  on  the 
26th  of  that  month  he  acknowlodged  receipt  of  it  in  these  terms: — "I  will  gladly 
appropriate  your  most  interesting  new  ballad — 'When  wild  war's  deadly  blast,' 
&c.,  to  the  tune  of  The  Mill  Mill  0;  but  the  third  and  fourth  lines  of  the  first 
verse  must  undergo  some  little  alteration  in  order  to  suit  the  music."  The 
alteration  referred  to,  was  the  removal  of  those  beautiful  lines  in  the  text,  and 
substituting  for  them  the  common-place  couplet — 
"And  eyes  again  with  pleasure  heam'd,  that  had  been  blcar'd  wi'  mourning: " 
and  the  misfortune  was  that  these  vicarious  lines  were  engraved  on  the  plate, 
and  the  requisite  number  of  impressions  thrown  off  for  publication,  before 
receipt  of  the  following  reply  from  Burns,  dated  Juno.  1793: — "  I  cannot  alter 
the  disputed  lines  in  The  Mill  Mill  0.  "What  you  think  a  defect,  I  esteem  as  a 
positive  beauty;  so  you  see  how  doctors  differ." 

The  "  Banks  o'  Coil,"  the  "  Mill  and  trysting  thorn,"  which  indicate  the  locality 
of  the  ballad,  are  "d  Ayrshire.  Annotators  generally  point  out  "  Mill  Mannoch," 
near  Ooylton  Kirk,  as  being  the  very  scene.  An  intelligent  local  correspondent, 
however,  assures  us  that  "Burns  had  no  such  scene  in  his  eye;"  for  hia 
grandmother,  who  was  well  acquainted  with  the  poet  before  his  removal  to 
Dumfriesshire,  told  him  that  the  "  Mill  "  of  the  Sodger's  Return  was  the  '•  Millo' 
Ness,"  which  stood  at  the  Linn,  near  Sundrum  House.  No  trace  of  that  mill 
now  remains,  but  the  mill-lade  or  water-course  is  still  visible,  and  the  "  trysting 
thorn"  blooms  fair  in  early  summer  on  the  brae  above  the  Linn.  A  real  incident 
such  as  that  described  in  the  ballad  is  locally  associated  with  that  neigh- 
bourhood. Our  informant  states  that  his  grandmother  was  nurse  to  Mr. 
Hamilton  of  Sundrum,  and  afterwards  was  housekeeper  to  Mr.  Cuuninghame 
of  Euterkine  and  Annbank,  at  the  period  of  the  "Fete  Champetre. " 

Annotators  have  recorded,  in  language  more  or  less  eloquent,  several  occasions 
on  which  Burns  was  observed  to  fall  into  a  musing  mood  in  the  presence  of 
humble  soldiers  of  the  (line,  and  have  suggested  that  he  then  might 
have  been  in  the  act  of  conceiving  the  idea  of  this  popular  ballad.  But  who 
can  tell  how  frequently  ho  had  thus  forgathered  with  interesting  samples  of 
the  defenders  of  royalty,  all  unobserved  by  chiels  who  were  taking  notes,  and 
anxious  to  print  them  ?  When  he  was  23  years  of  age,  and  5  feetO  inches  high, 
did  he  not  sing — 

"O  why  the  deuce  should  I  repine?  I'll  go  and  be  a  sodger! " 
And  did  he  not  say  to  sweet  Margaret  Chalmers,  in  1788 — at  a  time  when  ill 
news  reached  him — "  Your  friendship  I  think  I  can  count  on,  though  I  should 
date  my  letters  from  a  marching  regiment.     Early  in  life,  and  all  my  life,  I 
reckoned  a  recruiting  drum  as  my  forlorn  hope  "  ? 

Cunningham  remarks  regarding  the  present  ballad: — "Tlie  Poor  and  Honest 
Sodger  was  sung  in  every  vale,  and  on  every  hill;  in  every  cot-house,  village,  and 
town ;  yet  the  man  who  wrote  it  was  supposed,  by  the  mean  and  spiteful,  to  be 
no  well-wisher  to  his  country." 

Before  taking  farewell  of  this  celebrated  ballad,  and  the  volume  now  about 
to  close,  we  cannot  refrain  from  noticing,  that  within  two  years  after  "The 
Soldier's  Keturu"  was  given  to  the  world,  a  poem,  by  Hector  M'Neill,  entitled, 
"Scotland's  Scaith;  or,  the  Historj'of  Will  and  Jean,"  with  a  Supplement  called 
"  The  Waes  o'  War,"  was  published,  and  became  very  fashionable — not  popular, 
hnt  fashionable;  for  it  was  immensely  patronised  by  the  nobility  and  gentry, 
together  with  clubs  of  benevolent  ladies,  who  hailed  the  production  as  a  moral 
regenerator  of  the  rabble,  and  they  bought  up  many  thousands  of  copies  of  it, 
and  distributed  these  gratuitously  among  the  poor  and  the  wicked  in  town  and 
country,  for  whose  especial  beneflt  it  had  been  composed.  Professor  Wilson 
remarks,  that  "the  argument  illustrated  in  the  llistory  of  Will  and  Jean  has  no 
foundation  in  nature,  and  proceeds  on  an  assumption  grossly  calumnious  of  the 
Scottish  character.     Burns  would  never  have  adopted  the  vulgar  libel  on  the 
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British  army,  that  it  was  a  receptacle  for  drunken  husbands  -who  had  deserted 
their  wives  and  children.  There  have  been  many  such  recruits ;  but  his  loyal, 
martial,  and  patriotic  spirit  would  ill  have  brooked  the  thought  of  introducing 
Buch  an  exceptional  disgrace  to  the  service  into  an  ideal  picture  which  his 
genius  was  at  liberty  to  colour  at  its  own  will,  and  coulil  have  coloured  brightly 
according  to  truth.  Bui-ns'  ballad  of  The  Soldier's  Iletuni  is  beautiful  and  true  to 
nature  throughout.  It  is  alive  all  over  Scotland,  and  far  beyond  it,  while  that 
other  story  of  The  Waeso'  ll'iu-isdead,  or  with  suspended  animation;  not  because 
the  former  is  a  happy  and  the  other  a  miserable  story — for  the  people's  heart  is 
prone  to  pity,  though  their  eyes  are  not  much  given  to  tears;  but  the  people 
were  tijld  that  Will  and  Jean  had  been  written  for  their  sakes,  by  a  wise  man 
made  melancholy  by  the  sight  of  their  condition — that  the  upper  ranks  were 
exceedingly  sorrowful  for  the  lower — all  weeping  over  their  wine  for  them 
over  their  whisky,  and  would  not  be  comforted !  These  lower  ranks  read  the 
Lamentation  by  "M'Neill  (for  ever  so  many  thousands  were  thrust  into  their 
hands) ;  but,  though  not  insensible  of  their  own  inflrmities,  and  not  unwilling 
to  confess  them,  they  rose  up  in  indignation  against  a  charge  that  swept  their 
firesides  of  all  that  was  most  sacredly  cherished  there— asked  who  wrote 
The  Cotter s  Saturday  Night?  and  declared  with  one  voice,  and  a  loud  one,  that 
if  they  were  to  be  bettered  by  poems,  it  should  be  by  the  poems  of  their  own 
KOKEKT  BUBNS."] 

When  wild  War's  deadly  blast  was  blawn, 

And  gentle  Peace  returning, 
Wi'  mony  a  sweet  babe  fatherless, 

And  mony  a  widow  mourning : 
I  left  the  lines  and  tented  field, 

Where  lang  I'd  been  a  lodger, 
My  humble  knapsack  a'  my  wealth, 

A  poor  and  honest  sodger. 

A  leal,  light  heart  was  in  my  breast, 

My  hand  unstain'd  wi'  plunder  ; 
And  for  fair  Scotia,  hame  again, 

I  cheery  on  did  wander. 
I  thought  upon  the  banks  o'  Coil, 

I  thought  upon  my  Nancy, 
I  thought  upon  the  witching  smile 

That  caught  my  youthful  fancy  : 

At  length  I  reach'd  the  bonie  glen. 

Where  early  hfe  I  sported ; 
I  pass'd  the  miU,  and  trysting  thorn. 

Where  Nancy  aft  1  courted : 
Wha  spied  I  but  my  ain  dear  maid, 

Down  by  her  mother's  dwelling  ! 
And  turn'd  me  round  to  hide  the  flood 

That  iu  my  een  was  swelling. 
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Wi'  alter'd  voice,  quoth  I,  sweet  lass, 

Sweet  as  yon  hawthorn's  blossom, 
0 !  happy,  happy  may  he  be, 

That's  dearest  to  tliy  bosom  : 
My  purse  is  hght,  I've  far  to  gang. 

And  fain  wad  be  thy  lodger ; 
I've  serv'd  my  king  and  country  lang, 

Take  pity  on  a  sodger. 

Sae  wistfully  she  gaz'd  on  me, 

And  lovelier  was  than  ever ; 
Quo'  she,  a  sodger  ance  I  lo'ed. 

Forget  him  shall  I  never ;    . 
Our  humble  cot,  and  hamely  fare, 

Ye  freely  shall  partake  it, 
That  gallant  badge,  the  dear  cockade, 

Ye're  welcome  for  the  sake  o't. 

She  gaz'd — she  redden'd  like  a  rose — 

Syne  pale  like  ony  lily,* 
She  sank  within  my  arms,  and  cried. 

Art  thou  my  ain  dear  WiUie  ? 
By  Him  who  made  yon  sun  and  sky — 

By  whom  true  love's  regarded, 
I  am  the  man — and  thus  may  still 

True  lovers  be  rewarded. 

The  wars  are  o'er,  and  I'm  come  harae. 

And  find  thee  still  true-hearted ; 
Tho'  poor  in  gear,  we're  rich  in  love. 

And  mair,  we'se  ne'er  be  parted. 
Quo'  she,  my  grandsire  left  me  gowd, 

A  mailin  plenish'd  fairly ; 
And  come,  my  faithful  sodger  lad, 

Thou'rt  welcome  to  it  dearly  ! 


*  In  MS.,  "  Syne  wallow't  like  a  lily.'' — The  writer  of  these  notes  pointed  out, 
Bome  time  ago,  in  a  "  Chapter  on  Old  Ballads,"  that  this  verse  is  imitated  by 
Bums  from  one  in  a  fine  old  ballad  called  Geordie,  which  he  recovered  and  sent 
to  Johnson's  Museum,  Vol.  IV.    The  stanza  we  refer  to  is  as  follows : — 

"  When  first  she  looked  the  letter  on,  she  was  baith  red  and  rosy : 
But  she  had  na  read  a  word  or  twa,  till  she  wallow't  like  a  lily." 

e  z 
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For  gold  the  mercliant  ploughs  the  main, 

The  farmer  ploughs  tlie  manor ; 
But  glory  is  the  sodger's  prize, 

The  sodger's  wealth  is  honor  : 
The  brave,  poor  sodger  ne'er  despise, 

Nor  count  him  as  a  stranger — 
Remember  he's  his  country's  stay 

In  day  and  hour  of  danger. 


THE    POET'S    VALEDIOTOBY    ADDEESS. 


On  7th  April,  1793,  just  after  ho  had  composed  the  affecting  Ballad  which  closes 
this  volume— the  very  last  of  his  compositions  which  he  lived  to  see  published 
for  the  first  time,  he  wrote  as  follows  to  Mr.  Thomson :—"  You  cannot  imagine 
how  much  this  business  of  composing  for  your  puhlication  has  added  to  my 
enjoyments.  What  with  my  early  attachment  to  ballads,  your  book,  &c., 
ballad-making  is  now  as  completely  my  hobby-horse  as  ever  fortification  was 
Uncle  Toby's ;  so  I'll  e'en  canter  it  away  till  I  come  to  the  limit  of  my  race.— 
God  grant  that  I  may  take  the  right  side  of  the  winning-post!— and  then, 
cheerfully  looking  back  on  the  honest  folks  with  whom  I  have  been  happy,  I 
shall  say  or  sing— .Sae  merry  as  we  a'  hae  been  !  and,  raising  my  last  looks  to  the 
whole  human  race,  the  last  words  of  the  voice  of  Coila  shall  bo—'  Good- 
night, AND  Joy  be  wi'  tou  aT" 


aLOSSAI^Y. 


THE  AUXnOR'S  OWN  GLOSSARIES; 

INCORPORATINa 

THE  GLOSSARIES   OF   HIS   KILMARNOCK   AND   EDINBURGH    EDITIONS. 


The  words  and  passages  within  Jirackets  are  given  from  the  Author's  ^Kilmarnock 
Glossary,  1786.— (See  foot-note  at  page  132,  Vol.  I.) 


The  ch  and  gh  have  always  the  guttural  sound.  The  sound  of  the  English 
diphthong  oo,  is  commonly  spelled  ou.  The  French  tt,  a  sound  which 
often  occurs  in  the  Scotch  language,  is  marked  oo  or  jii.  The  a  in  genuine 
Scotch  words,  except  when  forming  a  diphthong,  or  followed  by  an  emute 
after  a  single  consonant,  sounds  generally  like  the  broad  English  a  in  wall. 
The  Scotch  diphthongs,  ae,  always,  and  ea,  very  often,  sound  like  the 
French  e  masculine.    The  Scotch  diphthong  ey,  sounds  like  the  Latin  ei. 

[The  past  time  and  participle  past  are  usually  made  by  shortening  the  ed  to  't. 
The  participle  present,  instead  of  terminating  in  ing,  ends  in  the  Scotch 
dialect,  in  an  or  wi.] 


A',  all. 

Aback,  away,  aloof,  [behind.] 

Aboon,  above,  up. 

Abeigh,  at  a  shy  distance. 

Abreed,  in  breadth. 

Abread,  abroad,  in  sight. 

Ae,  one. 

Aft,  oft. 

Aften,  often. 

Aff,  off;  aff-Ioof,  unpremeditated. 

Afore,  before. 

Agley,  off  the  right  line,  wrong,  [wide 

of  the  aim.] 
Aiblins,  perhaps. 
Aits,  oats. 
Airn,  iron. 
Aith,  an  oath. 
Ain,  own. 

Aivcr,  an  old  horse. 
Aizle,  a  hot  cinder,  [a  red  ember.] 
Alake,  alas. 
Alane,  alone. 
Amang,  among. 
Amaist,  almost 
An',  and,  if. 
Ane,  one,  an. 
Auce,  once. 
Anither,  another. 


Artfu',  artful. 

Ase,  ashes. 

Asteer,  abroad,  stirring. 

Auld,  old. 

Auld-farran,  or  auld-farrant,   sagaoi 

ous,  cunning,  prudent. 
Aught,  eight,  possession,  as  in  a'  my 

aught — in  all  my  possession. 
Ava,  at  all,  [of  all.] 
Awa',  away. 

Awn,  the  beard  of  barley,  oats,  <S;c. 
Awnie,  bearded. 
Awfu',  awful. 
Awkart,  aukward. 
Ayout,  beyond. 

B 
BA",  ball. 
Baws'nt,  having  a  white  stripe  down 

the  face. 
[Bairan,  baring.] 
Barkit,  barked. 
Barkin,  barking. 
Baith,  both. 
Bane,  bone. 
Bainie,  [or  banie,]  having  large  bones, 

stout. 
Bardie,  diminutive  of  bard. 
Eauld,  bold;  bauldly,  boldly. 
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Bareflt,  bare-footed. 

Batch,  a  crew,  a  gang. 

Batts,  botts. 

Bade,  endured,  did  stay. 

Bang,  an  effort. 

Bairn,  a  child. 

Bairntime,   a   family    of    children,   a 

brood. 
Baudrons,  a  cat. 
Barmie,  of,  or  like  barm. 
Bank,  a  cross-beam;  bauken',  the  end 

of  a  beam. 
Bad,  did  bid. 
Baggie,  tlie  belly. 
Bashfu',  bashful. 

Backlins-comin,  coming  back,  return- 
ing. 
Be,  to  Jet  be,  to  give  over,  to  cease,  [to 

leave  in  quiet.] 
Beuk,  a  book. 
Behiut,  or  behin',  behind. 
Be't,  be  it. 
Ben,  into  the  spence  or  parlour;  [but 

and  ben,  the  country  kitchen  and 

parlour.] 
Belyve,  by  and  by. 
[Bellys,  bellows.] 
Beet,  to  add  fuel  to  fire. 
Beastie,  dhninutive  of  beast. 
Benlomond,  a  noted  mountain  in  Dtmi- 

bartonshire. 
Belly-fu',  belly-full. 
Bethankit,  the  grace  after  meat. 
Befa',  to  befal. 

Billie,  a  brother,  a  young  fellow. 
Big,  to  build ;  biggit,  builded. 
Biggin,  building,  a  house. 
Bicker,  a  kind  of  wooden  dish,  a  short 

race. 
Birkie,  a  clever  fellow. 
Bing,  a  heap  of  grain,  potatoes,  &c. 
Bill,  a  bull. 

Bizz,  a  bustle,  to  buzz. 
Birring,  the  noise  of  partridges,  &c., 

when  they  spring. 
Bit,  crisis,  nick  of  time. 
Bien,  wealthy,  plentiful. 
Biel,  or  bield,  shelter. 
Blastit  or  blastet,  blasted,  [worthless.] 
Blastie,  a  shrivell'd  dwarf,  a  term  of 

contempt. 
Blink,  a  little  while,  a  smiling  look,  to 

look    kindly,   to    shine    by   tits,  [a 

glance,  an  amorous  leer.] 
Blinker,  a  term  of  contempt 
Blinkin,  smirking. 
Bluid,  blood;  bluidy,  bloody. 
Blather,  the  bladder. 
Blaw,  to  blow,  to  boast. 
Blether,  to  talk  idly,  nonsense. 
Bleth'riu,  talking  idly. 
Blaud,  a  flat  piece  of  anything,  to  slap. 
Blate,  bashful,  sheepish. 
Bleezin,  blazing. 
Blessin,  blessing. 
Blusht,  did  blush. 


Blype,  a  shred  [of  cloth,]  a  large  piece. 

Bleatin,  bleating. 

Blue-gown,  one  of  those  beggars  who 
get  annually,  on  the  King's  birthday, 
a  blue  cloke  or  gown,  with  a  badge. 

Bonie,  or  bony,  handsome,  beautiful. 

Bonilie,  handsomely,  beautifully. 

Bonnock,  a  kind  of  thick  cake  of  bread. 

Bother,  to  pother. 

Bodle,  a  small,  old  coin. 

Boortric,  the  shrub  elder,  planted  much 
of  old  in  hedges  of  barn-yards,  &c. 

Boord,  a  board. 

Botch,  an  angry  tumour. 

Boost,  behoved,  must  needs. 

Bow-kail,  cabbage. 

Bow't,  bended,  crooked. 

Bock,  to  vomit,  to  gush  intermittently. 

Bocked,  gushed,  vomited. 

Braw,  fine,  handsome. 

Brawl}',  or  brawUe,  very  well,  finely, 
heartily. 

Breakiu,  breaking. 

Brawnie,  stout,  brawny. 

Erie,  juice,  liquid. 

Brash,  a  sudden  illness. 

Brunstane,  brimstone. 

Breeks,  breeches. 

Brugh,  a  burgh. 

Brust,  to  burst 

Brither,  a  brother. 

Braid,  broad. 

[Brat,  a  worn  shred  of  cloth.] 

Brats,  coarse  clothes,  rags. 

Brcathin,  breathing. 

Branks,  a  kind  of  wooden  curb  for 
horses. 

Brig,  a  bridge. 

Broo,  broth,  liquid,  water. 

Brewin,  brewing. 

Brogue,  a  hum,  a  trick,  [an  affront] 

Brak,  broke,  made  insolvent. 

Brcef,  an  invulnerable  or  irresistible 
spell  [or  charm.] 

Brunt,  did  burn. 

Brae,  a  declivity,  a  precipice,  the  slope 
of  a  hill. 

Brachens,  ferns. 

Broose,  a  race  at  country  weddings — 
who  shall  first  reach  the  bride- 
groom's house  on  returning  from 
church. 

Brattle,  a  short  race,  hurry,  fury. 

Braindge,  [or  brainge,]  to  rim  rashly 
forward,  [to  draw  unsteadily.] 

Braindg't  reeled  forward. 

Brisket,  the  breast  the  bosom. 

Breastit,  did  spring  up  or  forward. 

Breastie,  diniiniitirc  of  breast 

Braik,  a  kind  of  barrow. 

Braxie,  a  morkin  sheep,  &c. 

Bruilzie,  a  broil,  a  combust  ion. 

Buirdly,  stout-made,  broad-built. 

Bum-clock,  a  humming  beetle  that 
flies  in  the  sunmier  evening. 

Biunmin,  humming  as  bees. 
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Bum,  water,  a  rivulet. 
Buniie,  diminutive  of  burn. 
Buruewin,  /.  e.  burn  the  wind,  a  black- 

emilh. 
Busle,  a  bustle,  to  bustle. 
But  an'  ben,  the  country  kitchen  and 

parlour. 
Buskit,  dressed. 
Bumnile,  to  blunder. 
Bumniler,  a  blunderer. 
Buckskin,  an  inhabitant  of  Virginia. 
But,  without. 
Bure,  did  bear. 
Byre,  a  cow-stable. 
By  himsel,  lunatic,  distracted. 


CA',  to  call,  to  name,  to  drive. 

Ca't  or  ca'd,  called,  driven,  calved. 

Caressin,  caressing. 

Cauld,  cold. 

Cantie,  or  canty,  chearful,  merry. 

Caup,  a  wooden  drinking  vessel  [with 
two  lugs  or  handles.] 

Carlin,  a  stout  old  woman. 

Cannie,  gentle,  mild,  dextrous. 

Cannilie,  dextrously,  gently. 

Cadie,  or  caddie,  a  person,  a  young  fel- 
low. 

Caller,  fresh,  sound. 

Cam,  did  come. 

Canna,  cannot. 

Carryin,  carrying. 

Cantharidian,  made  of  cantharides. 

Calf- ward,  a  small  inclosure  for  calves. 

Cairn,  a  loose  heap  of  stones. 

Caudron,  a  caldron. 

Cantraip,  a  charm,  a  spell. 

Cape-stane.  cope-stone,  key-stone. 

Caird,  a  tinker. 

Caff,  chaff. 

Careerin,  chearfully. 

Cartes,  cards. 

Cadger,  a  carrier. 

Callan,  a  boj'. 

Chap,  a  person,  a  fellow,  a  blow. 

Chiel,  or  cheel,  a  young  fellow. 

Chow,  to  chew ;  cheek  for  chow,  side  by 
side. 

Chuffie,  fat-faced. 

Chantin,  chanting. 

Chanter,  a  part  of  a  bagpipe. 

Cheep,  a  chirp,  to  chii-p. 

Chokin,  choking. 

Chearfu',  chearful. 

Chimla,  or  chimlie,  a  flre  grate. 

Chimla-lug,  the  fireside. 

Cheekit,  cheeked. 

Chittering,  shivering,  trembling. 

Clash,  an  idle  tale,  the  stoi-y  of.  the  day. 

Claw,  to  scratch. 

Claise,  or  claes,  cloaths. 

Claith,  cloth;  claithing,  cloathing. 


Clinkin,  jerking,  clinking. 
Clinkumljell,  who  rings  the  church  bell. 
Claclum,  a  small  villageabouta  church, 

a  hamlot. 
Clishmaclaver,  idle  conversation. 
Oloot.  the  hoof  of  a  cow,  sheep,  &c. 
Clootie,  an  old  name  for  the  Devil. 
Clips,  sheers 
Claut,  to  clean,  to  scrape. 
Clauted,  scraped. 
Clarkit,  wrote. 
Clap,  clapper  of  a  mill. 
Cleed,  to  clothe. 
Clatter,  to  tell  little  idle  stories,  an  idle 

story. 
Clour,  a  bump  or  swelling  after  a  blow. 
Clock,  to  hatch,  a  beetle. 
Clockin,  hatching. 
Collie,  a  general,   and  sometimes    a 

particular  name  for  country  curs. 
Comin,  coming. 
Countra,  country. 
Cotter,  the  inhabitant  of  a  cot-house  or 

cottage. 
Cood,  the  cud. 

Cog,  a  wooden  dish  [without  handles.] 
Coggie,  diminutive  of  cog. 
Cowe,  to  terrify,  to  keep  under,  to  lop, 

a  fright,  a  bi-anch  of  furze,  broom, 

&c. 
Commaun,  command. 
Cozie,  snug ;  coziely,  snugly. 
Cowp,  to  barter,  to  tumble  over,  a  fall, 

a  gang. 
Cowpit,  tumbled. 
Cove,  a  cavern. 
Cootie,  [pretty  large]  wooden  kitchen 

dish,  also  those  fowls  whose  legs  are 

clad  with  feathers  a!-e  said  to  be  cootie. 
Coost,  did  cast. 
Cowte,  a  colt. 

Coof,  a  blockhead,  a  ninny. 
Core,  corps,  party,  clan. 
Couthie,  kind,  loving. 
Cookit,  appeared  and  disappeared  by 

fits. 
Coble,  a  fishing  boat. 
Corn't,  fed  with  oats. 
Cowrin,  cowering. 
Coaxin,  wheedling. 

COILA,  from  Kyle,  a  district  of  Ayr- 
shire, so  called,  saith  tradition,  from 

Coil  or  Coilus,  a  Pictish  monarch. 
Crack,  conversation,  to  converse. 
Crackin,  conversing. 
Crabbit,  crabbed,  fretful. 
Crouse.  chearful.  courageous. 
Crously,  chearfully,  courageously. 
Crank,    the   noise    of    an    ungreased 

wheel,  [a  harsh,  grating  sound.] 
Crankous,  fretful ;  captious,  [peevish.] 
Crushin,  crushing;  crusht,  crushed. 
Crap,  a  crop,  the  top. 
Cronie,  crony. 

Crowdie  time,  breakfast  time. 
Crump,hard  and  brittle,  spoken  of  bread. 
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Croon,  a  hollow  continued  moan,  to 
make  a  noise  Ike  tlie  coutiuued 
roar  of  a  bull,  to  hum  a  tune. 

Crooning,  humming. 

Creeshie,  greasy. 

Craft,  or  croft,  a  field  near  a  house,  in 
old  husbandry. 

Creel,  a  basket ;  to  have  one's  wits  in  a 
creel,  to  be  craz'd,  to  be  fascinated. 

Craw,  a  crow  of  a  cock,  a  rook. 

Crouchie,  crook-backed. 

Craureuch,  the  hoar  frost. 

Crambo-clink,   or  crambo-jingle, 
rhymes,  doggerel  verses. 

Crowlin,  crawling  [or  creeping.] 

Creepin,  creeping. 

Crood,  or  croud,  to  coo  as  a  dove. 

Crunt,  a  blow  on  the  head  with  a 
cudgel. 

Cuif,  a  blockhead,  a  ninny. 

Curchip,  a  courtesy. 

Curmurring,  murmuring,  slight,  rumb- 
ling noise. 

Curling,  a  well  known  game  on  ice. 

Curlei',  a  player  at  ice. 

Curpin,  [or  curpan,]  the  crupper. 

Cummock,  a  short  staff  witli  a  crooked 
head. 

Curlie,  curled,  whose  hair  falls  natur- 
ally in  ringlets. 

Cushat,  the  dove  or  wood  pigeon. 


DAFT,  merry,  giddy,  foolish. 
DafBn,  merriment,  foolishness. 
Darg,  or  daurk,  a  day's  labour. 
Dawd,  [or  daud,]  a  large  iiiece,  [the 

noise  of  one  falling  flat] 
Daud,  to  thrash,  to  abuse. 
[Daut,  to  caress,  to  fondle.] 
Dawtit,  or  dautet,  fondled,  caressed. 
Dainty,   pleasant,   good  humoured, 

agreeable. 
Dancin,  dancing. 
Darklins,  darkling. 
Daur,  to  dare  ;  daur't,  dared- 
Dappl't,  dappled. 
Daimen,  rare,  now  and  then;  daimen- 

icker,  an  ear  of  corn  now  and  then. 
Daddie,  a  father. 
[Dead-sweer,  very  loath,  averse.] 
Dearies,  diminutive  of  dears. 
Dearth  fu',  dear. 

Deil-ma-care !  no  matter!  for  all  that. 
Deave,  to  deafen. 
Devel,  a  stunning  blow. 
Delecret,  delirious. 
Deservin,  deserving. 
Delviu,  delving. 
Descrive,  to  describe. 
Disresi^eckct,  disrespected. 
Dizzen,  or  diz'n,  a  dozen. 
Dirl,  a  slight,  tremiildus  stroke  or  pain. 
Ding,  to  worst,  to  push. 
Dinna,  do  not. 


Diglit,  to  wijje,  to  clean  com  from 
chaff,  cleaned  from  chaff. 

Dimpl't,  dimpled. 

Dizzie,  dizzy,  giddy. 

Doited,  stupitied,  hebetated. 

Doylt,  stupitied,  crazed. 

Douce,  or  douse,  sober,  wise,  prudent. 

Doucely,  soberlj',  prudently. 

Dorty,  saucy,  nice. 

Dow,  am  or  are  able  to,  can. 

Downa,  am  or  are  not  able,  cannot. 

Dought,  was  or  were  able. 

Dolefu',  doleful. 

Doure,  stout,  durable,  stubborn,  sullen. 

Dowie,  worn  with  grief,  fatigue,  [crazy 
and  dull.] 

Donsie,  unlucky,  [dangerous.] 

Dowff,  pithless,  wanting  force. 

Dool,  sorrow ;  to  sing  dool,  to  lament, 
to  mourn. 

Drap,  a  drop,  to  drop. 

Drapping,  dropping. 

Drumlie,  muddy. 

Druken,  drunken. 

Drouth,  thirst,  drought 

Drinkln,  drinking. 

Dryin,  drying. 

Dreep,  to  ooze,  to  drop. 

Dreeping,  oozing,  dropping. 

Drift,  a  drove. 

Drinit,  pet,  sour  humour. 

Dread  fu',  dreadful. 

Droop-rumpl't,  that  ilroops  at  the  crup- 
per. 

Dribble,  drizzling,  slaver. 

Drummock,  meal  and  water  mixed 
raw. 

Droddum,  the  breech. 

Dub,  a  small  pond. 

Duds,  rags  [of]  clothes. 

Duddie,  ragged. 

Dung,  worsted,  pushed,  driven. 

Dush,  to  push  as  a  [bull]  ram,  &c. 

Dusht,  pushed  by  a  ram,  ox,  &c. 


E'E,  the  eye;  een,  the  eyes. 

Eerie,  frighted,  dreading  spirits. 

E'enin,  evening. 

Eild,  old  age. 

Elbuck,  the  elbow. 

Eldritch,  ghastly,  frightful,  [horrid.] 

En',  end. 

Enbrugh,  Edinbdrgh. 

J'^ncugh,  enough. 

Ensuin,  ensuing. 

Especial,  especially. 

Eydeut,  diligent,  [constant,  busy.] 


FA',  fall,  lot,  to  fall. 
Fae,  a  foe. 
Faithfu',  faithful. 

Fash,  trouble,  care,  to  trouble,  to  care 
for. 
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Fash't,  troubled. 

Faw.-font,  decent,  soemly,  [orderly] 

Faem,  foam. 

Farl,  a  cake  of  bread. 

Fairin,  a  fairiiifo  a  present 

Fareweel,  ftii'uuc.l. 

Fallow,  fellow. 

Faut,  fault 

Faddom't,  fathomed. 

Fac't,  faced. 

Fatterels,  ribbon  ends,  &c. 

Fasten-een,  Fastens-Evea 

Fand,  did  find. 

Fauld,  a  fold,  to  fold. 

Fauldiiig,  folding. 

Ferlie,  or  ferly,  to  wonder,  a  wonder; 
[also]  a  term  of  contempt 

Fecht,  to  flglit;  fochtin,  fighting. 

Fend,  to  live  comfortably. 

Feid,  feud,  enmity. 

Feat,  neat,  spruce. 

Fear't,  frighted. 

Fearfu',  frightful. 

Fetch,  to  i)ull  by  fits,  [to  stop  suddenly 
in  the  draught,  and  then  come  on  too 
hastily.] 

Fetch't,  palled  intermittently. 

Feg,  a  fig. 

Feckfu',  large,  brawny,  stout 

Feckless,  puny,  weak,  silly. 

Fell,  keen,  biting,  the  flesh  immedi- 
ately under  the  skin ;  a  field  pretty 
level,  on  the  side  or  top  of  a  hill. 

Fient,  fiend,  a  petty  oath. 

Fizz,  to  mako  a  hissing  noise  like  fer- 
mentation. 

Fit,  a  foot 

Fittie-lan',  the  near  horse  of  the  hind- 
most pair  in  the  plough. 

Fier,  sound,  healthy ;  a  brother,  a 
friend. 

Fidge,  to  fidget. 

Fidgin,  fidgeting. 

Fissle,  to  make  a  rustling  noise,  to 
fidget,  a  bustle. 

Flatterin',  flattering. 

Fleg,  a  kick,  a  random  blow. 

Flunkie,  a  servant  in  livery. 

Fley,  to  scare,  to  frighten. 

Fley'd,  frighted,  scared. 

Flyln,  flying. 

Fleesh,  a  fleece. 

Fliugin-tree,  a  piece  of  timber  hung  by 
way  of  partition  between  two  horses 
in  a  stable,  a  flail 

Flisk,  to  fret  at  the  yoke. 

Fliskit,  fretted. 

Flichter,  to  flutter  as  young  nestlings 

when  their  dam  approaches. 
Flichterin,  fluttering. 
Flindei's,  shreds,  broken  pieces. 
Fleech,  to  supplicate  in  a  flattering 

manner. 
Fleechin,  supplicating. 
Flainen,  flannel. 

Flether,  to  decoy  by  fair  words. 


Flethcrin,  flattering. 

Flitter,  to  vibrate  like  the  wings  of 

small  birds. 
Flittering,  fluttering,  vibrating. 
Forgather,  to  meet,  to  encounter  with. 
Fou,  full,  drunk. 
Foughten,  troubled,  harassed. 
Formin,  forming. 
Forbye,  besides. 

Forfairn,  distressed,  worn  out,  jaded. 
Foord,  a  ford. 

Forbears,  forefathers,  [ancestors.] 
Foamin,  foaming. 
Fow,  a  bushel,  &c.,  [full,  drunk.] 
Forgie,  to  forgive. 
Forjesket,  jaded  with  fatigue. 
Frae,  from. 
Freath,  froth. 
Frien',  friend. 
Fu',  full. 
Fur,  a  furrow. 
Furm,  a  form,  a  bench. 
Fud,  the  scut  of  the  hare,  coney  &c. 
Fuff,  to  blow  intermittently. 
Fuff't,  did  blow. 
Funnie,  full  of  merriment 
Fyle,  to  soil,  to  dirty. 
Fyl't  soiled,  dirtied. 
Fyfteen,  fifteen. 
Fyke,  trifling  cares,  to  piddle,  to  be  in 

a  fuss  about  trifles. 


G 


GAB,  the  mouth,  to  speak  boldly  or 

pertly. 
Gang,  to  go,  to  walk. 
Gash,   wise,    sagacious,    talkative,   to 

converse. 
Gashin,  conversing. 
Gaucy,  [or  gawsie,]  jolly,  large. 
Gae,  to  go ;  gaed,  went ;  gaen  or  gane 

gone ;  gaun,  going. 
Gaet,  or  gate,  way,  manner,  road. 
Gatherin,  gathering. 
Gar,  to  make,  to  force  to. 
Gar't  forced  to. 
Garten,  a  garter. 
Geordie,  a  guiuea. 
Gear,  riches,  goods  of  any  kind 
Gentles,  great  folks. 
Get,  a  child,  a  young  one. 
Geek,  to  toss  the  head  in  wantonness 

or  scorn. 
Ged,  a  pike. 

Gie,  to  give ;  gied,  gave ;  gi'en,  given. 
[Gilpey,  a  young  gii-I.] 
Gimmer,  a  ewe  from  one  to  two  years 

old. 
Gin,  if,  against. 
Gizz,  a  periwig. 
Girn,  to  grin,  to  twist  the  features  in 

rage,  agony,  &c. 
Girnin,  grinning. 
Gipsy,  a  young  girl. 
Gillie,  diminutive  of  gllL 
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Giftie,  diminutive  of  gift. 

Ghaist,  a  ghost. 

Gloamin,  the  twilight. 

Glunch,  a  frown,  to  frown. 

Glib-gabbet,  that  speaks  smoothly  and 
readily. 

Glint,  to  peep;  glinted,  peeped;  glintiu, 
peeping. 

Glowr,  to  stare,  to  look,  a  stare,  a  look. 

Glowr'd,  looked,  stared. 

Glowrin,  staring. 

Glaikit,  Inattentive,  foolish. 

Gleg,  sharp,  ready. 

Glaizie,  glittering,  smooth  like  glass. 

Gley,  a  squint,  to  squint;  agley,  off  at 
a  side,  wrong. 

Gowau,  the  flower  of  the  daisy,  dande- 
lion, hawk-weed,  &c. 

Gowk,  a  cuckoo,  a  term  of  contempt. 

Gowl,  to  howl. 

Gowling,  howling. 

Gowd,  gold. 

Gowff,  the  game  of  golf;  to  strike,  as 
the  bat  does  tlie  ball  at  golf. 

Gowft'd,  struck. 

Grane,  or  grain,  a  groan,  to  groan. 

Grain'd,  groaned. 

Graining,  groaning. 

Grushie,  thick,  of  thriving  growth. 

Great,  intimate,  familiar. 

Grievin,  grieving. 

Graith,  accoutrements,  furniture,  dress. 

Gruntle,  the  phiz  [or  visage,]  a  grunt- 
ing noise. 

Gracefu',  graceful. 

Greet,  to  shed  tears,  to  weep. 

Greetiu,  crying,  weeping. 

Gree't,  agreed. 

Grannie,  a  grandmother. 

Grape,  to  grope ;  grapit,  groped. 

Grippet,  catched,  seized. 

Graip,  a  pronged  instrument  for  clean- 
ing stables. 

Grumphie,  a  sow. 

Grumph,  a  grunt,  to  grunt. 

Grousome,  loathsomely  grim. 

Grunstane,  a  grindstone. 

Grozet,  a  gooseberry. 

Grissle,  gristle. 

Gratefu',  grateful. 

Gree,  to  agree ;  to  bear  the  gree,  to  be 
decidedly  victor. 

Grun',  ground. 

Groat,  to  get  the  whistle  of  one's  groat, 
to  play  a  losing  game. 

GuDE,  the  Supreme  Being;  good. 

Gusty,  tasteful. 

Gully,  or  gullie,  a  large  knife. 

Guid,  good;  guid-mornin,  good  mor- 
row ;  guid-een,  good  evening. 

Guidmau  and  Guid  wife,  the  master 
and  mistress  of  the  house;  Young 
Guidman,  a  man  nnwly  married. 

Guidfather,  Guidmither,  father-in-law 
and  mother-in-law. 

Gumlie,  muddy. 


H 

HA',  hall. 
Hae,  to  have. 
Haen,  had,  the  participle. 
Hame,  home;  hameward,  homeward. 
Hamclj',  homely,  affable. 
Han',  or  haun',  hand. 
Haith,  a  petty  oath. 
Haet,  Jient  haet,  a  petty  oath  of  nega- 
tion, nothing. 
Haughs,  low-lying  rich  lands,  valleys. 
Hash,  a  sot,  [a  term  of  contempt.] 
Hand,  to  hold. 
Hale,  whole,  tight,  healthy. 
Hap-step-an'-lowp,  hop-skip-and-leap. 
Hap,  an  outer  garment,  mantle  plaid, 

&c.,  to  wrap,  to  cover,  to  hop. 
Happing,  hopping. 
Haffiins,  nearly  half,  partly. 
Hain,  to  spare,  to  save ;  hain'd  spared. 
Hawkie,  a  cow, properly  one  tcith  a  white 

face. 
Hal',  or  hald,  an  abiding  place. 
Havins,  good  manners,  decorum,  good 

sense. 
Harkit,  hearkened. 
Happer,  a  hopper. 
Hag,  a  scar  or  gulf  in  mosses  and 

moors. 
Haverel,  a  half-witted  person,  half- 
witted. 
Hairst,  harvest. 
Haurl,  to  drag,  to  peel. 
Haurlin,  peeling. 
Hastit,  hastened. 
Hallan,  a  particular  partition  wall  in  a 

cottage. 
Ha'  bilile,  the  great  bible  that  lies  in 

the  hall. 
Haffet,  the  temple,  the  side  of  the  head. 
Haggis,  a  kind  of  pudding  boiled  in 

the  stomach  of  a  cow  or  sheep. 
Hech !  oh !  strange ! 
Hearse,  hoarse. 
Het,  hot. 
Hersel,  herself. 
Herrin,  a  herring. 
Herry,   to  plunder,   most   properly  to 

plunder  bird-nests. 
Herryment,  plundering,  devastation. 
Heugh,  a  crag,  a  coal-pit. 
Heeze,  to  elevate,  to  raise. 
Heather,  heath. 
Hecht,  to  fortell  [or  forbode]  something 

that  is  to  be  got  or  given,  foretold, 

the  thing  foretold. 
Heapit,  heaped. 
Herd,  to  tend  flocks,  one  who  tends 

flocks. 
Healsome,  healthful,  wholesome. 
Hear't,  hear  it. 
Hellim,  the  rudder  or  helm. 
Himsel,  himself. 
Hizzie,  hussy,  a  young  girl. 
Hirpl,  to  walk  crazily,  to  creep ;  hirpliii, 

creeping. 
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Hing,  to  hang. 

Hitch,  a  loop,  a  knot. 

Hilch,  to  hobble,  to  halt 

Hilchin,  halting. 

Histie,  dry,  chapt,  barren. 

Hissel,  BO  many  cattle  as  one  person 
can  attend. 

Howk,  to  dig ;  howkit,  digged ;  howk- 
in,  digging. 

Howdie,  a  midwife. 

Hoddin,  the  motion  of  a  sage  country 
man  riding  on  a  cart-horse. 

Hornie,  one  of  the  many  names  of  the 
Devil. 

Houghmngandie,  fornication,  [aspecies 
of  gender  composed  of  the  mascu- 
line and  feminine  united.] 

Howe,  hollow,  a  hollow  or  dell. 

Howe-backit,  sunk  in  the  back,  spolcen 
of  a  horse,  &c. 

Hove,  to  heave,  to  swell. 

Hov'd,  heaved,  swelled. 

Hoyse,  a  pull  upwards. 

Hoord,  a  hoard,  to  hoard. 

Hoordet,  hoarded. 

Hoolie,  slowly,  leisurely ;  hoolio!  take 
leisure !  stop! 

Host,  or  hoast,  to  cough ;  hostin,  cough- 
ing. 

Hog-score,  a  kind  of  distance  line,  m 
curling,  drawn  across  the  rinlc. 

Hoy,  to  urge  [incessantly] ;  hoy't,  urged. 

Hool,  outer  skin  or  case. 

Hoyte,  to  amble  crazily,  [a  motion  be- 
tween a  trot  and  a  gallop.] 

Housie,  diminutive  of  house. 

Horn,  a  spoon  made  of  horn. 

Hog-shouther.  a  kind  of  horse  play  by 
justling  with  the  shoulder,  to  justle. 

Hurdles,  the  loins,  the  crupper. 

Hughoc,  diminutive  of  Hugh. 


I',  in. 

ler-oe,  a  great-grandchild. 
Icker,  an  ear  of  corn. 
Ilk  or  ilka,  each,  every. 
Ill-willie,  ill-natured,   malicious,   nig- 
gardly, [unkind.] 
Indentin,  indenting. 
Ingle,  fire,  fire-place. 
Inglne,  genius,  ingenuity. 
I'se,  I  shall  or  will. 
Ither,  other,  one  another. 


JAD,  jade ;  also  a  familiar  term,  among 
country  folks,  for  a  giddy  young  girl. 

Jaup,  a  jerk  of  water,  to  jei-k  as  agi- 
tated water. 

Jauk,  to  dally  [at  work,]  to  trifle. 

Jaukin,  trifling,  dallying. 

Jaw,  coarse  raillery,  to  pour  out,  to 
spurt,  to  jerk,  as  water. 


Jink,  to  dodge,  to  turn  a  corner,  a 
sudden  turning  a  corner. 

Jinkin,  dodging. 

Jiuker,  that  turns  quickly,  a  gay, 
sprightly  girl,  a  wag. 

Jimp,  to  jump,  slender  in  the  waist, 
handsome. 

Jillet,  a  jilt,  a  giddy  girl. 

Jirt,  a  jerk. 

Jinglin,  jingling. 

Jow,  to  Jow,  a  verb,  which  includes 
both  the  swinging  motion  and  peal- 
ing sound  of  a  large  bell. 

Jouk,  to  stoop,  to  bow  the  head. 

Jocteleg,  a  kind  of  knife. 

Jokin,  joking. 

Joyfu',  joyful. 

Juudie,  to  justle. 

Jumpit,  did  jump. 

Jumpin,  jumping. 

K 

KAE,  a  daw. 

Kain,  fowls,  &c.,  paid  as  rent  by  a 
farmer. 

Kail,  coleworts,  a  kind  of  broth. 

Kail-runt,  the  stem  of  the  colewort. 

Kebbuck,  a  cheese. 

Ken,  to  know;  kend  or  ken't,  knew. 

Kennin,  a  small  matter. 

Keek,  a  peep,  to  peep. 

Keepit,  kept. 

Kelpies,  a  sort  of  mischievous  spirits, 
said  to  haunt  fords  and  ferries  at 
night,  especially  in  storms. 

Ket,  a  matted,  hairy  fleece  of  wool. 

Kin',  kind. 

Kilt,  to  truss  up  the  clothes. 

Kirn,  the  harvest  supper,  a  churn,  to 
churn. 

Kitchen,  anything  that  eats  with  bread, 
to  serve  for  soup,  gra\-y,  &c. 

Kittle,  to  tickle ;  ticklish,  likely. 

Kittlin,  a  young  cat. 

King's  hood,  a  certain  part  of  the  en- 
trails of  an  ox,  &c. 

Kin,  kindred. 

Kiutle,  to  cuddle,  [to  caress,  to  fondle.] 

Kiutlin,  cuddling. 

Kiaugh,  carking  anxiety. 

Kirsen,  to  christen. 

Kimmer,  a  young  girl,  a  gossip. 

Kist,  chest,  a  shop-counter. 

Knaggie,  like  knags  or  points  of  rocks. 

Knappin-hammer,    a    hammer    for 
breaking  stones. 

Knowe,  a  small  round  hillock. 

Kye,  cows. 

Kythe,  to  discover,  to  show  one's  self. 

KYLE,  a  district  of  Ayrshire. 

Kyte,  the  belly. 


LAN',  land,  estate. 
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Lang,  long ;  to  think  lang,  to  long,  to 
weary. 

Lap,  did  leap. 

Lampit,  a  kind  of  shell-fish. 

Laverock,  the  lark. 

Lambie,  diminutive  of  lamb. 

Laughin,  laughing. 

Lawfu',  lawful. 

Lapfu',  lapful. 

Laigh,  low. 

Lane,  lone ;  my  lane,  thy  lane,  &c.,  my- 
self alone,  &c.,  thyself  alone,  &c. 

Lanely,  lonely. 

Lallan,  Lowland ;  Lallans,  Scotch  dia- 
lect. 

Laggen,  the  angle  between  the  side 
and  bottom  of  a  wooden  dish. 

Lave,    the   rest,  the   remainder,  the 
others. 

Laith,  loth. 

Laithfu',  bashful,  sheepish. 

Lairing,  wading  and  sinking  in  snow, 
mud,  &c. 

Laddie,  diminutive  of  lai 

Lee-Iang,  live-long. 

Leuk,  a  look,  to  look. 

Leeze  me,  a  phrase  of  congratulatory 
endearment. 

Lear,  pronounce  lare,  learning. 

Lea'e,  to  leave. 

Leister,  a  three-pronged  dart  for  strik- 
ing fish. 

Leugh,  did  laugh. 

Leal,  loyal,  true,  faithful. 

Lightly,  sneeringly,  to  sneer  at. 

Limmer,  a  kept-mistress,  a  strumpet, 
[a  woman  of  easy  virtue.] 

Livin,  living. 

Link,  to  trip  along. 

Linkin',  tripping. 

Limpit,  limp'd,  hobbled. 

Linn,  a  water-fall. 

Lint,   flax;    lint  in  the   bell,   flax   in 
flower. 

Lift,  the  sky. 

Lilt,  a  ballad,  a  tune,  to  sing. 

Lintwhite,  a  linnet. 

Loan,  the  place  of  milking. 

Loof,  the  palm  of  the  hand. 

I'Ooves,  plural  of  loof. 

Lowe,  a  flame,  to  flame. 

Lowin,  flaming. 

Lowse,  to  loose. 

Lows'd,  loosed- 

Loot,  did  let. 

Loun,  a  fellow,  a  ragamuffin,  a  woman 
of  easy  virtue. 

Lowrie,  abbreviation  of  Lawrence. 

Lug,  the  ear,  a  handle. 

Lugget,  having  a  handle. 

Luggie,  a  small  wooden  dish  with  a 
handle. 

Lunt,  a  column  of  smoke,  to  smoke. 

Luntin,  smoking. 

Lunch,  a  large  piece  of  cheese,  flesh, 
&c. 


Lum,  the  chimney. 

Lyart,  of  a  mixed  colour,  grey. 


M 


MAE,  more. 

Maist,  most,  almost. 

Maistly,  mostly. 

Maun,  must. 

Mair,  more. 

Mak,  to  make ;  makin,  making. 

Mashlum,  meslin,  mixed  corn. 

Manteele,  a  mantle. 

Maw,  to  mow;  mawin,  mowing. 

Maukin,  a  hare. 

Mallie,  Molly. 

Mar's  year,  the  rebellion,  A.D.  1715. 

Mark,  marks,  this,  and  several  other 
nouns,  which  in  English  require  an  a 
to  form  the  plural,  are  in  Scotch  like 
the  words  sheep,  deer,  the  same  in  both 
numbers. 

Mask,  to  mash,  as  malt,  &c. 

Maskin-pat,  a  teapot. 

Mang,  among. 

Mavis,  the  thrush. 

Mell,  to  meddle. 

Men',  to  mend. 

Messin,  a  small  dog. 

Melvie,  to  soil  with  meal. 

Mense,  good  manners,  decorum. 

Menseless,  ill  -bred,  rude,  impudent. 

Melancholious,  mournful. 

Meere,  a  mare. 

Mitlier,  a  mother. 

Mixtie-maxtie,  confusedly,  mixed. 

Mim,  prim,  affectedly  meek. 

Mindfu',  mindful. 

Mislear'd,  mischievous,  unmannerly. 

Misca',  to  abuse,  to  call  names. 

Misca'd,  abused. 

Min',  mind,  remembrance. 

Mind't,  mind  it,  resolved,  intending. 

Middin,  a  dunghill. 

Midden-hole,  a  gutter  at  the  bottom  of 
the  dunghill. 

Minnie,  mother,  dam. 

Misteuk,  mistook. 

Morn,  the  next  day,  to-morrow. 

Moudiewort,  [or  modewurk,]  a  mole. 

Mony,  or  monie,  many. 

Moistify,  to  moisten. 

Mournfu',  mournful. 

Moop,  to  nibble  as  a  sheep. 

Mottie,  full  of  motes. 

Mou,  the  mouth. 

Mousie,  diminutive  of  mouse. 

Moorlan,  of  or  belonging  to  moors. 

Muckle,  or  meikle,  great,  big,  much. 

Mutchkin,  an  English  pint. 

Muslin-kail,  broth  composed  simply  of 
water,  shelled  barley,  and  greens. 

Musie,  diminutive  of  muse. 

Mysel,  myself. 
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N 


NA,  no,  not,  nor. 

Nae,  no,  not  any. 

Nane,  none. 

Naetliing,  or  naithing,  nothing. 

Naig,  a  horse. 

Neebor,  a  neighbour. 

Needfu',  needful. 

Negleckit,  neglected. 

Neuk,  nook. 

Niest,  next. 

Nieve,  the  fist. 

Nievefu',  handful. 

Niger,  a  negro. 

Nine-tailed-cat,  a  hangman's  whip. 

Niffer,  an  exchange,  to  exchange,  to 

barter. 
Nit,  a  nut. 
Nowte,  black  cattle. 
Norland,  of  or  belonging  to  the  North. 
Notic't,  noticed. 
Nor-west,  north-west. 
Noteless,  unnoticed,  unknown. 


O 
O',  of. 

Observin,  observing. 

Ony,  or  onie,  any. 

Or,  is  often  used  for  ere,  before. 

O't,  of  it. 

Ourie,  shivering,  drooping. 

Oursel,  or  oursels,  ourselves. 

Outler,  not  housed,  [lying  in  the  fields 

at  night.] 
Owre,  over,  too. 
Owre  hip,   a  way  of  fetching  a  blow 

with  a  hammer  over  the  arm. 


PACK,  intimate,  familiar,  twelve  stones 
of  wool. 

Painch,  paunch. 

Parliamentin,  at  parliament 

Parritch,  [pirratch,  or  porritch,  pot- 
tage,] oatmeal  pudding,  a  well- 
known  Scotch  dish. 

Pang,  to  cram. 

Paukie,  cunning,  sly. 

Paughty,  proud,  haughty,  [saucy.] 

Paitrick,  a  partridge. 

Pat,  did  put,  a  pot 

Pay't,  paid,  beat 

Pattle,  or  pettle,  a  plough-staff. 

Pech,  to  fetch  the  breath  short  as  in  an 
asthma. 

Pechan,  the  crop  [of  fowls,]  the  sto- 
mach. 

[Penny-wheep,  small-beer.] 

IPettle,  to  cherish,  a  plough-staff. 

Pet,  a  domesticated  sheep,  &c. 

Peelin,  peeling. 

Pensivelie,  pensively. 


Phraise,   fair    speeches,    flattery,    to 

flatter. 
Phraisiu,  flattery. 
Pit,  to  put. 

Pine,  pain,  uneasiness. 
Pickle,  a  small  quantity. 
Platie,  diminutive  of  plate. 
Plack,  an  old  Scotch  coin. 
Plackless,  pennyless. 
Pliskie,  a  trick. 
Plew,  or  pleugh,  a  plough. 
Plumpit,  did  plump. 
Placad,  a  public  proclamation 
Poortith,  poverty. 
Powther,  or  pouther,  powder. 
Pouthery,  like  powder. 
Pouk,  to  pluck. 
Pou.  to  pull. 
Pou't  did  pull. 
Poussie,  a  hare  or  cat. 
Pownio,  a  little  horse. 
Pow,  the  head,  the  skull. 
Pout,  a  poult,  a  chicken. 
Prayin,  praying. 
Pridefu',  proud,  saucy. 
Proveses,  provosts. 
Prig,  to  cheapen,  to  dispute. 
Priggin,  cheapening. 
Pryin,  prying. 
Prief,  proof. 
Prent,  print 

Propone,  to  lay  down,  to  propose. 
Primsie,   demure,  precise,   [affectedly 

nice.] 
Prie,  to  taste. 
Prie'd,  tasted. 
Preen,  a  pin. 
Pund,  pound,  pounds. 
Puddin,  pudding. 
Pyle,  a  pyle  o'  caff,  a  single  grain  of 

chaff. 

Q 
QUAT,  to  quit. 
Quak,  to  quake. 
Quakin,  quaking. 
Quey,  a  cow  from  one  to  two  years  old. 


B 


EAM-FEEZL'D,  fatigued,  overspent. 

[Eaep,  or  rape,  a  rope.] 

Eantiu,  ranting. 

Kamblin,  rambling. 

Rattlin,  rattling. 

Eaucle,  rash,  stout,  fearless. 

Kaw,  a  row. 

Eaible,  to  rattle  nonsense,  [to  repeat 

by  rote.] 
Eair,  to  roar;   rair't,  roared;   rairing 

roaring. 
Eax,  to  stretch. 
Eash,  a  rush;    rash-buss,  a  bush  of 

rushes. 
Eam-stam,  forward,  thoughtless. 
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Rarely,  excellent,  very  well. 

Ragweed,  the  plant  ragwort. 

Ratton,  a  rat. 

Raught,  reached. 

Raize,  to  madden,  to  enflame. 

Ree,  half-drunk,  fuddled. 

Ream,  cream. 

Reek,  smoke,  to  smoke ;  reokin,  smok- 
ing; reekit,  smoked,  smoky. 

Receivin,  receiving. 

Red-wud,  stark-mad. 

Remead,  remedy. 

Remarkin,  remarking. 

Reest,  to  stand  restive. 

Reestit,  [or  reestet,]  stood  restive, 
stunted,  withered,  [shrivelled.] 

Reave,  to  rob. 

Requit,  requital. 

Reft,  torn,  ragged. 

Restricked,  restricted. 

Reck,  to  [take]  heed. 

Rede,  counsel,  to  counsel. 

Refus't,  refuse  it. 

[Rief,  reaving.] 

Rin,  to  run,  to  melt ;  rinnin,  running. 

Ridin,  riding. 

Rip,  a  handful  of  unthreshed  corn,  &c. 

Rink,  the  course  of  the  stones,  a  term 
in  curling. 

Riskit,  [or  risk,]  made  a  noise  like  the 
tearing  of  [small]  roots  [with  the 
plough.] 

Rig,  a  ridge. 

Rowte,  to  low,  to  bellow. 

Rowtin,  lowing. 

Rowth,  plenty. 

Roupet,  hoarse,  as  with  a  cold. 

Rowe,  to  roll,  to  wrap. 

Row't,  rolled,  wrapped. 

Roamin,  roaming. 

Rood,  stands  likewise  for  the  piura! 
roods. 

Roun',  round,  in  the  circle  of  neigh- 
bourhood. 

Roose,  to  praise,  to  commend. 

Rozet,  rosin. 

Roon,  a  shred,  a  remnant. 

Rung,  a  cudgel. 

Runkl'd,  wrinkled. 

Runt,  the  stem  of  colewort  or  cabbage. 

Rustlin,  rustling. 

Rhymin,  rhyming. 

[Rockin,  a  meeting  on  a  winter  even- 
ing.] 

S 

'S,  is. 
Sae,  so. 
Sang,  a  song. 
Sair,  to  servo,  sore. 
Sairly,  or  sairlie,  sorely. 
Sair't,  served. 
Saul,  soul. 
Saunt,  a  saint. 
Sark,  a  shirt. 


Sarkit,  provided  in  shirts. 

Saft,  soft. 

Saw,  to  sow. 

Sawin,  sowing. 

Sax,  six. 

Saut,  salt;  sautet,  salted. 

Saumont,  salmon. 

Saugli,  the  willow. 

Scone,  a  kind  of  bread. 

Scrievc,  to  glide  swiftly  along,  [to  run 

smoothly.] 
Scrievin,  gleesomely,  swiftly. 
[Scriegh,  to  cry  shrilly.] 
Screechin,  screeching. 
Screed,  to  tear,  a  rent. 
Soar,  to  scare. 

Scauld,  to  scold;  scauldiug,  scolding. 
Scawl,  a  scold. 
Scaud,  to  scald. 
Scaur,  apt  to  be  scared. 
Seornfu',  scornful. 
Scrimp,  to  scant;  scrimpet,  did  scant, 

scanty. 
Sconner,  a  loathing,  to  loathe. 
Scraich,  to  scream  as  a  hen,  partridge, 

&o. 
Scraichin,  screaming. 
Sel.  self;  a  body's  sel,  one's  self  alone. 
Sets,  sets  aff,  goes  away. 
See'd,  did  see. 
Settlin,  settling;   to  get  a  settlin,  to 

be  frighted  into  quietness. 
Sell't,  did  sell. 
Seizin,  seizing. 
Servan',  servant. 
Sen',  to  send ;  sen't,  send  it. 
Shaw,  to  show,  a  small  wood  iu  a  hol- 
low place. 
Sheugh,  a  ditch,  a  trench. 
Shootin,  shooting. 
Shouther,  the  shoulder. 
Shoon,  shoes. 
Sheep-shank,   to  think  one's    self  nae 

sheepshank,  to  be  conceited. 
Shore,  to  offer,  to  threaten. 
Shor'd,  offered. 
Shangan,  a  stick  cleft  at  one  end,  for 

putting  the  tail  of  a  dog,  &c.,  into,  by 

way  of  mischief,  or  to  frighten  him 

away. 
Shaver,    a    humorous    [mischievous] 

wag,  a  barber. 
Shog,  a  shock. 
Sheen,  bright,  shining. 
Sherra-moor,  Sheriff-moor,  the  famous 

haWe fought  in  the  Rebellion,  A.D.  1715. 
Shool,  a  shovel. 
Shaird,  a  shred,  a  shard. 
Shill,  shrill. 
Sic,  such. 
Simmer,  summer. 
Siller,  silver,  money. 
Sittin,  sitting. 
Sin',  since. 
Sin,  a  son. 
Sicker,  sure,  steady. 
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Slnfu',  sinful. 

Sidelins,  sidelong,  slanting. 

Sinkin,  sinking. 

Skriegh,  a  scream,  to  scream. 

Skaith,  to  damage,  to  injure,  injury. 

Sklent,  slant,  to  run  aslant,  to  deviate 
from  truth,  [to  flb.] 

Sklented,  ran  or  hit  in  an  oblique  di- 
rection. 

Sklentin,  slanting. 

Skelpie-limmer,  a  technical  term  in 
female  scolding. 

Skiegh,  proud,  nice,  high-mettled, 
[flery.] 

Skirl,  to  shriek,  to  cry  shrilly. 

Skirl't,  shrieked. 

Skirling,  shrieking,  crying. 

Skelp,  to  strike,  to  slap,  to  walk  with 
a  smart  tripping  step,  a  smart  stroke. 

Skelpin,  slapping,  walking  smartly. 

Slaw,  slow. 

Slae,  sloe. 

Slap,  a  gate,  a  breach  in  the  fence. 

Slade,  did  slide. 

Slee,  sly ;  sleest,  slyest. 

Slype,  to  fall  over  as  a  wet  furrow  from 
the  plough, 

Slypet,  fell. 

Sleekit,  sleek. 

Sliddery,  slippery. 

Sma',  small. 

Smiddy,  smithy. 

Smytrie,  a  numerous  collection  of 
small  Individuals. 

Smoor,  to  smother;  smoor'd,  smo- 
thered. 

Smoutie,  smutty,  obscene,  ugly. 

Smeddum,  dust,  powder,  mettle,  sense. 

Snaw,  snow,  to  snow. 

Snawie,  snowy. 

Snaw-broo,  melted  snow. 

Snash,  abuse,  BUlingsgate. 

Sneeshin,  snuff;  sneeshin-mUl,  snuff- 
box. 

Snowk,  to  scent  or  snuff  as  a  dog,  horse, 
&c. 

Snowkit,  scented,  snuffed. 

Snick-drawing,  trick-contriving. 

Snick,  the  latchet  of  a  door. 

Snoove,  to  go  smoothly  and  constantly, 
to  sneak. 

Snoov't,  went  smoothly. 

Snell,  bitter,  biting. 

Sned,  to  lop,  to  cut  off. 

Snool,  one  whose  spirit  is  broken  with 
oppressive  slavery,  to  submit  tamely, 
to  sneak. 

Sonsie,  having  sweet,  engaging  looks, 
lucky,  jolly. 

Sowther,  solder,  to  solder,  to  cement. 

Souple,  flexible,  swift. 

Soom,  to  swim. 

Sowp,  a  spoonful,  a  small  quantity  of 
anything  liquid. 

Sootie,  sooty. 

Sobbin,  sobbing. 


e, 


Sowth,  to  try  over  a  tune  with  a  low 
whistle. 

Sooth,  truth,  a  petty  oath. 

Souter,  a  shoemaker. 

Spaul,  a  limb. 

Speakin,  speaking. 

Spier,  to  ask,  to  enquire. 

Spier't,  enquired. 

Spunk,  Are,  mettle,  wit. 

Spunkie,  mettlesome,  flery,  Will  o' 
Wisp,  or  ignis  fatuus. 

Sportin,  sporting. 

Spak,  did  speak. 

Springin,  springing. 

Speel,  to  climb. 

Spleuchan,  a  tobacco  pouch. 

Speat,  a  sweeping  torrent  after  rain  or 
thaw. 

Spairge,  to  dash,  to  soil  as  with  mire, 
[to  spurt  about  like  water.] 

Spitefu'  spiteful. 

Spence,  the  country  parlour. 

Spae,  to  prophesy,  to  divine. 

Sprit,  a  tough-rooted  plant  something 
like  rushes. 

Sprittie,  full  of  sprits,  [rushy.] 

Sprattle,  to  scramble. 

Sparin,  sparing. 

Spaviet,  having  the  spavin. 

Spreckl'd,  spotted,  speckled. 

Splore,  a  frolic,  a  riot,  a  noise,  [a  ram- 
ble.] 

Splatter,  a  splutter,  to  Splutter. 

Spring,  a  quick  air  in  music,  a  Scotch 
reel. 

Squad,  a  crew,  a  party. 

Squeel,  a  scream,  a  screech,  to  scream. 

Squatter,  to  flutter  in  water  as  a  wild 
duck,  &c. 

Squattle,  to  sprawl. 

Stan',  to  stand ;  stan't,  did  stand. 

Stane,  a  stone. 

Stroan,  to  spout,  to  piss,  [to  pour  out 
like  a  spout.] 

Stroan't,  spouted,  pissed. 

Stents,  tribute,  dues  of  any  kind. 

Steek,  to  shut,  a  stitch. 

Stech,  [or  stegh,]  to  cram  the  belly. 

Stechin,  cramming. 

Startle,  to  run  as  cattle  stung  by  the  gad- 
fly- 

Steer,  to  molest,  to  stir. 

Sturt,  trouble,  to  molest. 

Sturtin,  frighted.. 

Studdie,  an  anvil. 

Stell,  a  still. 

Stoup,  or  stowp,  a  kind  of  jug  or  dish 
with  a  handle. 

Straik,  to  stroke ;  straikit,  stroked. 

Stampin,  stamping. 

Stacher,  to  stagger. 

Stap,  to  stop. 

Strae,  straw,  to  die  a  fair  strae  death,  to 
die  in  bed. 

Strack,  did  strike. 

Stack,  a  rick  of  corn,  hay,  &c. 
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Streek,  stretched,  to  stretch ;  streekit, 
stretched. 

Staumrel,  half-witted. 

Stoure,  dust,  more  particularly  dust  in 
motion. 

Stirk,  a  cow  or  bullock  a  year  old. 

Stot,  au  ox. 

Stoor,  sounding  hollow,  strong  and 
hoarse. 

Straught,  straight. 

Stock,  a  plant  of  colewort,  cabbage,  &c. 

Starvin,  starving. 

Stringin,  stringing. 

Startin,  starting. 

Staw,  did  steal,  to  surfeit. 

Stown.  stolen. 

Stownlins,  by  stealth. 

Stuff,  corn  or  pulse  of  any  kind. 

Stibble,  stubble;  stibblerig,  the  reaper, 
in  harvest,  who  takes  the  lead. 

Strunt,  spirituous  liquor  of  any  kind, 
to  walk  sturdily. 

Staggie,  diminutive  of  stag, 

Steeve,  firm,  compacted. 

Stank,  a  pool  of  standing  water. 

Stark,  stout. 

Stey,  steep ;  steyest,  steepest. 

Sten,  to  rear  as  a  horse. 

Sten't,  reared. 

Sfimpart,  the  eighth  part  of  a  Win- 
chester bushel. 

Strappan,  tall  and  handsome. 

Strewin,  strewing. 

Stilt,  a  crutch,  to  halt,  to  limp. 

Stockin,  stocking. 

Stumpie,  diminutive  of  stump. 

Striddle,  to  straddle. 

Stick  an'  stow,  totally,  altogether. 

Sucker,  sugar. 

Sugh,  the  continued  rushing  noise  of 
wind  or  water. 

Suthrou,  southern,  an  old  name  for 
the  English  nation. 

Sud,  should. 

Swap,  an  exchange,  to  barter. 

Swirl,  a  curve,  an  eddying  blast  or 
pool,  a  knot  in  wood. 

Swirlie,  knaggy,  full  of  knots. 

Swither,  to  hesitate  in  choice,  au  ir- 
resolute wavering  in  choice. 

Swank,  stately,  jolly. 

Swankie,  or  swanker,  a  tight,  strapping 
young  fellow  or  girl. 

Swatch,  a  sample. 

Swith !  get  away ! 

Swinge,  to  beat,  to  whip. 

Swingein,  beating,  whipping. 

Swaird,  sward. 

Swat,  did  sweat. 

Swervin,  swerving. 

Swoor,  swore,  did  swear. 

Swall'd,  swelled. 

Sweer,  lazy,  averse;  dead-sweer,  ex- 
tremely averse. 

Sweatin,  sweating. 

Syne,  since,  ago,  then. 


TAE,  a  toe ;  three  tae'd,  having  three 
prongs. 

[Taet,  a  small  quantity.] 

Tauted,  [tawtet,]  or  tautie,  matted  to- 
gether, spoken  of  hair  or  wool. 

Tak,  to  take ;  takin,  taking. 

Tangle,  a  sea  weed. 

Tauid,  or  tald,  told. 

Tarrow,  to  murmur  at  one's  allowance. 

Tarrow't,  murmured. 

Talkin,  talking. 

Tawie,  that  allows  itself  peaceably  to 
be  hiindled,  spoken  of  ahorse,  c<yw,  &c. 

Tap,  the  top. 

Taupie,  a  foolish,  thoughtless  young 
person. 

Tapetless,  heedless,  foolish,  [unthink- 
ing-] 

Tapsalteerie,  topsy-turvy. 

Tarrj'-breeks,  a  sailor. 

Tent,  a  field  puliiit,  heed,  caution,  to 
take  heed. 

Tentie,  heedful,  cautious. 

Tentless.  heedless. 

Teugh,  tough ;  teughlj',  toughly. 

Teat,  a  small  quantity. 

Tearfu',  tearful. 

Ten  hours'  bite,  a  slight  feed  to  the 
horses  while  in  the  yoke  in  the  fore- 
noon. 

Thack,  thatch ;  thack  an'  rape,  cloath- 
ing,  necessaries. 

Thrang,  throng,  a  crowd. 

Thegither,  together. 

Thick,  intimate,  familiar. 

Thole,  to  suffer,  to  endure. 

Thae,  these. 

Thrissle,  thistle. 

Throuther,  pell-mell,  confusedly. 

Thinkin,  thinking. 

Thumpit,  thumped. 

Thumpin,  thumping. 

Thieveless,  cold,  dry,  spited,  spoken  of 
a  person's  demeanour. 

Thowe,  a  thaw,  to  thaw. 

Thaukit,  thanked. 

Through,  to  go  on  with,  to  make  out 

Threshin,  thrashing. 

Tbairms,  small  guts,  fiddle -strings. 

Themsel,  themselves. 

Thysel,  thyself. 

Thud,  to  make  a  loud,  intermittent 
noise. 

Thraw,  to  sprain,  to  twist,  to  contradict. 

Thrawn,  sprained,  twisted,  contra- 
dicted. 

Thrawin,  twisting,  &c. 

Threteen,  thirteen. 

Thankfu',  thankful. 

Thirl,  to  thrill. 

Thirl' d,  thrilled,  vibrated. 

Thowless,  slack,  lazy,  [pithless.] 

Threap,  to  maintain  by  dint  of  asser- 
tion. 
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rhir,  these. 

rither,  the  other. 

Timrner,  timber;  timmer-projit,  prop- 
ped with  timber. 

Tiirt,  to  it 

Tinkler,  a  tinker. 

Tine,  to  lose ;  tint,  lost 

Tipi3ence,  twopence. 

Tittle,  to  whisper. 

Tittlin,  whispering. 

Tirl,  to  make  a  slight  noise,  to  uncover. 

Tirlin,  uncovering. 

Tip,  a  ram. 

Towzie,  rough,  shaggy. 

Toom,  empty. 

Tout  the  blast  of  a  horn  or  trumpet,  to 
blow  a  horn,  &c. 

Tow,  a  rope. 

Toddle,  to  totter  like  the  walk  of  a 
child. 

Toddlin,  tottering. 

Tod,  a  fox. 

Toop,  a  ram. 

Toun,  a  hamlet,  a  farm-house. 

Tocher,  marriage  portion. 

Toyte,  to  totter  like  old  age. 

Towmond,  a  twelvemonth. 

Toy,  a  very  old  fashion  of  female  head- 
dress. 

Trashtrie,  trash. 

Trowth,  truth,  a  petty  oath. 

Tryin,  trying. 

Trow,  to  believe. 

Transmugrify'd,  transmigrated,  meta^ 
morphosed. 

Trig,  spruce,  neat. 

Trimly,  excellently. 

Trottin,  trotting. 

Trickle,  full  of  tricks. 

Try't,  tryed. 

Tunefu',  tuneful. 

Tug,  raw  hide,  of  which,  in  old  times, 
plough  traces  were  frequenthj  made. 

Tulzie,  a  quarrel,  to  quarrel,  to  fight. 

Twa,  two. 

Twa-three,  a  few. 

Twal,  twelve;  twalpennie-worth,  a 
small  quantity,  a  penny-worth. 

Twin,  to  part. 

'Twad,  it  would. 

Tyke,  a  dog. 

U 
TJNCOS,  news. 
Unco,  strange,   uncouth,    very,    very 

great,  prodigious. 
Undoiu,  undoing. 
Unskaith'd,  undamaged,  unhurt 
Uncaring,  disregarding. 
Unkenn'd,  unknown. 
Upo',  upon. 


VAP'RIN,  vapouring. 

Vera,  very. 

Virl,  a  ring  round  a  column,  &c. 


WA',  wall ;  wa's,  walls. 

Wae,  woe,  sorrowful. 

Wad,  would,  to  bet,  a  bet,  a  pledge. 

"Wadna,  would  not. 

Wastrie,  prodigality. 

Warl,  or  warld,  world. 

Warly,  worldly,  eager  on  amassing 
wealth. 

Wark,  work. 

Wark-lume,  a  tool  to  work  with. 

Warst,  worst 

Wale,  choice,  to  chuse. 

Wal'd,  chose,  chosen. 

Wame,  the  belly ;  wamefou',  a  belly 
full. 

Warran,  a  warrant,  to  warrant 

Wabster,  a  weaver. 

Wauken,  to  awake. 

Waesucks!  or  waes  me!  alas!  O  tha 
pity! 

Waur,  worse,  to  worst 

Waur't,  worsted. 

Warlock,  a  wizzard. 

Warstl'd,  or  warsl'd,  wrestled. 

Waurestfu',  restless. 

Wat,  wet ;  I  wat,  I  wot,  I  know. 

Wanchancie,  unlucky. 

Water-brose,  brose  made  of  meal  and 
water  simply,  without  the  addition 
of  milk,  butter,  &c. 

[Water-kelpies,  a  sort  of  mischievous 
spirits  that  are  said  to  haunt  fords.] 

Waukit,  thickened,  as  fullers  do  cloth. 

Wauble,  to  swing,  to  reel. 

Wattle,  a  twig,  a  wand. 

Wair,  to  lay  out,  to  expend. 

Walie,  ample,  large,  jolly,  also  an  in- 
terjection of  distress. 

Waft,  the  woof. 

Wailfn',  wailing. 

Wee,  little;  wee-things,  little  ones; 
wee-bit,  a  small  matter. 

Weel,  well ;  weelfare,  wellfare. 

Wean,  or  weanie,  a  child. 

Weason,  weasaud. 

We'se,  we  shall. 

Wearie,  or  weary,  monie  a  wearie  body, 
many  a  different  person. 

Weet,  rain,  witness. 

Wha,  who. 

Whase,  whose. 

Whare,  where ;  whare'er,  wherever. 

Whyles,  whiles,  sometimes. 

Whissle,  a  whistle,  to  whistle. 

Whang,  a  leathern  string,  a  piece  of 
cheese,  bread,  &c.,  to  give  the  strap- 
pado. 

Wheep,  to  fly  nimbly,  to  jerk;  penny- 
wheep,  small  beer. 

Whun-stane,  a  whin-stone. 

Whirlygigums,  useless  ornaments, 
trifling  appendages. 

Whigmeleeries,  whims,  fancies,  crot- 
chets. 
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Whisht !  silence !  to  hold  one's  whisht, 

to  be  silent. 
Whaizle,  to  wheeze. 
Whisk,  to  sweep,  to  lash. 
Whiskit,  lashed. 
Whid,  the  motion  of  a  hare  running 

but  not  frighted,  a  lie. 
Whiddin,  running  as  a  hare  or  coney. 
Whitter,  a  hearty  draught  of  liquor. 
Whatreck,  nevertheless. 
Whalpit,  whelped. 
Wi',  with. 

Win',  wind;  win's,  winds. 
Wimple,  to  meander. 
Wimpl't,  meandered. 
Wimplin,  waving,  meandering. 
Winna,  vrill  not. 
Winnock,  a  window. 
Winkin,  winking. 
Wick,  to  strike  a  stone  in  an  oblique 

direction,  a  term  in  curling. 
Withoutten,  without. 
Win.  to  vrind,  to  winnow. 
Win't,  winded,  as  a  bottom  of  yarn. 
Wintle,  a  staggering  motion,  to  stagger, 

to  reel. 
Winze,  an  oath. 
Wiel,  a  small  whirlpool. 
Wifie,  a  diminutive  or  endearing  term 

for  wife. 
Wizen'd,  hide-bound,  dryed,  shrunk. 
Wise,  to  wish. 

Winsome,  gay,  hearty,  vaunted. 
Waefu',  woeful. 
Wonner,   a  wonder,  a  contemptuous 

appellation. 
Wonderfu',  wonderful,  wonderfully. 
Woo',  WOOL 


Wooer-bab,  the  garter  knotted  below 
the  knee  with  a  couple  of  loops  [and 
ends.] 

Worset,  worsted. 

Wordy,  worthy. 

Wrack,  to  tease,  to  vex,  [to  trouble.] 

Wrang,  wrong,  to  wrong. 

Wreeth,  a  drifted  heap  of  snow. 

Wraith,  a  spirit,  a  ghost,  an  apparition 
exactly  like  a  living  person  whose 
appearance  is  said  to  forbode  the 
person's  approaching  death. 

Wud,  mad,  distracted. 

Wumble,  a  wimble. 

Wyte,  blame,  to  blame. 

Wyliecoat,  a  flannel  vest. 


TEAE,  is  used  for  both  singular  and 
plural  years. 

Tell,  barren,  that  gives  no  milk,  [dry.] 

Terk,  to  lash,  to  jerk. 

Terkit,  jerked,  lashed. 

Yestreen,  yesternight. 

Tealings,  born  in  the  same  year,  co- 
evals. 

Te,  this  pronoun  is  frequently  used  for 

tliOU. 

Till,  ale. 

Toursel,  yourself. 

Tont,  beyond. 

Touthfu',  youthful. 

Tokin,  yoking,  a  bout 

Towe,  a  ewe. 

Yowie,  diminutive  of  yowe. 

Yule,  Christmas. 

[Young  Guidman,  a  new  married  man.] 


ADDENDA  TO  THE  AUTHOR'S  GLOSSARIES. 

CFrom  Dr.  dime's  Edition,  1800J 


INTRODUCTORY     NOTE. 


Bums  seems  never  to  have  revised  his  own  Glossary  after  1787.  New  and 
enlarged  editions  of  his  poems  were  published  in  1793  and  1794,  but  the 
numerous  typographical  errors  in  both  of  these,  as  well  in  the  Text  as  In  the 
Glossary,  prove  that  the  poet  made  no  revision  of  the  sheets  as  they  passed 
through  the  printer's  hands. 

In  Dr.  Currie's  editions,  the  author's  Glossary  is  considerably  abridged ;  but, 
on  the  other  hand,  a  number  of  words  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  gathered  from 
the  posthumous  poems  and  songs  of  Burns,  are  there  inserted.  These  we  now 
proceed  to  append,  by  way  of  supplement ;  and  to  such  of  Currie's  explanations 
as  we  consider  inaccurate  or  incomplete,  we  have  added  [within  brackets]  what 
farther  elucidation  seemed  requisite. 

Nothing  could  be  easier  than  to  enlarge  this  Glossary,  by  selecting  and 
introducing  Scots  words  from  the  pages  of  Burns,  the  meaning  of  which  may 
be  obscure  to  some  readers,  but  we  prefer  to  confine  ourselves  to  a  reproduction 
of  what  the  poet  himself  and  his  first  editor  thought  was  required  in  the  way 
of  explanation  of  words  and  phrases.  We  have,  however,  deemed  it  expedient 
to  add  a  few  words  under  the  letter  Y,  in  order  to  indicate  to  English  readers 
the  common  Scottish  manner  of  pronouncing  the  very  frequent  words,  "ae," 
"  ane,"  "  ance,"  &c.  We  know  that  in  one  or  two  of  the  counties  of  the  south- 
west of  Scotland,  these  are  seldom  sounded  as  if  the  letter  y  were  prefixed;  but 
wherever  the  editor  has  travelled  in  the  other  Lowland  districts,  he  has  noticed 
that  these  words  are  pronoimced  as  if  they  were  written  yae,  yin,  yince,  &c., 
and  it  is  certain  from  the  subjoined  quotation,  that  Burns  himself  did  so 
pronounce  them: — 

"  Let  Fortune's  wheel  at  random  rin — 
And  fools  may  tyne,  and  knaves  may  win — 
My  thoughts  are  a'  bound  up  in  ane, 
And  that's  my  ain  dear  Philly."— Page  107,  Vol.  IL 
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AIBL-PENNT,  earnest-money. 
Asklent,  asquint,  aslant. 
Athort,  athwart. 

Auld  lang  syne,  olden  time,  days  of 
other  years. 


B 


BAWK,  bank.     [This  explanation  is 

erroneous :    it   means   a    footpath 

through  a  corn-field.] 
Bald,  bald. 
Birk,  birch. 
Birkeu-shaw,     birchen-woodshaw,    a 

small  wood. 
Bleert  and  blin,  bleared  and  blind. 
Bleerit,  bleared,  sore  with  rheum. 
Bluutie,    snivelling.      [Or    rather,    it 

means  soft,  easily  imposed  on.] 
Bogles,  spirits,  hobgoblins. 
Brent,  smooth. 
Bughtin-time,  the  time   of  collecting 

the  sheep  in  the  pens  to  be  milked. 
Bught,  a  pen  [for  sheep.] 
Buskie,  bushy,  [well-dressed.] 
Busks,  dresses. 
Buss,  shelter;  [bush,  "guid  wine  needs 

nae  buss."] 

O 

Cesses,  taxes. 

Clavers,  idle  stories. 

deeds,  cloaths. 

Cluds,  clouds. 

Cockernony,  a  lock  of  hair  tied  up  on 
a  girl's  head,  a  cap. 

Ooft,  bought. 

Collieshangie,  quarreling. 

Craik,  name  of  a  bird ;  [also,  as  a  verb, 
to  whine,  to  importune  with  inces- 
sant craving.] 

Crowdie,  a  dish  made  of  oatmeal 

Cutty,  short. 

D 

DAVOO,  David. 

Doos,  doves. 

Doup,  backside. 

Doup-skelper,  one  that  strikes  the  tail. 

Doure  and  din,  sullen  and  sallow. 

Douser,  more  prudent. 

Draunting,  drawling. 

Drone,  part  of  a  bagpipe,  [a  tiresome 

speaker.] 
Droukit,  wet  [and  dripping.] 
Dunted,  host,  [well-beaten.] 


FA'S,  does  fall,  water-falls. 

Fecket,  waistcoat,  [a  vest  of  woolen 

stuff.] 
'ecldy,  weakly,    [or  rather,    mostly, 

almost.] 


Fen',  successful  struggle,  fight;  [to 
fend,  is  to  defend  one's  self  against 
obstacles.] 

Fiel,  soft,  smooth. 

Flickering,  to  meet,  to  encounter  with; 
[to  flicker,  is  to  coax,  to  flirt.] 

Fother,  fodder. 


G 


GABERLUNZIE,  an  old  man  [who 
takes  to  begging.  Literally  it  means 
a  wallet  carried  at  the  loins.] 

Gadsman,  ploughboy,  the  boy  that 
drives  the  horses  in  the  plough. 

Giglets,  playful  girls. 

Glaum'd,  aimed,  snatched  at  [with 
greed.] 

Gleib,  glebe. 

Glen,  dale,  deep  valley. 

Gowany,  gowany  glens,  daisied  dales. 

Grained  and  gaunted,  groaned  and 
grunted,  [yawned.] 

Grunzie,  mouth,  [snout.] 


HALY,  holy. 

Hecht,  offered;  [to  heoht,  to  raise  in 
price.] 

Heckle,  a  board  in  which  are  fixed  a 
number  of  sharp  pins,  used  in  dress- 
ing hemp,  flax,  &c. 

Hiney,  honey;  [also,  a  term  of  endear- 
ment, a  sweet  creature.] 

Hows',  a  landlady,  a  house  of  resort,  [a 
haunt,  a  place  of  shelter.] 

Howlet,  an  owl. 

Hushion,  a  cushion,  [or  rather,  an  old 
footless  stocking — hose-shin.] 


K 


KENSPECKLE,  well-known,  [a  mark- 
ed person.] 

Kiutra  cooser,  country  stallion ;  [oooser, 
courser.] 

Knurl,  dwarf. 

Kith,  kindred. 


LAWIN-SHOT,  reckoning-bill. 

Lea-rig,  grassy  ridge. 
Leesome,  pleasant,  [sheltered.] 
Libbet,  gelded. 
Loup,  jump,  leap. 

M 

MAILEN,  farm,   [ground  for  which 

mail  or  rent  is  exacted.] 
Mirk,  or  mirkest,  dark,  darkest 
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OCHELS,  name  of  moantains  [between 

Clackmannan  and  Perthshire.] 
O  haith !  0  faith !  an  oath. 


PARLE,  speech. 

Philibegs,  short  petticoats  worn  by  the 
Highlandmen. 


E 


EEW,    repent.     [Rue   is   the    proper 

spelling.] 
Rief  randies,  sturdy  beggars. 
Eouthie,  plentiful. 
Eouth  o'  gear,  plenty  of  goods. 


SCAITH,  to  damage,  to  injure,  injury. 

Shiel,  a  shed,  [a  bothy.] 

Skiuklin,  a  small  portion,  [a  sprink- 
ling.] 

Snapper,  stumble,  [diverge  from  the 
path.] 

Sough,  a  sigh,  a  sound  dying  on  the 
ear. 

Spates,  swollen  streams. 

Stalwart,  strong,  stout. 

Stoyte,  stumble. 

Swarf,  swoon. 

Swats,  liquor,  [strong  ale.] 


Tairge,  target 

Tamtallon,  the  name  of  a  mountain. 
[No :  the  name  of  a  sea-rock  in  East 
Lothiau,  on  which  a  castle  is  built] 


Tedding,  spreading  after  the  mower. 
Theekit  thatched. 
Tint  the  gate,  lost  the  way. 
Trysted,  appointed,  to  tryste. 
Trews,  trowsers. 


U 


UNWEETING,  uuwotting,  unknow- 
ing. 

Unsicker,  unsure,  unsteady. 

Urchin,  a  hedgehog,  [applied  to  a  mis- 
chievous boy.] 

W 

WAUGHT,  draught,  [a  copious  liba- 
tion ;  "  a  right  gude-willie  waught," 
a  right  hearty  bumper.] 

Weird,  fate. 

Wicker,  willow,  (the  smaller  sort) 

Wow !  an  exclamation  of  pleasure  or 
wonder. 

Wons,  dwells. 

Wyle,  beguile. 


[YAE,  one,  spelled  ae  in  Scots,  but 
generally  pronounced  as  with  y  pre- 
fixed.] 

Tett,  a  gate,  such  as  is  usually  at  the 
entrance  into  a  farm-yard  or  field. 

[Yin,  one,  generally  spelled  ane  in 
Scots,  although  almost  always  pro- 
nounced with  (/  prefixed,  as  in  "  yill," 
fovale,  "yirth,"  or  "yird,"  for  eartA, 
"yowe,"  for  ewe.] 

[Yiuce,  once,  generally  spelled  ance, 
but  usually  sounded  as  with  )/.] 

[Yirl,  earl.] 

[Yits,  oats;  yit-cake,  oatmeal  cake.] 


INDEX  TO  PIECES  PUBLISHED  BY  THE 
AUTHOE. 


FIRST     LINES. 

Adieu  !  a  heart-warm,  fond  adieu  !  127. 

Admiring  Nature  in  her  wildest  grace,  371. 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever,  294. 

Again  rejoicing  Nature  sees,  191. 

Again  the  silent  wheels  of  time,  178. 

A  Guid  New- Year  I  wish  you,  Maggie  !   61. 

AH  hail !  inexorable  lord  !  90. 

Although  he  has  left  me  for  greed  o'  the  siller,  296. 

Among  the  heathy  hills  and  ragged  woods,  373. 

An'  I'll  kiss  thee  yet,  yet,  232. 

An'  0  for  ane-and-twenty.  Tarn,  300. 

Anna,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire,  364. 

An'  O!  my  Eppie,  my  jewel,  my  Eppie,  263. 

An  somebody  were  come  again,  249. 

A  robe  of  seeming  truth  and  trust,  19. 

A  rose-bud  by  my  early  walk,  230. 

As  father  Adam  first  was  fool'd,  128. 

As  I  gaed  down  the  water-side,  256. 

As  I  was  walking  ae  May  morning,  295. 

As  Mailie,  an'  her  lambs  thegether,  30. 

A'  the  lads  o'  Thornie-bank,  219. 

Awa,  Whigs,  awa,  255. 

A'  ye  wha  live  by  sowps  o'  drink,  95. 

Ay  waukin,  0,  240. 
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Beauteous  rose-bud,  young  and  gay,  363. 

Behind  yon  hills  where  Stinchar  flows,  188. 

Below  thir  stanes  lie  Jamie's  banes,  129. 

Blythe,  blythe  and  merry  was  she,  226. 

Bonie  lassie,  will  ye  go,  206. 

Bonie  wee  thing,  cannie  wee  thing,  292. 

Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes,  379. 

By  Ochtertyre  grows  the  aik,  226. 

By  stately  tow'r  and  palace  fair,  157. 

By  yon  castle  wa',  at  the  close  of  the  day,  283. 

Ca'  the  yowes  to  the  knowes,  256. 
Carl,  an  the  king  come,  249. 
Cauld  blaws  the  wind  frae  east  to  west,  213. 
.  Clarinda,  mistress  of  my  soul,  236. 
Come  boat  me  o'er,  come  row  me  o'er,  229. 

Dear  Myra,  the  captive  ribband's  mine,  251. 
Dear  Smith,  the  sleest,  pawkie  thief,  34. 
Dweller  in  yon  dungeon  dark,  333. 

Edina  !  Scotia's  darling  seat,  181. 
Expect  na,  Sir,  in  this  narration,  98. 

Fair  fa'  your  honest,  sonsie  face,  179. 

Fareweel  to  a'  our  Scottish  fame,  314. 

Farewell,  thou  fair  day,  thou  gi-een  earth,  318. 

Farewell,  ye  dungeons,  dark  and  strong,  207. 

Fate  gave  the  word,  the  arrow  sped,  258. 

First  when  Maggie  was  my  care,  250. 

Flow  gently,  sweet  Afton,  among  thy  green  braes,  320. 

Frae  the  friends  and  land  I  love,  275. 

From  thee,  Eliza,  I  must  go,  126. 

Gane  is  the  day,  and  mirk's  the  night,  278. 
Gie  him  strong  drink  until  he  wink,  8. 
Go,  fetch  to  me  a  pint  o'  wine,  246. 
Go  on,  sweet  bird,  and  soothe  my  care,  231. 
Green  grow  the  rashes,  O,  190. 
Guid-mornin'  to  your  Majesty  !  40 
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Has  aulcl  Kilmarnock  seen  the  deil  ?  165. 
Ha  !  wliare  ye  gaun,  ye  crowlan  ferlie,  102. 
Hear,  land  o'  cakes,  and  brither  Scots,  360. 
Her  daddie  forebad,  her  minnie  forebad,  212. 
Here  awa  !  there  awa  !  wandering  Willie,  378. 
Here  Sowter  Hood  in  Death  does  sleep,  129. 
Hey,  ca'  thro',  ca'  thro',  323. 
Hey,  the  dusty  miller,  215. 
How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night,  225. 
How  pleasant  the  banks  of  the  Devon,  220. 

I  am.  my  mammie's  ae  bairn,  205. 

I  bought  my  wife  a  stane  o'  lint,  298. 

I  do  confess  thou  art  sae  fair,  286. 

I  dream'd  I  lay  where  flowers  were  springing,  216. 

I  fee'd  a  man  at  Martinmas,  324. 

I  gaed  a  waefu'  gate  yestreen,  270. 

I  gat  your  letter,  winsome  Willie,  113. 

I  hae  a  wife  o'  my  ain,  298. 

I  lang  hae  thought,  my  youthfu'  friend,  91. 

I  married  with  a  scolding  wife,  201. 

I'm  o'er  young,  I'm  o'er  young,  205. 

In  coming  by  the  brig  o'  Dye,  218. 

Inhuman  man,  curse  on  thy  barbr'ous  art,  357. 

In  simmer,  when  the  hay  was  mawn,  305. 

I  sing  of  a  Avhistle,  a  whistle  of  worth,  280. 

Is  there  a  whim-inspir'd  fool?  131 

It  is  na,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face,  289. 

It  was  in  sweet  Senegal  that  my  foes  did  me  enthral,  317. 

It  was  upon  a  Lammas  night,  123. 

Jamie,  come  try  me,  245. 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  254. 

Kilmarnock  wabsters,  fidge  an'  claw,  151. 
Know  thou,  0  stranger  to  the  fame,  131. 

Lament  in  rhyme,  lament  in  prose,  32. 

Landlady  count  the  lawin,  223. 

Lang  hae  we  parted  been,  241. 

Late  crippled  of  an  arm,  and  now  a  leg,  342. 


(     iv.     ) 

Let  love  spai'kle  in  her  e'e,  317. 
Let  other  poets  raise  a  fracas,  8. 
Loud  blaw  the  frosty  breezes,  214. 

Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean,  225. 

My  Harry  is  a  gallant  gay,  238. 

My  heart  is  a-breaking,  dear  tittie,  271 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  253. 

My  heart  was  ance  as  blythe  and  free,  203. 

My  lord,  I  know  your  noble  ear,  367. 

My  loved,  my  honor'd,  much  respected  friend,  65. 

My  love  she's  but  a  lassie  yet,  244. 

My  memory's  no  worth  a  preen,  117. 

My  Sandy  gied  to  me  a  ring,  237 . 

My  son,  these  maxims  make  a  rule,  162. 

Nae  gentle  dames,  tlio'  ne'er  sae  fair,  208. 

No  churchman  am  I  for  to  rail,  194. 

No  cold  approach,  no  alter'd  mien,  292. 

Now  Nature  hangs  her  mantle  green,  340. 

Now  Simmer  blinks  on  liow'ry  braes,  206. 

Now  westlin'  winds,  and  slaught'ring  guns,  124. 

O  cam'  ye  here  the  fight  to  shun,  264. 

O  can  ye  labour  lea,  young  man,  324. 

O  Death,  liadst  thou  but  spar'd  his  life,  128. 

O  Death!  thou  tyrant,  fell  and  bloody,  335. 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw,  248. 

Oh,  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  show,  382. 

O  how  can  I  be  blythe  and  glad,  285. 

O  how  shall  I,  unskilfu',  try,  296. 

O  John,  come  kiss  me  now,  now,  now,  276. 

O  Kenmure's  on  and  awa'  Willie,  301. 

O  Lady  Mary  Ann  looks  o'er  the  castle  wa',  313. 

O  luve,  will  venture  in,  308. 

O  leeze  me  on  my  spinning-wheel,  302. 

O  merry  hae  I  been  teethin'  a  heckle,  257. 

O  meikle  thinks  my  love  o'  my  beauty,  277- 

O  mount  and  go,  247 

On  a  bank  of  flowers  on  a  summer  day,  243. 

One  Queen  Artemisa,  as  old  stories  tell,  129. 


(     V.     ) 

Oppress'd  with  grief,  oppress'd  with  care,  81. 

O  rattlin',  roarin'  Willie,  233. 

0  rough,  rude,  ready-witted  Rankiue,  120. 

O  saw  ye  my  dearie,  my  Eppie,  290. 

O  some  will  court  and  compliment,  277. 

0  Thou  dread  Pow'r,  who  reign'st  above,  174. 

0  Thou  great  Being  !  what  Thou  art,  176. 

O  thou  pale  orb,  that  silent  shines,  78. 

0  Thou  the  first,  the  greatest  friend,  177. 

O  Thou  unknown,  Almighty  Cause,   87. 

O  Thou,  whatever  title  suit  thee,  26. 

0  Tibbie  !  I  hae  seen  the  day,  235. 

Our  thrissles  flourish'd  fresh  and  fair,  255. 

O  were  I  on  Parnassus  hill,  250. 

O  wha  my  babie-clouts  will  buy,  260. 

0  whaur  did  ye  get  that  hauver-meal  bannock,  202. 

0  when  she  cam  been  she  bobbed,  299. 

0  whistle,  and  I'll  come  to  ye  my  lad,  204. 

0  Wdlie  brew'd  a  peck  o'  maut,  268. 

O  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dunbar,  238 . 

O  ye  wha  are  sae  guid  yoursel,  162. 

O  ye  whose  cheek  the  tear  of  pity  stains,  130. 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing,  224. 
Right,  Sir  !  your  text  I'll  prove  it  true,  155. 

Sad  thy  tale,  thou  idle  page,  365. 

Sensibility,  how  charming,  287. 

She's  fair  and  fause  that  causes  my  smart,  326. 

Simmer's  a  pleasant  time,  240. 

Some  books  are  lies  frae  end  to  end,  137. 

Stay,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me,  210. 

Stop,  passenger  !  my  story's  brief,  338. 

Sweet  closes  the  eve  on  Craigieburn,  274. 

Sweet  flow'ret,  pledge  o'  meikle  love,  374, 

Talk  not  of  love,  it  gives  me  pain,  228. 
Tarn  Samson's  well-worn  clay,  168. 
The  bairns  gat  out  wi'  an  unco  shout,  325 . 
The  blude-red  rose  at  Yule  may  blaw,  227. 
The  Catrine  woods  were  yellow  seen,  259. 


(     vi     ) 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  burns,  244. 
The  de'il  cam'  fiddling  thro'  the  town,  327. 
The  gloomy  night  is  gath'ring  fast,  193. 

The  lazy  mist  hangs ,  246. 

The  man  in  life,  wherever  placed,  175. 

The  noble  Maxwells  and  their  powers,  304. 

The  ploughman,  he's  a  bonie  lad,  222. 

The  poor  man  weeps — here  Gavin  sleeps,  131. 

There  lived  a  carl  in  Kellyburn  braes,  315. 

There's  Auld  Rob  Morris  that  wons  in  yon  glen,  38 1. 

There's  a  youth  in  this  city,  252. 

There's  nought  but  care  on  ev'ry  han',   190. 

There  was  a  lass,  they  ca'd  her  Meg,  217. 

There  was  a  pretty  May,  and  a-milkin'  she  went,  309. 

There  was  three  kings  into  the  east,  183. 

The  simple  Bard,  rough  at  the  rustic  plough,  143. 

The  smiling  spring  comes  in  rejoicing,  321. 

The  sun  had  clos'd  the  winter-day,  44. 

The  Tayler  fell  thro'  the  bed,  239. 

The  Thames  flows  proudly  to  the  sea,  271. 

The  tither  morn,  when  I  forlorn,  293. 

The  weary  pund,  the  weary  pund,  297. 

The  wind  blew  hollow  frae  the  hills,  345. 

The  wintry  West  extends  his  blast,  86. 

They  snool  me  me  sair,  and  baud  me  down,  300. 

Thickest  night  surround  my  dwelling,  211. 

Tho'  cruel  fate  should  bid  us  part,  210. 

Thou  ling'ring  star,  with  less'ning  ray,  262. 

Tho'  women's  minds  like  winter  winds,  267. 

Thou  whom  chance  may  hither  lead,  331. 

Thou  who  thy  honour  as  thy  God  rever'st,  348. 

Turn  again,  thou  fair  Eliza,  306. 

'Twas  in  that  place  o'  Scotland's  isle,  1. 

'Twas  when  the  stacks  get  on  their  winter-hap,  144. 

Up  in  the  morning's  no  for  me,  213. 
Upon  a  simmer  Sunday  morn,  19. 
Upon  that  night  when  fairies  light,  52. 
Up  wi'  the  carls  o'  Dysart,  323. 

Weary  fa'  you,  Duncan  Gray,  221. 


(     vii.      ) 

Wee,  modest,  crimson-tipped  flow'r,  88. 

Wee,  sleek et,  cowarn',  tim'rovis  beastie,  71. 

Wha  is  that  at  my  bower  door  ?  291. 

"Wliare  are  ye  gaun,  my  bonie  lass,  266. 

Whare  live  ye,  my  bonie  lass,  303. 

WTiat  can  a  young  lassie  do  wi'  an  auld  man  ?  284. 

What  will  I  do  gin  my  hoggie  die  ? 

When  biting  Boreas,  fell  and  doure,  169. 

When  Chapman  billies  leave  the  street,  350. 

When  first  my  brave  Johnny  lad,  277. 

When  Guildford  good  our  pilot"  stood,  185. 

When  in  my  arms,  wi'  a'  thy  charms,  232. 

When  the  drums  do  beat,  247. 

When  rosy  May  comes  in  wi'  flowers,  242. 

When  wild  War's  deadly  blast  was  blawn,  384. 

Where,  braving  angry  winter's  storms,  234. 

Where  Cart  rins  rowin'  to  the  sea,  322. 

Whare  hae  ye  been  sae  braw,  lad  ?  269, 

While  briars  an'  woodbines  budding  green,  104. 

While  new-ca'd  kye  rowte  at  the  stake,  109. 

While  winds  frae  aff  Ben-lomond  blaw,  73. 

While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood,  358. 

Whoe'er  thou  art,  0  reader  know,  130. 

Why  am  I  loth  to  leave  this  earthly  scene,  172. 

Why,  ye  tenants  of  the  lake,  370. 

Willie  Wastle  dwalt  on  Tweed,  312. 

AVishfully  I  look  and  languish,  292. 

Ye  banks  and  braes  o'  bonie  Doon,  311. 
Ye  flowery  banks  o'  bonie  Doon,  310. 
Ye  gallants  bright,  I  rede  ye  right,  240. 
Ye  Irish  lords,  ye  knights  and  squires,  12. 
Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  give  an  ear,  307. 
Young  Jockey  was  the  blythest  lad,  260. 
Young  Peggy  blooms  our  boniest  lass,  199. 


INDEX   OF   TITLES   AND   HEADINGS. 


POEMS, 

A  Bard's  Epitaph,  131. 

A  Dream — The  King's  Birthday  Levee,  40. 

Address  to  a  Haggis,  179. 

to  a  field-mouse,  71. 
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Epistle  to  a  young  friend,  91. 
,,       to  Davie,  73. 
,,       to  James  Smith,  34. 
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Ode  to  Despondency,  81. 

Ode  to  Ruin,  90. 
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On  a  Scotch  Bard  gone  to  the  West  Indies,  95. 

Paraphrase  of  First  Psalm,  175. 
Paraphrase  of  part  of  90th  Psalm,  177. 
Peregrinations  of  Captain  Grose,  360. 
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Poor  Mailie's  Elegy,  32. 

Prayer,  in  the  prospect  of  death,  87- 

Prayer,  under  violent  anguish,  176. 

Scotch  Drink,  8, 

Stanzas  in  the  prospect  of  death,  172. 

Tarn  o'Shanter,  349. 

Tarn  Samson's  Elegy,  165. 

The  auld  Farmer's  salutation  to  his  mare,  61. 

The  Author's  earnest  cry  and  prayer,  12. 

The  Brigs  of  Ayr,  143. 

The  Calf,  155. 

The  Cotter's  Saturday  Night,  65. 

The  Holy  Fair,  19. 

The  Lament,  78. 

The  Petition  of  Bruar  Water,  367. 

The  Rosebud,  363. 

The  Twa  Dogs,  1. 

The  Vision  (as  first  published),  44. 

The  Vision — stanzas  added  in  1787,  157. 

The  wounded  Hare,  357. 

To  a  field-mouse,  71. 

To  a  Haggis,  179. 

To  a  louse  on  a  lady's  bonnet,  102. 

To  a  mountain-daisy,  88. 

To  Miss  Logan,  with  Beattie's  poem,  178. 

To  Ruin,  90. 

Verses  left  at  a  Reverend  friend's  house,  174. 
Winter — a  Dirge,  86, 


SONUS     AND     BALLADS. 

A  big-belly 'd  Bottle,  194. 

Ae  fond  kiss,  and  then  we  sever,  294. 

Afton  Water,  319. 

Again  rejoicing  Nature,  191. 
A  mother's  lament,  258. 
Anna,  thy  charms,  364. 
A  Rosebud,  230. 
Auld  Rob  Morris,  381. 
A  waiikrife  minnie,  266. 
Awa',  Whigs,  awa',  255. 
Ay  waukin,  0,  240. 

Bess  and  her  spinning  wheel.  302. 
Beware,  o'  bonie  Ann,  240. 
Blythe  Bessie,  305. 
Blythe  was  she,  226. 
Bonie  Dundee,  202. 
Bonie  wee  thing,  292. 

Can  ye  labour  lea,  young  man,  324. 
Carl,  an  the  king  come,  249. 
Ca'  the  ewes  to  the  knowes,  256. 
Clarinda,  mistress  of  my  soul,  236. 
Cock  up  your  beaver,  277. 
Craigie-burn  Wood,  274. 

Duncan  Davison,  217. 
Duncan  Oray,  221. 

Eppie  Adair,  263. 
Eppie  M'Nab,  290. 

Fair  Eliza,  306. 

Farewell  to  Ayrshire,  193. 

Farewell  to  Brethren  of  8t.  James's  Lodge,  Tarbolton,  127. 

Farewell  to  Eliza,  126. 

Fickle  Fortune,  216. 

For  a'  that  an'  a'  that,  267. 


(     xiii     ) 

Frae  the  friends  and  land  I  love,  275. 

Galla  Water,  379. 

Creen  grow  the  rashes,  0,  190. 

Gudewife  count  the  lawin  ,  278. 

Hey,  ca'  thro',  323. 

Hey,  tutti,  taiti,  223. 

Highland  Harry  back  again,  238. 

Him  that's  far  awa,  225. 

How  long  and  dreary  is  the  night,  225. 

I  do  confess  thou  art  sae  fair,  286. 
I  dream'd  I  lay  where  flowers,  216. 
I'll  never  lay  a'  my  love  upon  aue,  295. 
I  love  my  love  in  secret,  237. 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet,  205. 
I  still  would  love  my  Jean,  210. 
It  is  na,  Jean,  thy  bonie  face,  289. 

Jamie,  come  try  me,  245. 
Jockey  fou,  and  Jenny  fain,  317. 
John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  254. 
John  Barleycorn,  183. 
John,  come  kiss  me  now,  270. 
Johnny  o'  the  Buskie-glen,  305. 
Jumpin'  John,  212. 

Kelly biirn  Braes,  315. 

Kenmure's  on  and  awa',  Willie,  301. 

Laddie  lie  near  me,  241. 
Lady  Mary  Ann,  313. 
Lady  Onlie,  honest  lucky,  219. 
Lovely  Davies,  296. 

M'Pherson's  Farewell,  207. 

Merry  hae  I  been  teethin'  a  heckle,  257. 

Musing  on  the  roaring  ocean,  225. 

My  bonie  Bell,  321. 

My  bonie  laddie's  young,  but  he's  growiu',  313. 

My  bonie  Mary,  246. 

My  Collier  laddie,  303. 


(     xiv     ) 

My  heart's  in  the  Highlands,  253. 

My  Hoggie,  212. 

My  love  she's  but  a  lassie  yet,  244. 

My  Mary,  dear  departed  shade,  261. 

My  Nanie,  0,  188. 

My  Peggy's  charms,  234. 

My  tocher's  the  jewel,  277. 

Naebody,  298. 

Nithsdale's  welcome  hame,  304. 

Now  westlin  winds,  124. 

O'er  the  water  to  Charlie,  229, 

Of  a'  the  airts  the  wind  can  blaw,  248. 

O  for  ane-and-twenty,  Tam,  300. 

On  a  bank  of  flowers,  243. 

Open  the  door  to  me,  oh,  382. 

Peggy  Alison,  232. 

Eattlin'  roarin'  Willie,  233. 

Raving  winds  around  her  blowing,  224. 

Sensibility,  how  charming,  287. 

She's  fair,  and  fause,  326. 

Sic  a  wife  as  Willie  had,  312. 

Stay,  my  charmer,  can  you  leave  me,  210. 

Strathallan's  lament,  211. 

Such  a  parcel  of  rogues  in  a  nation,  314. 

The  Banks  o'  Doon,  310. 
The  Banks  of  Nith,  271. 
The  Banks  of  the  Devon,  220. 
The  Battle  o'  Sherra-Moor,  264. 
The  big-belly'd  bottle,  194. 
The  Birks  of  Aberfeldy,  206. 
The  blue-eyed  lassie,  270. 
The  bonie  Banks  of  Ayr,  193. 
The  ]x)nie  lad  that's  far  awa',  285. 
The  Braes  o'  Ballochmyle,  259. 
The  Braes  o'  Killiecrankie,  269. 
The  Captain's  Lady,  247. 


(        XV        ) 

The  captive  ribbaiul,  251. 

The  Carles  of  Dysart,  323. 

The  day  returns,  my  bosom  biirus,  244. 

The  deil's  awa'  wi'  th'  Exciseman,  327. 

The  deuk's  dang  o'er  my  daddie,  325. 

The  Dusty  Miller,  215. 

The  gallant  weaver,  322. 

The  gardener  wi'  his  paidle,  242. 

The  Highland  lassie,  0,  208. 

The  joyful  widower,  201. 

The  laddie's  dear  sel'  he  lo'es  dearest,  252. 

The  lazy  mist,  246. 

The  Ploughman,  222. 

The  Posie,  308. 

The  rantin  dog,  the  daddie  o't,  260. 

The  rigs  o'  barley,  123. 

The  slave's  lament,  317. 

The  Soldier's  return,  383. 

The  Song  of  Death,  318. 

The  Taylor  fell  thro'  the  bed,  239. 

The  tears  I  shed,  292. 

The  tither  morn,  293. 

The  weary  pund  o'  tow,  297. 

The  Whistle,  280. 

The  young  Highland  rover,  214. 

Talk  not  of  love,  228. 

TamGlen,  271. 

Theniel  Menzies'  bonie  Mary,  218. 

There'll  never  be  peace  till  Jamie  comes  hame,  283. 

Tibbie  Dunbar,  238. 

Tibbie,  I  hae  seen  the  day,  235. 

To  a  Blackbird,  231. 

To  daunton  me,  227. 

To  the  weaver's  gin  ye  go,  203. 

Up  in  the  mornin's  no  for  me,  213. 

Wandering  Willie,  377- 

We  are  na  fou,  268. 

Were  I  on  Pernassixs  hill,  250. 

Willie  brew'd  a  pock  o'  maut,  268. 


(     xvi     ) 

Willie  Wastle  chvalt  on  Tweed,  312. 
Wha  is  it  but  Findlay  ?  291. 

What  can  a  young  lassie  do ,  284. 

When  Guildford  good,  our  pilot  stood,  185. 
Whistle  an'  I'll  come  to  you  my  lad,  204. 
Whistle  o'er  the  lave  o't,  250. 

Ye  Jacobites  by  name,  307. 
Yon  wild,  mossy  mountains,  288. 
Young  Jockey,  266. 
Young  Peggy  blooms,  199. 
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A.D.,  178G,  The  Keystone  of  the  Poet's  Span  of  Life,  lii. 

Afton  Water,  speculation  regarding  subject  of  the  song,  310. 

Aiken,  Robert,  of  Ayr,  xliv.,  143. 

Ainslie,  Hew,  his  "  Pilgrimage  to  the  Land  of  Burns"  xviii. 

American  Independence  Day,  1876,  Ixxxvii. 

Ainslie,  Robert,  W.S.,  visited  Burns,  Ixx. 

Ancestry  of  Burns,  xx.,  xxi.,  xxii. 

Armour,  Jean,  xliii.,  73,  78,  248,  250. 

Auld  Light  and  New  Light  Distinctions,  151. 

"Ayrshire  Wreath,"  123. 

Ballantyne,  John,  of  Ayr,  xlv.,  143. 

Begg,  Mrs.  Isabella — sister  of  Burns,   xxvi.,   xxxiii,   xxxiv., 

XXXV.,  xlix.,  124,  232,  235. 
Blacklock,  Dr.,  Iv.,  174,  220.  246. 
Bloomfield,  the  poet,  quoted,  Ixxvi. 
"  Bob  of  Dumblane,"  257. 
"  Boiled  Bagpipes,"  179. 
Brown,  Agnes,  mother  of  Burns,  xxii. 
Brown,  John,  M.D.,  quoted,  172. 

Brydges,  Sir  Egerton,  his  imaginary  visit  to  Burns,  Ixx. 
Buchan,  Peter,  his  manufactured  Ballads,  246,  263,  315,  323. 
Burness,  William,  father  of  the  poet,  xxiii.,  xl.,  130. 
Burns,  Gilbert,  quoted  (xxiv.  to  xxxvi.),  xliii.,  174,  210,  310, 

381. 
Burns'  Monument  at  Edinburi'h,  202. 


(     xviii     ) 

Caledonian  Hunts'  patronage  of  Burns,  liv.,  Ixxxiii.,  135. 

Canongate-Kilwinning  Mason  Lodge,  Ivii.,  196. 

Carlyle,  Thomas,  quoted  (v.),  (xviii.),  (Ixxix.),  (Ixxxiv.),  26, 

30,  71,  169. 
Catrine  and  Ballochmyle,  259. 
Caller  Water  and  Scotch  Drink,  8. 
Chalmers,  Miss  Peggy,  Ixi.,  Ixxxiii.,  220,  234. 
Chambers,     Robert,    quoted    (xix.,)    (xxxvi.,)    (xlv.,)    (Ixx.) 

(Ixxii.),  (Ixxxvi.),  91,  93,  159,  273,  319,  360,  381. 
"  Charmer,  The,"  an  old  collection  of  songs,  194,  201. 
Clarke,  Robert,  of  Cincinatti,  collector  of  Burns'  MSS.  (Ixv.). 
Clarke,  Stephen,  musician,  198,  212,  232,  256. 
Clarinda  (Mrs.  M'Lehose),  (Ix.),  (Ixii.),  (Ixxix.),  228,  231,  230, 

287,  294,  320. 
Clay  Biggin,  where  Burns  was  born  (xxiii.),  (xxiv.),  159. 
Clegliorn,  Robert,  farmer,  Saughton  Mills,  202. 
Cockburn,  Mrs.  Alison  (Ivi.),  (Iviii.),  216. 
"  Common  Sense,"  an  attribute  or  a  person?  23. 
Covington  Mains  Biggar — Burns  passes  a  night  there  (lii.), 

196,  288. 
Cowper,  Wm.  (the  j)oet's),  remarks  on  Burns,  109. 
Creech,  William,  bookseller  (Ixxi.). 

Cromek's  Reliques  (xvii),  (xlv.),  (xlvi.),  (li.),  (Ixviii.),  (Ixxvi.). 
Cruickshank,  William,  Teacher,  Edinburgh,  230,  363. 
Cunningham,  Alexander,  W.S.,  283,  326,  375. 
Cunningham,   Allan,  quoted  (Ixxi.),   (Ixxxiv.),  73,  108,  112, 

113,  120,  124,  126,  199,  288,  315,  335,  377,  383. 
Currie,  Dr.  (xvii.),  (xix.),  (Ixix.),  51,  268,  318. 
"  Cursed  Times"  Ixxvii. 

Dalrymple,  James,  of  Orangefield  Iv.,  161,  196. 

Davies,  Miss  (Bonie  wee  thing),  292,  296. 

Dickens,  Charles,  376. 

Dumfries,  Burns  removes  to,  Ixxii. 

Dunbar,  William,  W.S.,  Edinburgh,  197,  233. 

Dunlop,  Mrs.,  of  Dunlop  Ixxxi.,  40,  65,  331,  374. 

Eglinton  Woods,  near  Irvine,  175. 

Elliot,  Sir  Gilbert,  of  Minto,  his  remarks  on  Burns,  Ixxxv. 

Ellisland  Farm,  Ixiv.  Ixxii. 

"  Eliza,"  The,  of  Burns,  126. 


(     xix     ) 

English  verse,  Burns'  efforts  to  compose  in,  331. 
Erskine,  Harry,  Dean  of  Faculty,  Iv.,  19G. 
Exciseman,  Burns  enters  on  his  duties  as,  Ixvii. 

False  philosophy  "  in  Epistle  to  a  young  friend,"  91. 

Family  Register  of  William  Burnes'  Family,  xxvi. 

Fergusson's  Poems,  8,  19,  65. 

Findlater,  Alexander,  his  defence  of  Burns,  xviii. 

First  amour  of  the  poet,  xxvii. 

Flora  Hastings,  Countess  of  Loudoun,  Iviii.,  366. 

"  Flowers  of  the  Forest,"  Burns'  juvenile  imitations  of,  216. 

French  Convention,  Burns'  alleged  present  to,  327. 

Freemasonry,  xxxvi.,  xlii.,  lii.,  Ivi.,  Ivii.,  lix.,  Ixxxii.,  127, 

196. 
Friar's  Carse  Hermitage,  331. 

Gait,  John,  quoted,  179. 
Gardener's  March,  242. 
Glencairn,  Earl  of,  liv.,  Iv.,  196,  329,  345. 
"Goodnight,"  Burns'  valedictory,  387. 
Gordon,  Duchess  of,  Ivi, 
Gow,  Neil,  Burns'  visit  to  him,  252. 
Graham  of  Fintry,  the  poet's  introduction  to,  342. 
Grave  and  Mausoleum  of  Burns,  Ixxxiv. 
Gray,  Captain  Charles,  R.M.,  quoted  (xxiii.),  124,  232,  377. 
Gray,  James,  his  defence  of  Burns,  xviii. 
Greyfriar's  Churchyard,  Edinburgh,  335. 
"  Green  grow  the  rashes"— its  closing  verse  added  in  Edin- 
burgh, 191. 
Grose,  Captain,  the  antiquary,  350,  300. 

Hallow  Fair  and  Leith  Races  of  Robert  Fergusson,  19. 

Hamilton,  Charlotte,  220. 

Hamilton,  John,  song  writer,  248. 

Hamilton,  Gavin,  writer,  Mauchline,  98,  131. 

Harvieston,  the  poet's  two  visits  there  in  1787,  Ix.,  220. 

Heckle  teeth,  257. 

Henderson,  Captain  Matthew— his  grave,  335. 

Henri,  Mrs.,  daughter  of  Mrs.  Dunlop,  374. 

Heron,  Robert,  quoted  (xx.),  (xlix.),  (Ixxvii). 

Highland  Mary,  (xlv.),  (lii.),  91,  208,  210,  288,  319. 


(      ^x      ) 

Hogg,  James,  quoted,  117,  107,  168,  179,  183. 
"  Honest  Nappy,"  Bums'  two  stanzes  on,  108. 
Humour  of  Burns,  30. 
Humplirey,  James,  anecdote  of,  129. 
Hypochondria,  Burns'  early  tendency  to,  17G,  216. 

Irish  peers  as  Scottish  representatives,  12. 

Irvine,  the  poet's  residence  there. 

Jacobinism  of  Burns,  Ixxv.,  Ixxix.,  327. 

Jacobitism  of  Burns,  xxi.,  211. 

Jean  Armour's  black  eyes,  192. 

Jean  Lorimer,  ' '  Chloris, "  Ixxvi,  274. 

Jeffrey,  Francis,  his  remarks  on  Burns,  Ixxxv. 

Johnson,  James,  his  "Scots  Musical  Museum,"  197,  237. 

Kennedy,  Miss  Peggy,  199,  310. 

Kilmarnock  Edition  of  1786,  xlix.,  its  Preface,  xciii. 

Kilmarnock,  Mr.  Archibald  xM 'Kay's  History  of,  165. 

"  King's  caff  better  than  ither  folks  corn,"  224. 

Kirkoswald,  the  poet's  sojourn  there,  xxx.,  124. 

Kirsty  Flint,  her  singing  talents,  273. 

Kossuth,  his  tribute  to  Burns,  Ixxxvii. 

"  Labour  lee"  described,  324. 

Laigh  Kirk  ministers  of  Kilmarnock,  151. 

Laigh  Kirk  Burial-ground,  165. 

Laing,  David,  LL.D.,  his  notes  to  Johnson's  Museum,  197. 

Lapraik,  John,  "  Old  Scotch  bard,"  104,  109. 

Last  illness  and  death  of  Burns,  Ixxxi. 

Lawrie,  Rev.  Dr.  of  Loudoun,  174,  193. 

Lochlea  and  Tarbolton,  xxxi.  to  xxxvi. 

Lockhart,  J.  G.,  quoted,  Ixxvi.,  Ixxix,  260,  327. 

Lunardi's  Balloon  ascents,  103. 

"  Maggie  Lauder"  of  the  Ordination,  151. 

"Mary  in  Heaven,"  was  this  lyric  rapidly  composed?  261, 

349. 
Mariolatry  of  Burns,  Ixxiii.,  261. 
Mary  Morison,  who  was  she  ?  xxxv. ,  232. 
Masterton,  Allan,  211,  240,  259,  268. 
Matrimonial  ar-piratiunsi  of  Burn.'^,  Ixxiii.,  261. 


Maxwell,  Lady  Winified,  304. 

M'Leod,  of  Raasay,  the  poet's  intimacy  with  family  of,  805. 

Macleod,  Dr  Norman,  his  readings  of  Burns  to  the  Queen, 

Ixxxvi. 
M'Neill,  Hector,  his  "  Will  and  Jean,"  383. 
Merry  Lays  of  Caledonia,  29L 

Miller,  Patrick,  of  Dalswinton,  Ixxi.,  his  lady,  224. 
Misdated  facts  in  the  i)oet's  biographies,  Ixxxi. 
"  Morag,"  Gaelic  melody,  a  peculiar  favourite  of  Burns,  214. 
Mossgiel  and  Mauchline,  xl. 
Mount  Oliphant,  xxvii.,  216. 
Murray,  Euphemia,  "  flower  of  Strathmore,"  226. 
Murdoch,  John,  the  poet's  preceptor,  xxii.  to  xxviii.,  130. 
"  My  Nannie,  0,"  who  was  she  ?  xxxv.,  188. 

"  Nature's  prentice  hand,"  191. 

Nicolas,  Sir  Harris,  xviii.,  260,  261. 

Nicol,  William,  of  High  School,  Edinburgh,  ix. ,  268. 

Nine  Muses— were  they  "  ragged?"  112. 

Old    Scots    melodies — were    they    borrowed    from     Romish 

Church  Service  ?  276. 
Orthogi-aphy  of  some  Scotch  words — Burns  alters  his  style 

of,  132. 

Paisley  Weavers,  322. 

Paul,  Rev.  Hamilton,  his  edition  of  Burns,  x\dii. 
Peebles,  Rev.  William — his  "  Burnomanio, "  xviii.,  23. 
Peggy  Thomson — early  sweetheart  of  Burns,  124,  188. 
Peterkin,  Alexander,  his  edition  of  Burns,  xviii. 
"  Pet  Marjorie,"  of  Sir  Walter  Scott,  172. 
"  Pringles  of  Gala  water,"  380. 
Proposals  for  publishing  in  1786,  xliv. 

Queen  Victoria,  her  favourite  amongst  Burns'  productions, 
Ixxxvi. 

Ramsay,  Allan— quoted  by  Burns  in  Tarn  o'Shanter,  349. 

Ramsay  of  Ochtertyre  visits  Burns,  Ixx. 

Rankine,  John,  anecdotes  of,  120. 

Richmond,  John,  xliii.,  xlviii.,  xlvix.,  Iv.,  19. 

Roy's  Wife,  or  "  Ruffian's  Rant,"  Burns  fondness  of,  218. 


(      xxii      ) 

Sanquhar,  the  poet  at  Bailie  Whigham's  Inu,  there,  333. 

Schoohnasters,  Burns'  partiality  for,  113. 

Scotch  expressions  puzzling  to  Englishmen,  109. 

Scotch  grammar,  its  peculiarities,  183. 

Scott,  Sir  Walter,  xviii.,  a  favourite  ballad  of  his,  253. 

Sillar,  David — "brither  poet  and  fiddler,"  xxxiv.,  73. 

Simpson,  Wm.,  Schoolmaster,  Ochiltree,  113. 

Soldier's  Pteturn — the  locality  of  the  ballad,  383. 

Stair  Manuscripts  of  Burns,  159. 

Steen,  Tibbie — early  subject  of  Burns'  muse,  235. 

Stenhouse,   William — his  notes  to  Johnson's  Museum,    198, 

217,  219,  222. 
Stewart,  Professor  Dugald,  quoted,  IviL,  lix. 

Tailor's  March,  239. 

Tam  o'Shanter — was  the  poem  composed  in  one  day  ?  359. 

Terreagles  Castle,  304. 

Thomson,  George,  Song  editor,  322,  375,  377. 

Up  in  the  morning  early — anecdote  concerning  the  tune,  213. 

Waddell,  Dr.  Hately,  quoted,  xix.,  Hi.,  Iviii.,  288. 

Walker,  Josiah,  xviii.,  Ixxxi.,  193. 

Weaver's  March,  322. 

West  Indies,  the  poet  abandons  purpose  to  go  there,  li. 

Wilson,  John,  printer  in  Kilmarnock,  1,  130,  143. 

Wilson,  John,  "Hornbook,"  73,  137. 

Wilson,  Professor  John,  his  Essay  on  Burns,  xix.,  Ixiii.,  61, 

280,  296,  342,  349,  370,  379,  381,  383. 
Wordsworth,  quoted,  109,  137. 
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